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leave behind!

The Eveready Spotlight shoots a 300-ft. electric beam to light
up road signs and meet emergencies while motoring at night5
independent o fthe car and all otherequipment! . ... The perfect
portable light for vacationists: for motor boating, canoeing,

rowing; flashing signals; going over
to the dance; strolling down the road;

adozen usesa night.

‘money-back offer®
Tiy out this wonderful Eveready Spot-
light. Buy one of an &/ dedler 101 #4.15
Use it over night, ashlng its 207t
beam
it next day. lhe PR e your
money without argument. (Frankly, you
will keepit. No one wants to part with
B Eveready Spotlight after trying it out. )
For sale everywhere at electrical, hardware, sport-

ing goods, drug, end aLto accessory shops;

garages; general Stores

e

FLASHLIGHT
& BATTERIES



ADVERTISING SECTION

Electricity Needs You

I WILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME

Stop right here. This is YOUR opportunity! Electricity is calling you, and the Electrical
Business is in for a tremendous increase. But it needs more trained men— at big pay. By
my Home Study.Course in Practical Electricity | can train you for these positions.

FREE! Earn $70 tO $200 a Week
= ‘You've always had a liking for Electricity and ahankering to do electrical jobs.
Now is the time to develop that talenL ‘there's big money |n |t Even if you
BIG don't know anythi ing at all aboul Eleclrlclty you can g rasp it by it by my
ELECTRICAL to-date, pracl teachil You will flnd it mlensey rest-
ing and highly profitable. Ivetramsd and started hundreds of men in the
OUTEIT Electrical Business, men who have made big successes. YOU CAN ALSO

Be a Big Paid
ELECTRICAL EXPERT

“eyou doing to prepare yourself for a rc 2 At the rate you are
iuthe specialized train-
U ambition enough to

RADIO
COURSE

FREE Valuable Book Free

*

Act NowI
is action,
THE TIME TO ACT
L L COOKE. Chief
CHICAGO
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Itsa Crime to Slave
for Low Pay—

Whenits SoEasyToEamB m

If You are Making Small Pay Then You Ought
to Investigate This Simple Plan That Has Shown
Thousands a Way to Magnificent Earnings.

Please mention advertisements
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On Your Services
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IROMHOERHE

Stop Paying Rent Now!

Just imagine now for a moment that one of these beautiful six-room Sunshine
Homes was yours, located right in your own town or on your own farm, a neat
picket fence around it, flowers growing in well-arranged heels, rose bushes climb-
ing the lattice at the porch ends, sending their fragrance into your nice, cool bed-
rooms. Picture this in your mind and then you will have a picture of what I
want to do for you. This offer is so literal it is hard to believe, but it is true—
every word is true. You can get one of these homes FREE if you will rush

| Will Even Buy a Lot for You!

Free Yourself from the Landlord’s Clutches

When | Say Free
| Mean Free

This is perhaps the most liberal

Act Quick!
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"LJARD times don't worry the

Auto Expert. He is in con-
stantdemand. Did you ever know
of an experienced auto engineer
hunting a job ? No, and you never
will. The job hunts him.

Just consider for a moment that there
are 9,000,000 automobiles in this
country today. These millions of cars
are in constant need for experts —
repairmen and auto engineers.

A smattering knowledge won't get you
very far in this line, but if you are will-
ing to get down to brass tacks and
really master this well paying line of
work, then there will be no limit to
what you can earn.

Itisonly one step from Auto Expert
to Garage Owner, but think of the big
money that is earned by the up-to-date
garage. Here is your chance to become
independent— to be your own boss
with our help. Now don't say “Well,
I'll think about it,” but make up your
mind right now to be a real success
The coupon will give you full informa-
tion on how to do it. Fill out and
send it in right now while you are
thinking about it
American School
Dept. A74, Drexel Ave. and 58th St., Chicago

American School
Dept. A74. Drexel Are. and 56th St, Chicago
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Couldn’'t Help Making More Money!

Good news for Tom Macklin—he has just been
picked for a five-thousand-dollar job!

Fairly surprised him, the promptiess with which
he won prormation, and the actual fun that he got
in gmng after

. you see was just an average chap who
had beert slaving for years in the general offices of
the Marbury Company. Meanwhile, other fellows
his own age had been stepping into the big-pay

positions.
Then one day, less than twelve months ago,
Tom Macklin woke up. He did the thing that he

should have done five years before—he enrolled
with LaSalle Extension Universi

And suddenly he made a very happy discovery
—he found home-study training under the LaSalle
Problem Method downrigh

Fascinating, so he called it, to take those problems
Lusl ‘as they were put up to him by highly successful

usmess men and to work them out for himself.

e first time In his life he began to see real

progress Tasks ould have side-stepped a
Pomth or o before he performed quickly and
satisfactorily. His chief was quick to see the im-
provement, both in his work and in his attitude
toward the job. The result was inevitable. When
Johnson left to go with another concern, Macklin
was named w succeed him—at a salary to start
of $5,000 a

Your Shortest Route
to a Big-Pay Position

Typical, Maklin's experience, of that of thou-
sands of ambitious men who have found their path
to success in the LaSalle Problem Method.
Letter after letter <nthe files of LaSalle Exten-
sion University tells the same thrilling dg story. If
the men now in low-pay jobs could see those
actual letters, literally thousands of them, telling
of rapid advancement to important positions, they

would never rest until they had mastered the
specialized training that they absolutely need to
win success.

Send for “Ten Years*
Promotion in One”

What are you going to do withyour spare time
during the next few months? Will you use some
portion of it to help you on your way to bi ger
things, or will you continue to drift—drift—ad
and be forced to content yourself with your pres-
ent earnmgs7

One thi %1 3 important, you should do at

ould get
o

once—you s| the facts. “The coupon will

also your copy of that inspiring book,

“Ten Years'
Promotion tn One. “Get this book,” said a
prominent Chicago executive, “even if you have
to pay five dollars for it.” We will send itfree
Mark—Sign—Mail the coupon—NOW.

LaSalle Extension Unlversn

|nsmuunn in the Wor

1065. cago, Hing Illlnols
Gentlemen: Serd m &nobla%nmg) 7 opetion
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Midas’ Daughter

CHAPTER I

RS. JEROLD SEATON pushed

M aside the sheaf of-blue prints

with a gesture, of impetuous
pleasure.

“This is just what 1 want!” she told
the girl behind the desk. “1'm perfectly
satisfied, Miss Paige.”

“I'm sorry,” laughed Jessica Paige,
with a lift of her delicate brows.

The older woman, who had humor as
well as an air of rather charming ar-
rogance, laughed too.

“1 know it! You think my pillared
portico and sunken gardens simply
brazen. Admit it—I do! But then—
I'm brazen myselft”

“You're brazenly beauti
the girl impulsively.

The phrase defined her client very
well. It expressed the splendor of her
tawny hair, her hazel eyes, flecked with
gold, her rich pallor and strikingly per-
fect features. And it pleased the
beauty.

“For that” she observed naively,
“1'm going to take you out to lunch.”

Jessica frowned down at the tiny
watch on her wrist, hesitating.

She liked this rich Mrs. Seaton who
had come to the firm of Arnold & Beale,

ull” declared

By Winston Bouve

Author of “Rotten Wood,"
“Pan’s Wife," etc.

architects, to have them make plans
for the elaborate summer place she
meant to build on the South Shore.
Arthur Beale, junior member of the
firm, had been in Florida, recuperating
from a bout with influenza, and Mr.
Arnold, who had gauged Jessica’s abil-
ity, had turned over the commission
to her, as Beale's assistant. So she
saw a good deal of the handsome
heiress. But, somehow, she wanted to
keep their acquaintance on a strictly
business  basis. She wouldn't be
patronized by any Chicago meat-mag-
nate's daughter! And then, because she
couldn’t help it, she.smiled— at the snob-
bery of the impoverished!

“I'm not asking you because | kept
you waiting an hour and it's nearly two
now,” Mrs. Seaton informed her coolly,
“if that's why you're hesitating. 1 never
do things to be polite—or even decent
Only because | want to. So you'd bet-
ter come.”

A stenographer entered and handed
Jessica half a dozen letters to be sighed
When she had returned them to the girl
she took her hat and suit coat from the
mahogany cabinet that served as a closet
in the handsome office.

“In that case-—
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“You'll come?”

Mrs. Seaton watched her with frank
appraisal as she pulled on her saucy
black hat. The gray green of the
tweeds she wore went beautifully with
her pearly skin, her clear, greenish
eyes, black-lashed and wide. It brought
out, too, a glint of copper in her dark
hair.

“You know how to dress,” the heiress
observed, rising in a faint cloud of the
exotic scent that seemed to emanate
from her sable wrap. “Of course, I'd
rather see you in a dinner frock by
Armand— I loathe tweedy things— but
you do know cut and color.”

“1'd rather see me in an Armand
dinner gown, too,” murmured Jessica
with curved, ironical brows “Unfor-
tunately, 1 lack credit and opportunity.”

They passed through the outer office,
and Mrs. Seaton shivered at the ugli-
ness of its walnut and frosted glass and
crowded desks; the sound of clicking
typewriters, stenographers’ chatter in
the relaxation of the noon hour. Mr.
Arnold’s secretary, a spectacled and im-
portant young man, hysterically arguing
something with somebody over a tele-
phone.  Jessica found herself infected
by the other woman's disdain of the
hive. She hated it all, for the moment.
Hated the thing she had been so proud
to achieve a short time ago! Why, to
be taken into the Boston firm of Arnold
& Beale was a piece of unparalleled luck.

She was only twenty-six; a girl who
had inherited from a ne'er-do-well
father a genuine ability for architectural
design, and from her mother—who had
died when she was barely twelve—a
tremendous capacity for achieving what-
ever she set out to do. Which, in this
case, had been a course at Technology,
an apprenticeship with a more or less
insignificant concern, and, through an
old friendship of her father, her present
position.

And because the February day held
the languor of spring, and was blue

overhead and muddy underfoot, with
discontent in its faithless, balmy breath,
and a lovely parasite, with paradise
feathers dripping from her hat and
violets pinned to her sables, had come
to look at the blue prints of the Italian
palace she intended to build in a prim
New England shore town, Jessica
seethed with sudden disatisfaction.

And like an echo of her scudding
thoughts, Mrs. Seaton's cool voice
mused, as they waited for the elevator:

“You aren't pretty— but you're almost
beautiful. You needn't lack anything if
you're sensible enough to marry as you
should. Now, don't tell me you're
romantic!”

Jessica, who found herself enjoying
the assured insolence of the older
woman, shook her head as they stepped
into the elevator and were whirred
down

“I'm greedy,” she confessed. “1
want everything— forever!”

“You're romantic. And that's a lux-
ury that only rich people can afford.”

They stepped out into the noonday
brilliance of Tremont Street. Drawn
up to the curb stood one car that out-
shone all the others, although there
were several of dignified and handsome
make. This machine—an enormously
long, silver-gray limousine, with a
chauffeur in livery that matched the
car's color, and an interior of costly
comfort—was Mrs. Seaton's.

As Jessica, relaxing against the
pearl-gray upholstery, listened to the
other woman’s languid cynicisms she
remembered all she had ever heard of
the Jerold Seatons. Seaton belonged
to the cliquiest, most conservative group
which, for generations, had formed the
nucleus of Boston society. That meant
that, although he and his mother were
poor— nothing was left, gossip said,
save the old Seaton house on Beacon
Hill, some shabby real estate, and the
fluctuating income from Seaton's law
practice, a profession that was his by




Midas' Daughter 3

heritage—they had the entree every-
where. They had more than that. For
old Mrs. Seaton, in her inevitable
mourning silks, which could never be
said to be out of style, because they
had never been in style, with nothing
but a bit of ancestral lace at her
patrician throat—her jewelry, with the
exception of one old-fashioned solitaire
had been sold piece by piece— could still
give distinction to any gathering.

And when she entertained meagerly
in the stately Chestnut Street house,
from which, now and then, a carved
chest, or a threadbare tapestry, long
familiar to her friends, disappeared, the
few who were asked were glad enough
to come.

Jerold Seaton had met Myron Mar-
shall's daughter at some dinner dance,
eight or ten years before. She had been
visiting friends in Boston, and, with
her beauty and her father's millions,
she was easily the season’s belle. Yet
she flouted a title or two, an heir to
as many millions as her father himself
was worth, several men as attractive and
of as good family as young Seaton, to
become his wife. That must have been

love. And now she was sayin
“1t's perishable, romance. The other
thing— money—isn't. It lasts. And it's

not intangible.
it.”

Jessica, who was a sensitive creature,
winced as Bess Seaton's hand strayed to
the flowers on her breast. That was a
beastly thing to say. It iptimated so
much to the discredit of the man she
had married, and to a stranger!

An impulse to protect him, a man she
had never seen, came to her. She chat-
ted swiftly, inconsequentially, of other
things, until they were seated in a choice
corner of a fashionable grill. Once
there, she enjoyed her luncheon: en-
joyed the delicious food, the unobtiu-
sive service, the costly surroundings.
It was nice to be waited on deferentially
by the captain himself; to linger over

You can see it, touch

coffee and cigarettes as long as one
pleased, with no thought of hurrying
back to work. Yes— these imperishably
material pleasures lured her, too. But
the thought of work reminded her of
the blue prints lying on her desk.
“You're sure you're satisfied with
those plans for your house, Mrs. Sea-

ton? I'm warning you— it's much too
palatial for Duxbury. I'm afraid you
won't like it, after all. You see, a

palace needs a setting. It oughtn't to
be dumped down upon a country road,
half hidden by a pine grove, surrounded
by miles of sand dunes. | adore Dux-
bury, but if you want this sort of house,
choose another location for it. Have
you thought of Manchester?”

Bess Seaton raised her lovely eyes

heavenward, or more literally, toward
the frescoed ceiling of the grill.
“Have | thought of Manchester?

My dear girl, you don't think I'm build-
ing in Duxbury through choice! The
place is deadly, simply deadly! The sort
of place my mother-in-law would
choose.  She did, worse luck! My hus-
band happened to be born there thirty-
five years ago. He spent every sum-
mer of his childhood there, and his pas-
sion for the place is absurd. He won't
hear of summering anywhere else. So
there you are!”

Jessica traced the pattern on the

damask cloth with the stem of her
water goblet.
“1 see. Of course, if you've really

decided, I'll mail you the plans to-night
so that you can show them to your hus-
band and O. K. them. Then the build-
erp can start work at once.-"

Mrs. Seaton uttered a dulcet wail
of protest.

“Good heavens, no!
awkward all around.
mustn't guess that I'm building this
place. I've just told you how fond
he is of the dreadful old frame house
that will have to be torn down. He
isn't to know anything about it until

1t's frightfully
You see—Jerry
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June, when it will be ready to occupy
Then he’ll have to make the best of it.”

She drew on her suede gloves with
an air of determination. Her pretty,
spoiled mouth could look stubborn in
spite of its scarlet curve, Jessica dis-
covered And while she murmured
some inanity the beauty leaned forward
confidentially.

“And after all, you know—it's my
money. Aren’t men unreasonable?”

Her money! That, Jessica guessed,
was always the last argument in their
disagreements; the argument that won
the day for her. What a beastly posi-
tion for a sensitive man to be placed
in; a position of utter helplessness,
when you thought about it. For, evi-
dently, he didn't want to be dependent
upon his wife's fortune, a hanger-on
in his wife's home. It was rather
pathetic, his wanting to keep the shabby
old house in which he had been born.
Perhaps it was the only thing that was
wholly his, now.

Still, he had married old man Mar-
shall's daughter, knowing the fabulous
amount of the wealth he had acquired
so magically, so swiftly, that people and
trusts nicknamed him “Midas” Mar-
shall. For everything he touched turned
golden under his hand. And he had
touched a good many things besides
beef. One could almost forget the
taint of the stockyards, indeed, remem-
bering derelict Southern railroads he
had bought, and made fortunes out of;
cotton he had plunged into at its low-
est ebb that was soon to blossom not into
fleece, but gold: a copper mine, long
played out, that revealed rich ore after
he had bought it for a song

And Midas’' daughter, used to his
golden touch, couldn't be expected to
forgo all that it brought to her feet.

“1 must fly!” Jessica glanced at her
watch, fastened her slender mink scarf
that she had thought so smart until Mrs.
Seaton's sables dimmed it to insig-
nificance. “I've had a beautiful time—

it was sweet of you to ask me. And
your house will be.under way in a short
time.”

She held out her small, gloved hand
with the engaging air of friendliness
and candor that characterized her, and
Bess Seaton held it

“You're a sweet childl Don't go
back to that dreadful office! Play
with me instead, this afternoon.”

She sighed at the girl’s laughing re-
fusal

“What a nuisance! And you don’t
have to spend your youth that way!
You're attractive—awfully attractive.
Attractive enough to marry any man
you choose. Choose the proper sort of
person and I'll give you an engagement
dinner that'll be town talk for a fort-
night!  On my honor!”

“An added inducement!
best.”

“1 know!” Mrs. Seaton clapped her
hands softly. “I'm having a deadly
dinner in ten days. Come and redeem
it from utter awfulness, and I'll have
an eligible man for you.”

The doorman's deference, as he
showed them out, the departure from
the exclusive grill, with its subdued ele-
gance of lighting and decoration, to the
avenue of stately dwellings and clubs,
filled the girl with a sort of elated pleas-
ure. She permitted the chauffeur to
tuck the robe about her knees with an
air of having been long accustomed to
such attentions. It was fun, this make-
believe.

“You’'ll have an ancient bore to my
right and somebody's husband to my
left,” she corrected with impertinent
gayety. “And I'll have to be coy or
clever—or perhaps just attentive and
demure. But I've a ravishing tissue
frock— new, the color of morning mist,
and I'll come.”

All afternoon she kept thinking of
the dinner she had promised so blithely
to attend. She found herself sketching

il do my



Midas’' Daughter 5

tiny figures of herself in the gauze gown
she had seen in a shop window a few
weeks back, and, unable to resist it,
having once tried it on, had acquired,
though bills and household expenses—
which her slender shoulders bore— had
to go unpaid. She didn't often give
way to such extravagance, even though
the love of beautiful things was deep-
rooted in her. When one has a non-
chalant father whose lineage and tastes
and goutiness prohibit him from active
enterprise— the last phrase was his!—
one doesn't indulge much in personal
luxuries. Especially if one's salary is
small and hardly adequate for the needs
of even so small a household.

But she wasn't thinking of all thi:
for once. She was thinking of herself,
quite perfectly gowned and shod with
silver, laughing up at an agreeable
young man from the becoming back-
ground of a tapestry chair, playing with
the drooping feathers of a fan. A fan.
Jade green, mounted on tortoise shell.
She must have it! And while she auto-
matically dictated prosy letters to con-
tractors, about porcelain bathroom fix-
tures and imported tiles, she saw only a
handful of long-flued green plumes,
that, skillfully furled, would cast charm-
ing shadows upon her throat and shoul-
ders, and lend her an air of intriguing
grace.

CHAPTER 11

“You look very well in that—ah—
rather colorless gown,” observed Dahl-
gren Paige to his daughter as she stood
before the front window of their shabby-
sitting room, waiting for the taxi that
was to take her irftown to the Seatons’
Commonwealth Avenue home.

He lay back in the most comfortable
dhair the room afforded, his gouty foot
extended upon a hassock. And from
mienr and manner, which verged on the
magnificent, no one would have taken
him to be anything but an indulgent
parent, viewing with paternal pride a

pretty daughter 'who had recently
wheedled a new frock out of him

“It was costly, but well worth what
you paid for it. Turn around—yes,
it has excellent lines. And you, my
dear, have excellent shoulders. All the
Dahlgren women have had shoulders
worth the showing.”

Jessica swept him a curtsy, her lips
curved in a smile of faint irony. She
moved about the room, straightening
up here and there, then stopped to lift
to her cheek a feather fan, jade green,
shell mounted.

“It isn't colorless, really,” she re-
marked. “It's quite opalescent, and with
this fan——-"

“Most becoming! The fan is precisely
what it needs.” He took it from her,
examined it with his aristocratit
kept hands. “Quite beautiful, but not
o0 expensive, | trust.”

“It cost twenty-eight dollars” she
said clearly. “1 bought it instead of
paying the last coal bill."

“To grace your friend’s rococo draw-
ing-room,” he gibed, “while our humble
flat stays chilly. Heigh-ho, it's your
prerogative, my dear. Youth—youth to
the fore, while we elders retire—to a
gas log.”

He fluttered fastidious fingers toward
the imitation hearth and grate, where
blue gas flames flickered about tinny
logs. That fireplace typified the whole
shoddy, two-family house, the first floor
of which had been home to Jessica for
eight years— ever since she had finished
her inadequate schooling at a fashion-
able girls’ school on the Hudson to learn
that her school bills hadn't been paid
for two years, that her distinguished,
dilettant father, having reached the end
of a small patrimony, was being floated
by nonchalantly begged loans from his
friends. Not since his father's death,
six years before, and the division of
the fine old Virginia property, which
brought in little enough, had he been
actively engaged in his profession as
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draftsman. And Jessica, a giddy thing
of seventeen, knew that he never would
be again. Henceforth, she knew, she
must bear the burden of poverty, of
eking out that poverty with what she
might earn.

She hadn't minded giving up her
girlhood, her association with girls who
had all that money could buy. Pleas-
ure wasn't everything to her, nor was
luxury. She was glad, with the fervor
of early youth, to relinquish the Brook-
line home—it had been the scene of
many a money quarrel, many an
ignominious demand for money, long
owed. She remembered her mother's
youth, sapped by worry and work, her
weary struggle to keep up the appear-
ance of prosperity which her father in-
sisted upon so blandly, and yet not be
always at the mercy of creditors. She
succeeded part of the time. But it meant

household ~ drudgery—one ill-trained
maid was inadequate in that fifteen-
room house; endless, personal econo-

mies ; self-immolation upon the altar of
her husband’s selfish vanity. She had
hated that house, and that life, and her
daughter hated it after her

So the shabby Dorchester flat wasn't
the irritant to Jessica that it was to her
father, who, in his dependence upon her,
vented all his petulant displeasure in
gibing sarcasm. Loving beauty and
luxury as she did, small dark rooms, a
bathroom whose mottled fixtures dated
thirty years back, ugly floors, unredeem-
able woodwork, were all hard to endure
at times. And that gas log, with its
obvious piping! She hated that, too.
But her father's endless discontent and
half-veiled reproaches were the hardest
to bear.

She set her small, even teeth, picked
up her fan, and drew her remodeled
evening cloak over her bare shoulders.
A machine was throbbing outside, close
to the curb.

“We'll pay the coal people on the
first,” she promised, “my glory not-

withstanding. Who knows—maybe 1'll
catch a gilded Prince Charming to-
night—and all on account of a handful
of feathers, to bring out the color of
my mermaid eyes, and a dress that ad-
vertises the Dahlgren shoulders!”

“There would be no parental oppo-
sition!” commented her father, with a
sardonic gleam under his gray brows.
“Damme, | don't see why you haven't
married before now, Jessica. You're a
handsome creature; a man's woman
from your shell comb to your insteps!”

“Poor Dad”— she bent and kissed his
aristocratic cheek—“you'd like to foist
me on almost any one, wouldn't you?”

“1 want to see you marry well. Any
one with money, Jessica, can make a
beautiful woman happy.” His silver-
headed cane tapped peremptorily upon
the floor covering. “And Arthur Beale,
whom you're treating abominably, has
money and a name.”

“And myopia. And a dreadful voice,
small and still, like one's conscience
That's his asthma, | suppose-——"

“A bird in the hand,” he warned, not
pleased at her levity.

“But the bush lends enchantment!”

The slam of the front door cut short
her rippling mirth.

She did not find her own thoughts
amusing during the drive in town. Ar-
thur Beale, her employer, filled them.
How out of patience with her her father
would be if he knew that Beale was no
longer a tentative admirer, but her
acknowledged lover, waiting for a word
from her to announce their engagement!
She was out of patience with herself.
After all, she was twenty-six—not a
romantic chit of nineteen, waiting for
an armored Lohengrin to sail out of
the sunset and rescue her from a shoddy
flat, a job that bored her to extinction,
a dearth of pretty clothes and care-free
pleasures. And Arthur Beale was not
much more than forty, a small, nervous
man, a gentleman, of course, who,
though not especially good looking, and
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rather lacking in personal magnetism,
was certainly unobjectionable. He was
desperately in love with her. She smiled
a little at the thought of Arthur's being
desperate about anything, but the fact
was flattering. If she married him
she'd have everything that, from her
father's standpoint, she could desire.
Why, then, was she holding off?> Not
because of any man she had ever known
and cared for. She hadn't been cap-
tured by the fancies that seemed to
assail most girls. She was, as her
father had said, distinctly a man's
woman. Men had always been drawn
to her. She likdS them, would not have
had their homage withheld. She had
even enjoyed certain excursions in
romance that she had strayed into. But
when it came to marrying-
That took love, she told herself. Be-
cause love endured, lasted, with the
qualities of the man one married. And
if those qualities were exasperating to
begin with, if one always had to be
polite to a man who was forever ar-
ranging everything to an unbearable
precision on his desk, and adjusting
shades to exactly the same height, and
clearing his thin throat before he gave
an order, what would it all be like in
five years? Hideous thought! But if
there was love, instead of petty irrita-

tion—— Yet Bess Seaton, smiling
scornfully, had said: “It's perishable,
romance.”

She was aware that the cab had
stopped before a white-stone house in
front of which stretched an awning and,
beneath it, a strip of red carpet, which
gave it a royal air indeed. And when
a liveried manservant opened the door
of the taxi and dismissed the shabby
machine, she felt more than ever like
Cinderella.

To her dismay, Jessica was the first
guest to arrive. She had allowed fifteen
minutes too much for the drive in town,
and when she was shown upstai to
the white-and-gold drawing-room Mrs

Seaton herself was not yet dressed.
She amused herself by wandering about
the great room which was clumsily full
of handsome bric-a-brac and pieces of
furniture picked up at random, to please
an exotic taste. Bess Seaton had evi-
dently traveled far and wide and, where-
evei\ she went, she acquired whatever
took her fancy. To the left of the
white-tiled fireplace stood a bronze
Buddha, massive, magnificent in its im-
mobility, scorning, with its heavy-
lidded gaze, a gilt-and-brocade relic of
the Louises that had throned more than
one court favorite.

There was an enormous davenport
before the fireplace, with mauve chairs
to match it scattered about the room—
modern comfort—and upon a Floren-
tine refectory table rested rare bits of
cloisonne that made Jessica’s beauty-
loving eyes widen. A buhlwork cabinet
loomed dark against one wall and,
across the room, a long teakwood chest,
exquisitely carved, was piled with bro-
cade cushions.

Jessica was standing on a tiger-skin
rug before the mantel, gazing at a huge
clock that was one solid piece of crystal,
when she heard a delightfully toned
masculine voice say:

“You aren't admiring it,
The clock, | mean.” "

She found a slender, boyish-looking
man at her side, and she looked into a
pair of dark-blue eyes that were lighted,
just then, with whimsical humor. She
thought she'd never seen a pleasanter
pair of eyes.

She laughed back at him behind the
feathers of her fan.

“1 think it's a masterpiece! Do you
know what it really is? It's rock candy.
It's the candy clock in the witch's house
that Hansel and Gretel ate their way
into!”

He flung back his fine, fair head, and
stared up at it.

“You're right. Do you know, you've
redeemed it for me! Henceforth, when-

are you?
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ever I'm here, and can't help looking at
it, 1I'll think of that and break the spell.”

Jessica dropped down upon the
mauve Chesterfield, knowing well that
its pale tint would flatter her gown and
herself. People with white skin and
reddish hair should appreciate the value
of colors that throw them into porcelain-
fair relief.

“I'm hideously early,” she confessed,
picking up a paper weight that was
nothing but a bubble of blown glass, in
which a cunningly waxed orchid seemed
to bloom. “Thank Heaven for you, as
long as Mrs. Seaton isn't down yet.”

He laughed.

“1've known Bess a good many years,
and 1've never known her to be on time
on any occasion whatever.”

He took the blossoming bubble out
of her hand

“1'm going to take you into the con-

servatory, if you'll let me, and show
you some of her real flowers. Are you
keen about them? She likes them

decoratively, for dinners, and things.”

He seemed' to be an old friend of
the Seatons, from the friendly manner
of the gardener toward him, when they
sauntered through the glassed-in exten-
sion of the library across the hall. Jes-
sica, whose passion for color and scent
was overwhelming, breathed deep of the
fragrance about her, examined the
exotic blooms with delight. And when
she exclaimed over a tray of cloudy-
blue violets— enormous, perfect-petaled
things that exuded sweetness—and he
insisted on her wearing a cluster, she
didn’t demur long.

“You're sure its all right— Mrs.
Seaton won't mind?”
“Quite sure.”  An odd little smile

only emphasized the sudden somberness
of his eyes. “Please take them—I'm
not trespassing, really!”

She took them, let him fasten them
to her shimmering frock, after she had
pricked her finger upon the long pin
As he bent over the small task, his

crisp hair almost touching her cheek,
she caught her breath. An unreasonable
desire to reach out and put her hand
upon his well-shaped blond head seized
her. She felt as if she had known him
forever. It was absurd, of course—
just because they spoke the same
language, and laughed at the same
things— but she hoped prayerfully that
this was the “eligible man” Bess Sea-
ton had promised her

She felt ridiculously gay, hummed a
lilting refrain under her breath as a
door shut somewhere, and the sound of
voices drifted out to them. Then, hav-
ing secured the flowers to her tulle sash,
he looked up.

Their eyes met. They traded a long
look across a tray of hothouse violets,
while at the other end of the conserva-
tory an old gardener puttered over some
glossy greenery. That look said a great
deal, more than either of them realized,
by far. Then Jessica, her own gaze
wavering, saw that his hand still touched
the violets she wore, as if. uncon-
sciously, they symbolized something
precious to him. Color, delicate, even,
swept her from the top of her silvery
bodice to the roots of her shining hair,
dyeing bosom and throat and cheek.
It made her look like an adorable child.

“Dear!” he said under his breath.
He didn't seem to know he spoke the
word.

“We'd better go back,” whispered
Jessica.
She was suddenly afraid. Of what,

she didn’t know. It was a queer feeling.
But then, the past fifteen minutes had
not been banal. One doesn’t often meet
a strange young man at some one's
house, and verge on intimacy with him,
as if he wasn't a stranger at all, before
dinner is announced. And the way he
had said “Dear!”

They strolled back to the drawing-
in which a dozen people were
And by the Buddha,

room,
now scattered.



Midas' Daughter 9

her splendid shoulders white against the
bronze, stood Bess Seaton. Most
women would have been killed by the
vivid blue of her gown, the glitter of

the tiara upon her blond head. But not
she. She was more insolently lovely
than ever. The richness of her beauty

seemed to reflect itself in the sequins
of her gown, 'the jewels* in her hair.
She turned toward Jessica with a cry
of pleasure.

“So glad to see you! You two know
each other, of course. Now, come and
smile your sweetest upon Percy Cum-
mings! He's to take you in to dinner.”

Jessica, over caviar and cocktails,
smiled up at a sleekly agreeable man
who, while he put himself out to be
gallant to her, kept looking across the
great round table to where the blue
goddess  sat. Dinner had been an-
nounced before she had met many of
the guests, and while she and Cum-
mings exchanged dinner-table badinage
she speculated on the identities of vari-
ous people. Across the table, half hid-
den by a rose bowl, she glimpsed the
fair-haired man who had taken her into
the conservatory. Why. she didn’t even
know his name! He was devoting him-
self to a beaky old lady in black velvet,
though he couldn’t be enjoying her very
much, Jessica thought. That was the
sort of thing he would do—be nice to
difficult people. She fingered the violets
at her corsage, and wondered which
man was her hostess’ husband She
hadn't even met him

“Which is Mr. Seaton ?"

She rather thought it might be a
youngish, bespectacled man seated
fairly near her. He had a legal air,
and he seemed very much at home.

“Jerry?” Cummings stared at her,
then began to laugh. “1 say, that's rare!
You and he were quite chumming.it be-
fore dinner, too. Didn't you know
whom you were talking to? Jerry!” he
called across the table, and Jessica once
more met those disturbing blue eyes.

idea who her
“Let me

“Miss Paige hasn't an
host is ' Cummings chuckled.
present you.”

Every one went on talking, of course.
But it seemed to Jessica, for a brief
moment, that everything stopped. Her
water goblet remained poised in the air
while she stared at him, wordless. Then
Cummings’ voice brought her back to
the present, and her salad, and, some-
how, the dinner progressed.

CHAPTER 111,

It was some time before she knew
why the fact of Jerry Seaton's being
Jerry Seaton came to her as a shock.
That night, after dinner, she managed
to file it as a triviality, and to make a
jest of her blunder. Yet there was a
poignant note of constraint in her
greeting when he sauntered over to her
side while the small company amused
itself with cliquy gossip, and she, the
stranger within the fold, sat alone,
throned on the Louis Quatorze sofa
But her faint embarrassment didn't last
long. Seaton had, besides the whimsical
charm she had so keenly felt, an ease,
a simplicity of manner that betokened
not only his own breeding, but a sensi-
tive reaction to her shy mood. To-
gether they looked through some rare
prints, and presently Bess Seaton and
Cummings, who shadowed her, came
and joined them

That part of the evening verged on
banality. It was, as Mrs. Seaton had
warned Jessica, rather a deadly dinner.
A duty dinner, really, given as a sop
to various dull souls who had to be in-
cluded in at least one of the season's
festivities. Jessica guessed shrewdly—
and correctly—that the Harmons, and
beaky old Mrs. Cutter-Jones had done
much toward launching Jerold Seaton's
bride in Boston society, and that she
was glad enough to bore herself with
them now in order to keep up an in-
timacy. Quite obviously, the gilded
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beauty's vulnerable point was a passion
for social supremacy.

Jessica couldn't help wondering if
Seaton's great name and his mother's
position hadn't won her, rather than his
personal attractiveness or any romantic
ardor of her own. One didn't associate
romance with Bess Seaton, in spite of
her glowing youth and loveliness. There
was a metallic quality to her; something

that rang a little hard in her speech
and laughter. And her attitude toward
her husband was one of total indiffer-

ence. The girl banished these conjectur-
ings with an effort, and gave her atten-
tion to the colorful prints on her knee.
As she lifted one, a square of card-
board slipped from the folder where it
had lain concealed, and fell to the floor.
Seaton stooped, retrieved it, and handed
it to her with a gay little laugh. It was
a snapshot of a handsome little boy
sprawling on the veranda steps of a low-
eaved, pleasant country house.

you like small boys, Miss
This is Jock—my ten-year-old

“1 adore them!” She smiled down
at the serious little face that, diminu-
tive as it was in the photograph, was
absurdly like the man beside her. The
child had his father's fine eyes and
sensitive mouth, the set of his shoul-
ders, even. And yet, in the chiseled
beauty of his features, Jessica traced
his mother.

“He is a darling!”

“Jerry spoils him hopelessly!” ex-
claimed Mrs. Seaton. *I always dread
the end of the school year, for he's

underfoot all the time. Jerry won't send
him to camp, and won't have a tutor
for him—I'm a martyr!”

“Because with a ten-year-old son at
heel you can't pass for twenty!” Cum-
mings jeered, holding a match to her
cigarette.

“A _child that's wholly brought up
by tutors and servants has a rotten
deal,” Seaton said quietly. ‘T was sent
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off to school when I was a bit of a
shaver, myself, but | was always with
my mother during vacations, | remem-
ber. She gave me—the most sym-
pathetic companionship.”

His wife yawned prettily.

“She had to, didn't she? Tutors and
~things cost so much, even then—-and
she hadn’t much money, Jerry.”

“It wasn't a question of money.” His
voice was bleak.
“What a dear house!” murmured

Jessica, to break the spell. Bess Seaton
had moved off toward some people who
were leaving.

“Isn't it?”  Jerry asked eagerly.
“That's our summer place at Duxbury.
I'm very keen about it—it's the first
thing | remember, that house and gar-
den. Some day Bess must persuade you
to come down there.”

She could have bitten her tongue out.
And while he spoke tenderly of the

old house, she stifled her yearning to
warn him of the impending change.
Why, it was a cruel thing that Bess

Seaton was doing! She was going to
hurt him horribly, unnecessarily, and
she couldn't see it. How blind she was,

how hard! Was that what money did
to people?
After a plain, red-haired woman

with a delightful voice had sung twice,
Jessica crossed the room to make her
adieus. And it was Bess who insisted
upon having her husband take her
home. The town car, it seemed, was
laid up temporarily for repairs. And
the idea of Jessica's going home, unes-
corted, in an owl taxi was unheard of.
So Seaton, to whom she'd already said
good night, and who was glad enough
to have another half hour with her—
he thought her enchantingly pretty, and
felt strangely drawn to her—put her
into a machine, and seated himself be-

side her.
Its such an impositiqn!” she ex-
claimed. “1 live at the ends of the

earth—in darkest Dorchester!”
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“You do?”

His face was a pale blur in the dark,
but she quickened to the surprise in his
voice.

“You thought I was gilded, like all
the others?” she laughed. “I'm a
daughter of toil; I have a deadly job
in an architect's office, and 1 live in a
shabby flat. My grandeur” — she
touched her sheer gown and her feath-
ery fan—“will be laid away soon
enough.”

" “So you're Cinderella,”
“I'm glad of that.”

They were both silent while the ma-
chine jolted over the cobblestones of a
hilly suburban street. At last it turned
down the shoddy avenue of shops and
houses that she knew so well, and
stopped before the two-family house
whose ugliness always smote her afresh.
A light still burned in the front room
of their flat. That meant her father
was still up.

“Shall we be friends?- asked the man

he mused.

beside her. “I feel as though we were
already.”
“We are!” she told him warmly as

they stood together on the tiny porch,
while he fumbled with her key.

she was glad he did not suggest that
they have luncheon or tea together.
That might have spoiled everything
She knew so well the variety of mar-
ried man who had an eye for pretty
working girls, and liked palm-room
rendezvous. Jerry Seaton was differ-
ent. She wanted him to be different.

“Good night, then.” His handclasp
was admirable; strong and warm and
firm, yet gentle, as though' her small,
gloved hand might be very fragile.

“Good night” she echoed,
stepped into the hall.

Her father was still sitting by the
gas log, nodding over a book. And the
small parlor, with its green walls and
marble mantel of an ugly period, was-
more depressing than ever after the
splendor of the drawing-room she had
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just left. But she wasn't thinking of
marble mantels or gas logs, just now.
She was listening to the retreating sound
of a taxicab as it sped away toward
town.

Her father roused himself, and
blinked up at her. He seemed to find
something interesting in her abstrac-
tion. She was very lovely, with her
dark hair a little wind-blown, her lips
parted slightly. Softened, in some mys-
terious fashion.

“Back from the ball,” he commented.
“Well, did you meet the prince, Cin-
derella ?”

She started; laughed as she drew off
her gloves.

“No—only a friend.”

“A wire came for you." He pushed
a yellow envelope across the table, and
she picked it up reluctantly, knowing
well it was from Arthur Beale, announc-
ing his return.

She didn’t open it just then, thereby
whetting her father's curiosity unmer-
cifully. She didn't feel like conjuring
small, petty Beale into her presence.
In the morning he would be on hand,
no doubt early. He was precise about

hours.  But to-night——

“Who is this friend?” her father
wanted to know

“A man who likes me" she said

simply. “Just—a friend !”
Then she went to bed.

When she reached the office at nine-
thirty the next morning, she found the
younger member of the firm at his desk.
And, regretting fleetly that, as his as-
sistant, she shared his private office, she
shut the door behind her.

“You got my wire, of course.”

He held her hands an unconscionable
time, in face of the probability of a
stenographer’s entering at any moment.

“You're looking magnificently, as
usual,” he assured her, releasing her at
last, and blinking at her behind his thick-
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lensed glasses. “I—1 don’t have to tell
you that | missed you.”

She was suddenly sorry for him. He
was pathetic in his well-restrained ar-
dor, his anxiety not to circumvent the
proprieties of a business day, as he
gazed adoringly at her quick movements
before the mirror in the cabinet, and
fumbled with the papers on his desk.
But she took cruel advantage of that
professional restraint.

_“These"—she handejl him duplicate
blue prints of the house she had de-
signed for Mrs. Seaton— “are plans for
Mrs. Jerold Seaton’s new Duxbury
house. She insisted upon having her
own ideas carried out, and she’s ap-
proved these. The work is already un-
der way. And here's some correspond-
ence that you'll want to see. Our
contract with the Meyer Stone people
expires this month.”

The day wore on, and not until late
afternoon did Jessica have to meet the
main issue with Arthur Beale. But
then, when he had signed the last let-
ter and dismissed his stenographer and
his desk was neatly arranged for the
next day's work, he came and perched
upon a corner of her desk. The western
light was not kind to his forty-odd
years, his bald head, denuded of all but
a few inadequate wisps of hair, care-
fully brushed across the shining ex-
panse. His pale-brown eyes, his thin,
middle-aged mouth could not express
the passion that stirred him.

“Jessica—when am | to have my

answer? You've been putting me off
a long time.”
“I know.” She looked down at her

folded hands, wondering that they could
lie so still upon the desk. Whenever
Arthur urged the point she got panicky.
It gave her the feeling of being closed
in upon, put her at bay. She was hor-
ribly afraid that, sooner or later, she
would marry him. It was so obviously-
the thing to do. “But it wouldn't be
the answer you want—now.”
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His thin, uncertain hands were reach-
ing for hers, holding them so tightly
that it hurt.

“Say yes!" he pleaded. “Jessica, |
vow I'll make you happy, look ifter
your father, give you anything you
want. | dpn't ask you to love me—

you—-you're very romantic, you know.
So mafty women marry men they aren't
in love with, and are contented and
happy. Love—the thing 1 suppose you
mean—isn't always necessary to a
woman "

“It is to me,” Jessica sighed.

“af

ever | find it isn't-
“Is it to your father?” inquired
Beale softly. “He's failing, my dear.

Is his gout his only ailment?"~

Jessica shook her head.. She knew
he was reminding her of her father’s
bad heart, a hereditary complaint that
troubled him more as he grew older,
a complaint for which there was no
cure, but which could be staved off in-
definitely by ease of living and peace
of mind.

“That's not fair of you, Arthur.”
She loosed her hands, and eyed him
somberly. “You know that as long as
my mother was alive she sacrificed her-
self to him at every turn, that | have
been offered up.to him, too. It's a sort
of family fetish, but it can't go on al-
ways. Twice, I've given up the
thought of marrying a poor man, be-
cause of Father. | might have been
happy— 1 don't know. | was young,
and fancied myself in love. 1'll give Up
marriage, if it interferes with my tak-
ing care of him, but I can't marry to
please him, and give him a few extra
comforts.” A satirical little smile
touched her mouth. “So you see, if
do marry you, itll be for the sake
of all the expensive things | want— not
on his account!”

She rose, and pushed back her chair.
But Beale didn't let her escape. Her
embittered words lent him the audacity
to catch her in his arms, urge her in
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broken, endearing terms to marry him
for any reason she chose. And with his
arms about her, his kiss on her mouth,
Jessica didn't repulse him any more
than she yielded to him Her own
passivity amazed her. He held her off
at last

“You don't hate me for this?”

He had never kissed her before.

“No.” The girl tried to puzzle it
out. “I don't hate you—1 don’t feel
anything toward you. It simply doesn't
touch me, Arthur!”

His unattractive face saddened
Manlike, he would rather have had her
repulse him than subi unresisting,
almost wearily, to his embrace.

“I care enough to want you as a
statue, rather than not at all. Look!”

He took from his desk drawer
a jeweler's box, clicked it open. An
emerald ring of exquisite design lay
flashing against the velvet

“I've had this for months, Jessica—
I saw it long before | ever dared to
speak of love to you, bought it, be-
cause it seemed made for you, so no
one else might wear it, if you wouldn't.”

That touched her a little, but the
jewel itself hardly tempted her.

“You'd take me, not caring?”

“I'd take you if you hated me. But
you don't; you're simply unresponsive
And unreasonable.”

“To think I might still find some one
I'd—love?” Her voice took on a deli-
cious cadence; she gazed dreamily out
into the February twilight. “I don't
want to be unresponsive always— | want
to give something myself.”

It was her ardent youth that spoke.

“An old theory. It doesn't often
work out, Jessica. The eternal lovers
seldom meet in time. One is married,
usually—or grown old too soon. OF
they never meet at all.”

His middle-aged cynicism bit deep.
It dispelled the memory of a pair of
dark-blue eyes that smiled at her across
a tray of violets, of hands that lingered

over the pinning of a purple cluster to
her girdle. What he said was true
enough. Most things, it seemed, did
come too late.

Her shoulders, beautifully molded
under her sheer blouse, moved in a ges-
ture that he took for surrender.

“You'll marry me?” he cried. Emo-
tion did not become him, but eager
delight moved her to a sort of pity, and
touched her vanity as well.

“1 won’t make you happy,” she told
him m capricious and high-tem-
pered and vain—and 1 don't love you!”

“None of those things matter!” He
fumblingly put the emerald upon her

slim finger. “1 want you, whatever you
are—and soon. When can the wedding
be 7"

It didn't matter much to her

“In the summer. July— August— but
please, Arthur, let's not advertise it be-
forehand. It would be awkward, while
I'm in your office, to have every one
know of our engagement.”

She got her way easily, but it wasn't
so easy to escape his insistent caresses.
The buzz of her telephone came at a
propitious moment, and she answered
it gratefully. A voice whose inflections
she knew well came over the wire.

“This is Jerold Seaton, Miss Paige.
I'm commissioned by Bess to carry you
off for tea—she’s waiting downstairs in
the car.”

“Your time should belong to me,”
observed her new fiance with no good
grace, as she hung up the receiver.
“Really, Jessica———"

She turned panicky, childlike, at the
thought of not going.

“1 must, Arthur—it's the Seatons—
my first clients!”

“You're socially involved h them?”

He didn't object to tha fact, he
was secretly pleased that his bride-to-be
had connections of the sort. And he
sensed that this was not the time to
make any peremptory demands upon
her. He wasn't quite sure, yet—
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The slam of the door answered him.
Jessica, exquisitely flushed under her
small black hat, was holding out her
hand to Jerold Seaton, who was waiting
for her in the outer office. And the
emerald pledge of her betrothal, had the
donor but known it, lay loose among
change and lip stick and keys in her
mesh bag

CHAPTER IV.

Two months later, Jessica was an in-
timate of the Seaton household. Bess
Seaton had taken one of her swift
fancies to the green-eyed-girl who had
drawn up the plans for the Duxbury
house. She had a penchant for new
people, whom she took up and dropped
with surprising rapidity. But Jessica
Paige she didn't drop. She liked the
girl's supreme independence, and she
knew that Dahlgren Paige, whatever he
was now, had once been a cotillion
leader, a man of fashion. She rathei™
liked to sponsor his daughter.

And—-this was the important reason
for the friendship!— Jessica was useful
to her.

Boston, like many big cities, has its
provincial side still flavored with Puri-
tanism. Not even Myron Marshall's
daughter, or Jerold Seaton's wife, could
afford to flout convention here. And
Bess, whose predatory passion for ad-
miration did not blind her to caution,
knew that her semi-Platonic intimacy
with rich Percy Cummings would not
go unchallenged unless his attentions
were now and then diverted from her
to some other fair recipient. Just now
it simplified things to include Jessica in
all formal and informal gatherings at
her handsome house. And best of all,
Jerry—who was hopelessly detached
from most of her friends and interests,
as a rule—seemed to like the girl
enormously. That made things so much
easier. So it happened that Jessica and
he were thrown together constantly.

That springywas a happy season for
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her. Not 6n account of her approach-
ing marriage, to which she gave little
enough thought, nor .yet because of her
gayety, even though it released her from
her fiance's demands upon her time.
There was really no reason for her to
be in such an absurdly festive frame of
mind Her father, though childishly
pleased by her engagement to Arthur
Beale, was failing. His heart affection
was no longer a legend, but a reality.
He suffered now from any exertion.
Beale did not cease to irritate her, and
her work under him was nerve-racking.
She was. on the verge of a marriage
that she couldn't help dreading. Yet
she was happy.

She didn't realize that her happiness
was shared by Jerold Seaton; that her
buoyancy depended upon his presence.
They were warm friends now; she had
a right, she thought a little wistfully,
to everything pleasant she could crowd
into the next few months, to all the
friendship, the understanding, the care-
free gayety she could get. She didn't
let herself dwell upon vain imaginings
of what might have taken the place of
that friendship.

Then, one bright April morning—it
was Saturday, and she had dashed into
the Commonwealth Avenue house with
some figures for Bess to look over, big
figures, that stood for the white-stone
magnificence of the house being built
at Duxbury—Jerry found her curled
up on the drawing-room floor beside his
son, who was home for the Easter holi-
days.

They were playing marbles on the
white-tiled hearth, and Jessica, a slim
thing in her schoolgirlish frock, her
small feet tucked under her, her silky
dark head close to the boy's, was as ab-
sorbed as he.

“You see” explained Jock's friendly
treble, “you've got to shoot 'em more
with your thumb, like this.”

“Like this!” she triumphed gleefully,
pouncing upon a handful she had won.
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Seaton, engrossed in the scene, caught
his breath. He couldn't visualize Bess
in any intimacy with her son, because
there had never been anything of the
sort between them. Jock had been to
school—a school of her choosing,
costly, exclusive to the very rich, of too
much pomp and ceremony for boyhood,
which, at its finest, is supremely demo-
cratic— for three years, and even dur-
ing his baby days she had given him no
personal attention. Children bored her,
she admitted frankly. And now, at ten,
he was so disgracefully tall—she felt
aggrieved at having a child that old!

“You're an awfully pretty girh”
burst out his son suddenly. Seaton had
been thinking the same thing. He saw
Jessica slip a round, slim arm about
Jock’s shoulder, and give him a tender
little squeeze.

“You're a darling to think so!”
said.

And the man, with a queer, tight look
around his mouth, watched a lonely lit-
tle boy forget his sturdy, boyish con-
tempt for display of emotion and fling
himself into a pair of arms that held
him close, burying his round, fair head
into a shoulder that seemed suddenly
made to order for a little boy's head

He turned, with something tugging at
his heart, and went blindly upstairs. At
his wife's door he paused, and at his
knock, her clear, high voice bade him
enter. Her room, done in the startling
black-and-white effect that was just then
in vogue, seemed strange to his eyes.
He hadn’t been in it since the decorators
had finished their work. He hadn't
been in it for a long time, for that mat-
ter—

As he tried to bridge the chasm that
separated him from the beauty before
the mirror, tried to remember how long
their lives had been remote from each
other, how it had happened— for they
had cared desperately once—she read
aright the somberness of his mouth

“You can finish that later,” she told

she

the beruffled maid, who was busy with
a bodkin of .ribbon, and a pile of webby
lingerie.

She swept into a drawer the build-
ers’ statements that Jessica had just
brought her, her high good humor
spoiled by something in her husband's
manner.

“I'm rather rushed for time, Jerry,
but what is it?”

“This—and some other things.”

He tossed upon the vanity table a
square white envelope, which she recog-
nized as the quarterly bill for Jock's
schooling. With it was a request that
Mrs. Seaton be good enough to register
her son for the following year in the
third form, as at this early time entrance
applications were being filed.

“1 don't want Jock to go back there
after this year,” Seaton said.

Bess lifted her perfect chin, and ex-
amined the curve of her throat in the
mirror.

“Don't be silly, Jerry—it's the best
school in America. He shall certainly
finish there unless | decide to send him
abroad. There's a marvelous boys’
academy at Neuilly where Sue Merlin's
son is going-———

“Jock can't go there. 1 can't afford
to send him myself—and 1 can't let
your father do everything for my son.”
Seaton, standing beside his wife, picked
up a gold-topped perfume flask, set it
down again. The bit of crystal sym-
bolized a good deal.

“Oh, Father’'s money!” Bess sulked.
But there was a hint of implacability
to her, in spite of her aggrieved air.
“Haven't we fought this out a thou-
sand times? Are you still trying to get
me to sacrifice myself to your whim of
living on nothing a year?”

Because she never alienated any man
who had ever cared for her she veiled
the hardness of her eyes, the hostility
she felt. And because she was, to the
glance, the same exquisite being he had
adored twelve years before, her hus-
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band reached out to her, remembering
all they had shared.

“I'm trying to find you!” he cried.
“Bess, we've lost each other. | don’t

she did not understand.
were sentimental, Jerry. It's absurd in
a man of thirty-eight.” She glanced
at the tiny clock before her, and began

“You always

know how it's except that
your father's money has dazzled our
eyes, blinded us both. When you mar-
ried me, came to me, knowing how little
I had, you thought you cared enough to
give up everything to become a poor
man's wife. Then, a little later, when
you longed for things | couldn't give
you, | was weak enough to let you
accept an allowance from your father.
That was the beginning of the end. It's
come to this now.”

His gesture included all the perfect
details of the room, and a great deal
more than that.

“You wanted a handsome house-
servants— jewels, all the trappings of
the rich, that I didn't have. You got
them; and 1, the man you married,
whose privilege it should be to support
you, am nothing but a retainer in your
house. At best—one of your guests.”

“You should have known 1 couldn't
live shabbily,” she told him as if it were
a lesson learned by rote. “I can't do
without money, Jerry. You're unspeak-
ably selfish to want me to—that's what
you do want, | suppose.”

“1 want- " He stopped, his fine,
troubled eyes upon her. Would she
even understand his want?

“1 want a wife for myself, a mother
for Jock; a woman we can both love—
not a golden idol. Try to understand,
Bess! | loved you”— unconsciously he
used the paststense— “we've been every-
thing to each other. But now we might
be strangers, living under one roof—
your roof. It's late, | suppose, to talk
of love. It won't be too late, though,
if you'll come back to me, for Jock's
sake, if not for mine. Couldn't you bd
happy in the little Chestnut Street
house, with what I could give you?"

“Love!” echoed his wife, as if the
word were in a strange tongue which

her rosy nails. “That sort of
thing doesn't last, you know. It can't
be rehashed. And as for my giving up
everything that makes life worth living,
to please your romantic notions of a
wife's obligation-———"

She laughed.

Seaton wondered how he could ever
have thought she might yield to his
desire, so hard was her tinkling mirth.

“Then we can’t go on like this.”

Her cool acknowledgment of the
breach between them widened it im-
measurably. And it was no trifling
difference, no rift in a dozen years of
marriage, but an immutable remoteness
from each other, a complete separation
of body and spirit, that she admitted,
while she plied a silver-mounted buffer.

“Because | don't love you! I think
our life is very well arranged.” She
looked up at him and smiled at his
confused distress. “And, after to-day,
it will be even simpler. You will go
your way—and |, mine.”

This, then, was the end. She didn't
love him, didn’t need him in her scheme
of life. And, suddenly, he realized that
she was less to him than he was to her.
She was nothing but a lustrously beauti-
ful creature he had once thought he
loved, who, in keeping intact her beauty,
had destroyed the illusion that had been

her chief charm for him. She wasn't
real. And one doesn't grieve for an
image, however perfect it may mbe.

Without a word, Seaton turned, and
strode from the silk-paneled room.
There was no one— nothing—to stop
him now. He felt, not driven out of
Eden, but released from long imprison-
ment in this soft-carpeted, perfectly run
house. A manservant, not waiting for
his ring, handed him hat and topcoat,
ushered him out of the tapestried hall.
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And on the sun-dappled stdps he paused,
drinking in the April air.

Jessica Paige stood on the pavement
below, drawing on her gloves. Jessica
who, ima simply made dark dress and
a feathery little hat, looked as bravely,
freshly lovely as the early spring flowers
already blooming in the grass plots be-
fore all the houses in that block. At
the closing of the door she looked back,
saw him, smiled

She simulated gayety, as a matter of
fact, because she was thinking about
those statements she had brought Bess,
and her conscience smote her heavily
for her part in the deception she knew
to be cruel. She was in honor bound
to keep her client's confidence, and she
wanted desperately to break her word,
to tell him of the white-stone villa that
was being reared on the site of his be-
loved birthplace.

“Will you walk downtown?” she in-
vited, her slim feet tapping time on the
asphalt to the symphony of the spring
weather.

He joined her, and if his disturbed
gaze, his sensitive, embittered mouth,
told her of the turmoil within him, she
pretended not to see. And her lilting-
voice, that so often echoed in his ear
when she was nowhere near him, eased
the dull ache in his heart.

“What are you doing this after-
noon?” he asked before she left him to
go back to her desk for another hourV
work. “1've a tinny little roadster that's
just been put in shape. We might drive
out in the country, if you've nothing
better on hand.” *

“Won't Jock want you?”

“He's going to my mother's for the
week-end She’'s mad about him, in
true grandmother fashion.”

His fine eyes told her that he wanted
her, whatever his small son might want.
She didn't hesitate long. She had
begun to count the weeks until August
twentieth, the day she had set for her
marriage. There were so few of them

2—Ains

to count! And she knew well enough
that Bess would not mind

“Down here, then, at two?”

*I'll be here.”

He raised his hat, and left her, to
spend a bad hour in his shabby little
law office that was almost all he could
call his own. It wasn't an altogether
bad hour, though, because visions of
Jessica persisted in every dusty nook.
She came, wraithlike, between him and
the solid old law books that lined the
walls. He could not fix his mind upon
the briefs that lay before him.

He loved her—had loved her, he
knew now, since the night, months back,
when he had come upon her, a slim,
gragile creature in a moth-gray gown
that bared her shoulders, standing in
wonder before a monstrous crystal
clock in his wife's drawing-room. And
only to-day, it seemed, when he saw her
with Jock, had he realized that he loved
her. That was what had prompted him
to go up to his wife and beg her to
come back to him. He wanted, as he
had told her, a wife for himself, a
mother for Jock—not a golden idol.
But the wife and mother of his .desire
were embodied in a dark-haired girl
whose laughter was the most musical
thing in the world—not in the beauty
before the mirror. But, too, honor was
his creed. He could have put Jessica,
out of his life if the woman he had
married had kept faith with him.

She had failed him, and now— she
had released him. There was nothing
to keep him from the woman he loved,
save a sense of his own insolvency.
What had he to offer Jessica? He, who
had not even succeeded in keeping the
love of his wife; whose marriage had
been a mockery almost from the start,
who had neither money, nor the promise
of any future—

It was time to meet her, so he left
the wraith for the reality, got his small
car from a near-by garage.

She was waiting for him, and all the
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sunshine of the uncertain April day
seemed to hover about her. They drove
along the twisting downtown streets,
through pleasant suburbs, and, at last,
got out into open country. Jessica, con-
tent to lie back with her hat off and the
wind blowing through her hair, did not
question their destination. She was sur-
prised, an hour later, to catch the fresh,
salt scent of the sea, and before long
they were speeding by long stretches of
marshland, unbelievably green, beyond
which lay the misty blue of the ocean

“Do you like the sea?” he asked
above the rush of the wind they made.

She nodded, her cheeks glowing, her
dark curls straining back from her tem-
ples.

“Bess doesn’t; it takes her out of
curl.” His eyes crinkled with amuse-
ment. He drew up beside the sandy
road, under a clump of budding trees.

“You haven't asked yet where we're
going?”

“1 don't think I care,” the girl ad-
mitted. Something in his voice stirred
her to poignant compunction because
she had come. They seemed to have left
the safe shallows of light friendship.

“I'm sure | don't—as long as you're
with me.”

She knew then what lay in the depths
of his dark-blue eyes, and she did not
turn away her own. She felt him lift
her limp left hand, strip it of its glove,
raise it to his lips. Her heart pounded

madly. And then he saw, on her slim
finger, the emerald Beale had placed
there. Only two days before, when her

fiance had insisted that their engage-
ment be kept secret no longer, had she
taken to wearing it openly.

“What's this?" he asked blankly.

At the moment, it did not strike either
of them as grotesque, that he should be
demanding the reason for such a sym-
bol.

“I'm to be married in August to Ar-
thur Beale,” she told him piteously. “A
friend of my father— my employer.”

He knew who Beale was. Then
something seemed to amuse him

“And | was taking you to show you
the one thing in the world I've got to
offer you,” he said. “Just a shabby
old house, and a grove of fir trees, close
to the bay.”

Duxbury! Jessica didn’t let him re-
linquish her hand She caught both
of his, instead, and clung to them

“My dear!” she cried. She didn't
know how to tell him. *“Jerry—you
won't find it as you left it. Oh, it was
a cruel thing to do, but it's done! Your
house, your dear old house, isn’t there
any longer. There's a beastly, glitter-
ing villa there instead Or there will
be before long. And it was I, not know-
ing what it meant to you, who designed
the monstrosity, as Bess wanted it!”

It didn't take him long to under-
stand. It was a blow, of course, but
with Jessica beside him, her hands in
his, her tenderness ringing in his ears,
nothing mattered much.

“If it wasn't for this"—he touched
the jewel on her hand that glowed like
a green eye—“1'd think—you loved
me.”

She pulled it off,
eyes shining softly.

“Jessica!”

He took her in his arms, and in a
great contentment she nestled there,
against his shoulder.  Everything
seemed to be said. And, she thought
wistfully, there was little time for
words. By twilight, with the cold mist
that settles over the sea, their day would
be done. And to-morrow

A shrieking scarlet car sped past
them, brought them back to the sandy
road between the marshlands.

“We'll drive on anyway, dearest— and
gaze upon the wreckage of my hopes.”
He could laugh now at the thought of
the villa. “There's a fir grove, a heav-
enly place, near the house. We can
find a rustic bench there, if the ground
isn't dry enough to sit on.”

mouth tremulous,
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They drove on, and presently Jessica
cried out in delight as they passed
through the sleepy old village, and Sea-
ton pointed out a wharf, a low-eaved
store, a Colonial farmhouse, connected
in some way with historical incidents

of his youth. A stretch of blue bay,
and golden dunes, summer places of
well-bred simplicity, with shades all-

drawn, and lawns just turning green,
unkempt, and after these, just beyond
a turn from the main road, an acre of
rising ground, fir covered

They .left the machine below the
grove, strolled up a woody path, and
came suddenly upon the builders’ work
No trace of the old house remained.
The new foundations had been laid,
gleaming white walls erected. A space
was laid off for a sunken garden, and
a white-pillared portico begun. When
it was finished it would be ornate, hand-
some, a symbol of much money. It
would suit the personality of its owner.

But to Seaton it held no beauty.

“She’s thinned out the grove, so it
cah be seen better from the road,” he
commented. “I'm glad | came, and saw
it. There's nothing of the old place
left to grieve for. That's a relief.”

They wandered toward the grove, and
a solitary workman, busy with his be-
lated lunch, hailed them. It was a half
holiday, and, save for him, they had
the place to themselves.

“Private property ye're trespassin’
on,” he maintained firmly.

“I'm Mr. Seaton,” Jerry told him.

He touched his hat, and moved off
with an apology. The pair struck him
as looking pretty shabby, and when he
glimpsed the runabout down the road
he was more puzzled than ever. Still,
he couldn’t say that the quiet-spoken
gentleman wasn't Mrs. Seaton's hus-
band

In the grove near the water's edge
they found a rustic seat that Jerry's
mother had had built before he was
born. He rehiembered playing on the

grass there, at her feet, when he was a
tiny child. And now, kneeling before
the girl he loved, he told her all that she
meant to him.

Jessica, who never wept, closed her
eyes against the tears that drenched her
lashes.

“Don't—don't!” she begged. “I'll
have that much more to remember. Ah,
Jerry, d'you think I can forget to-day?
It would almost be easier for us not
to have had it at all.”

Sunlight sparkled on the water before
them. Jerry laughed.

“It isn't to-day, dear heart, it's for-
ever.”

“1 won't take you!" she interposed
swiftly.  “You're hers—I've never
stolen what didn't belong to me.”

“I'm yours. 6ess doesn’'t love me—
never has. Our marriage was—a ro-
mantic accident. To-day, this morning,
we came openly to the parting of the
ways. It wasn't your fault, dear; the
mischief was done long ago.”

“Then-——-" Happiness flooded her.

“1'm asking you to marry me—a little
prematurely. As soon as Bess gets her
divorce. 1've no money, nothing but a
small practice and a shabby little house
in town, near the river, mortgaged to its
eaves— and myself— secondhand at that.
But I'm yours, Jessica.”

“And I'm poor and shabby half the
time and plain, beside the magnificent
Bess!” she cried.

“You're the most beautiful thing in
the world to me! Will you have me?"

She didn't have to say yes; she only
needed to smile at him, a smile of ex-
site tenderness, that told him poverty
itself was dear to her, as long as they
shared it together.

CHAPTER V.

Seaton came home that April night
to find that Bess had gone off for a
week at Atlantic City with Sue Merlin,
a handsome, fairly youthful divorcee
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whose companionship she enjoyed. The
butler gave him her brief message, and
told him that his mother had come, and
was in the library with Master Jock.

He went upstairs at once, and found
the old woman and the boy before a
small wood fire. Jock was sprawled
face down on a rare rug, his chin
propped in his hands, talking content-
edly of school and baseball. His grand-
mother, her devotion to his diminutive
self undisguised, listened as she busied
her thin, ivory-tinted hands with some
fancywork for a fair. There was be-
tween them the intensely intimate bond
that seems to exist between the very
young and the very old. Perhaps Bess
had sensed that, long ago, and had never
forgiven Jock for it.

“My sonT OId Mrs. Seaton wor-
shiped her only grandchild, but part of
that worship, at least, was because he
was a miniature Jerry

“It's good to find you here, Mother.”

Jerry touched her frail cheek with his
lips, realizing, for the first time he per-
mitted himself to realize it, that she
only came to the Avenue house to look
after Jock, when her daughter-in-law
made one of her sudden flights.

“Not gone to bed yet, old man?" he
asked, turning to Jock.

“Vacation time” interposed his
grandmother briskly. “Jerry, he's play-
ing baseball with the third-form boys.”

“I've a good bit of muscle, you see,”
Jock explained modestly, flexing his arm
for his father's benefit.

“1'll say you have!” agreed the man.
“This summer, Jock-

“Gee, it'll be great to get to the coun-
try,” his son burst out. *“1 hate this
house; it's the clutteredest place. When
are we going to Duxbury, Dad?”

He didn’t notice the shadow that came
upon his father's face, but his grand-
mother did.

“Your mother’s got a surprise for us
at Duxbury,” Jerry said. I went down
there to-day, and found out what it is.

She's had the old house torn down,
and a new one is going up. It's larger,
far handsomer than the other. White
stone of some sort— Italian design. 1t'll
be the show place of the town!”

The boy leaned back against his
knees and stared up at him under knit
brows.

“We won't like it as well,
Dad ?” he said, sober-eyed.

Old Mrs. Seaton, her hands arrested
in their delicate work, stared at her
son. She read the undercurrent of bit-
terness in his tone, and was horrified
at the news of the Duxbury house

“I'm afraid | can't be down there
this summer,” Seaton went on. “It
takes too long to commute. How does
the idea of a boy's camp strike you,
Jock ?"

“1'd rather be with you,” the boy de-
clared.

“we'll pick one close at hand, so I
can get there often for week-ends.”

“Your old granny can't be neglected.”

The child returned her loving look,
as he patted her black-silk knee.

“I'll come to you as soon as school
closes, until it's time to go to camp,”
he promised.

A clock chimed ten. Knowing it to
be his bedtime, the little fellow scram-
bled up.

“I’ll stop in on my way up,” said his

will we.

father. That was an old ritual between
them.

At last Jerry and his mother were
alone. She folded up her work, and
changed her seat, in order to sit be-
side him

“What is it, Jerry?”

“The end,” he said quietly. Her

hand, gently beating time upon his, still
had the power to comfort him by its
very touch.

“It isn't possible to go on like this,
Mother. | don’'t know whether you've
known it, but we've been apart for a
long time.”

“I've guessed.”
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“She doesn't love me, nor 1 her
There's nothing between us but Jock.
No spiritual link of any sort. Our
marriage was a mistake—she has ad-
mitted that, and separation is all that's
left to us. Complete separation.”

“When a poor man marries a rich
woman he's either her chattel, or a guest
in her house. And yet—my son, I don’t
believe in divorce. The prayer book
says, ‘till death do you part’”

“1 doubt if it means death of the
body,” he murmured. “And, Mother,
we're both young. Too young to give
up the thought of happiness in another
marriage.”

“1s it Percy Cummings?” she asked
swiftly, her mother's jealousy betrayed
by the red that crept into her cheeks.

Jerry didn't know, or care. His wife,
to whom attention was as necessary as
water and sunshine are to a plant, was
never without some devoted swain.
Cummings was but one of a procession
It was her beauty’s due; he had always
yielded the point after the first hurt it
dealt him, early in their married life.

“I'm thinking of myself, Mother.
There's a girl | found this winter--

“You love her?” It was a distressed
cry

“She means— utter joy to me.”

He told her of Jessica, painted her
so vividly', in her charm and loveliness,
that the old woman, who craved hap-
piness for her son, had to feel tenderly
toward the girl who held it out to him
so lavishly. But she could not but pro-
test at what, to her secluded world and
generation, was a sinful thing. Jerry
knew, though, that her stanchest be-
liefs were water when it came to pit-
ting them against his happiness.

“You'll love her, in spite of all this?"
he begged.

“1f she's dear to you-

He knew then that he could trust her
not only to be kind, but tender, wel-
coming, to the motherless girl And
he faced the future with a high heart.

He saw little of Jessica the week
that followed their premature betrothal,
for her father had a heart attack that
left him very ill for a few days, and
she never left him until he was up
and about again.

Dahlgren Paige was an old, petulant
invalid, who was no more selfish now
than he had been all his life, but in
spite of his selfishness, his petulance,
his unreasonable demands upon her, he
was as dear to Jessica as he had been
to every woman he had sacrificed to his
whims. And there had been many of
them: his sister, beautiful Nellie Dahl-
gren, who gave up all life of her own
to keep open house for her elder
brother; shadowy women, who could
not hold him long; Jessica’s mother,
whorri he had married late in life, and
whose youth had been offered up to his
demanding middle age— other women—
and, last of all, Jessica herself. Even
now, there was something about the
man that, when he was most irritable,
gave more than a hint of the charm
that was his best point. And when the
girl's nerves and temper were strained
to the breaking point, when it was all
she could do to come at his insistent
command, he would disarm her with
contrite tenderness, be winning and gal-
lant in a sudden rack of pain, call her
his pride, his happiness.

“Don't leave me, Jessical Where's
your hand— there, that's better. Poor
child, you're tired. Ah, how selfish we
are to the ones we love best. 1 love
you, Jess— you know it, don’t you, dear ?
1 want you to be safe, cared for, happy;
you've borne the bnint so long.”

She knew what he meant, and she
humored him like a child, even then.

“Arthur sent you a marvelous basket
of fruit, Father. Shall I bring it in?
He telephoned while you were asleep.
You'll have a dutiful son-in-law, me-
thinks.”

That always brought a contented
smile to his lips, sent him off in a peace-
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ful doze, while Jessica, a crumpled,
weary little figure after her nights of
nursing, huddled motionless in a chair
beside his bed, afraid to move or release
her hand from his, lest he waken

She could not tell him now, of course,
of Jerry, or even of her decision not
to marry Arthur Beale. Neither did
she seek release from the man who had
her promise, for she knew that when
she did tell him he would try to hold
her through her father. There would
be a scene, which Arthur was quite
capable of making, and old Mr. Paige
quite incapable of enduring in his weak-
ened condition.

It was a difficult time, and she often
longed for Jerry's tenderness and
strength.  But he could not come to
her. They had promised each other
that until he was free, really free, and
could be openly acknowledged as her
lover, they would be the merest friends.
It seemed a little more honorable. And
happiness like theirs could wait

She knew, of course, that Bess was
out of town, and counted the lagging
days until she should return. Would
she hate her, she wondered, for having
taken something she herself did not
want? Women like her were posses-
sive, predatory— and, ah, how her van-
ity would be hurt!

Jessica, in her room, peering at her-
self in the glass, marveled that such a
slight, pale thing, with nothing, really,
but remarkable eyes and smooth, pale
skin and, of course, the Dahlgren
shoulders, .could have made any man
turn from the positive beauty of Jerry's
wife. That would be bitter to Bess;
she might have found it more easy to
forgive her rival had she been ravish-
ingly beautiful. But to lose the man
she had loved, and married, twelve
years before, to that shadowy image in
the glass——— Jessica sighed, put away
the doubt that would creep in whenever
she contemplated the future, and went
to fix her father's broth. Jerry was hers.

Nothing in the world, she thought, could
tarnish the glamour of her life now.

And then, bored by the ocean city's
blatant diversions, and by the un-
adulterated society of Mrs. Merlin, who
was used to being amused herself, Bess
came home.

The Avenue house quickened its
tempo as soon as her wire was re-
ceived. Things began to assume a pol-
ished air, a glitter. Her favorite flowers
were set in low bowls here and there
through the handsome, crowded rooms.
When everything was ready, the cur-
tain rose upon the set designed for
her, and she arrived, in a flurry of
baggage and maids and hat boxes.

That night, after she and Jerry had
dined alone—his mother had left that
morning—he followed her into the
drawing-room, and faced her from the
vantage point of the mantel. She lay
back among the cushions of the mauve
davenport, feeling singularly pleased
with things in general. Her gown, she
knew, was all that it should be; a
length of black velvet, cunningly draped
about her in a supreme simplicity of
mode that made the most of her rare
beauty; long strands of jet emphasizing
the whiteness of her shoulders, the
smooth curve of her back. Percy Cum-
mings had urged her to wear black more
—he was rather a connoisseur of
women's clothes, she had discovered,
and to-night he was coming to take her
to somebody's musical. A semibo-
hemian affair, where there would be no
lifting of brows, or covert smiles, at
her appearing with him instead of her
husband.

It was nice to be home. Boston was
deadly— but she was somebody here, at
any rate. So many people had a lot
of money, nowadays; that was hardly
the important thing. But to have posi-
tion, a great name, and money, too— in
a word, to be Mrs. Jerold Nottingham
Seaton, that was something. And Jerry
was rather a dear, too. She supposed
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he was still sulking because of their
quarrel of a week ago. Well, it couldn’t
be helped. Readjustments had to come.
He might have read her thoughts, as
he watched her, for his first words were
startlingly allied with them

“A week ago, Bess, we concluded we
were happiest apart.”

“1f you choose to call it that.”
made a little gesture of dismay.
tiresome 1

He didn’t understand her evasion.

“Let's not equivocate. We both want
out freedom, Bess. It means as much
to me, now, as it does to you." Her
look of astonishment amused him a
little. “Perhaps more. Because, while
we've come to the end, I've found—a
new beginning.”

“ woman!”  She leaned forward,
her handsome eyes narrowing. He
heard something snap, and saw that it
was one of the carved sticks of her lace
fan. Then, with an effort, she leaned
back, eying him unemotionally.

“Go on. Who is it? Or perhaps I'm
not supposed to know that.”

He told her, sensing the tension be-
tween them

“Jessica Paige! You—you love her?"

“1do.” His low avowal carried n»ore
meaning than any impassioned protes-
tation he could have made,

“To think that | never guessed!” she
marveled aloud.

“There was nothing to guess until—
a week ago,” he said steadily. “We're
guilty of no clandestine intrigue, Bess.
I must have loved her all along, | sup-
pose, but until you told me that you
no longer loved me, that our ways must
lie apart, I didn't know it. If I had, it
would have made no difference. After
you released me— spoke of divorce— I
felt free to go to her. And at Dux-
bury——"

She interrupted him suddenly.

“So you've been there. You're furi-
ous, of course. Well, I couldn't stand
that shabby frame shack another sea-
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son. And as long as I'm paying for

“Let’s not talk about that; it
worth it,” he declared
truth, 1I'd forgotten it.”

She was exquisitely made up, but
sudden color crept into her cheeks, be-
neath the delicate enamel. So all he
could think of was that Paige girl!

“You mention my speaking of a di-
vorce, Jerry. You're mistaken. I've
never dreamed of such a thing, let alone
mentioned it.”

He stared at her; her languid voice
was threaded with ice.

“You're thinking of marrying her—
a trifle prematurely, since you have mis-
taken my suggestion that we continue
our ways apart for a demand for a di-
vorce. | won't be divorced, and | won't
divorce you! She's welcome to you,
but your name belongs to me.”

He was bewildered, incredulous.

“You mean you'd keep me bound, not
loving me yourself, to punish me?

“What nonsense!” She was listening
for the doorbell, and Cummings.
“Please, Jerry, let's not brawl about it.
Percy Cummings will be here any min-
ute.” The look on his face amused her.
“You thought I was in love with him,
perhaps; that,1 wanted to marry him?
I like him enormously, but he's -nobody.
A rich Westerner of no position what-
soever. | have money myself, and |
have— your name!”

She stood up, her breast rising and
falling under her superb pearls.

“1 won't give up to her the thing
that means everything to me here—
your name! Money doesn’t mean much
nowadays, but the other thing—your
kind of thing—does. You've had the
benefit of all 1've had. I shall keep
the only thing you had to give me. |
won't be thrust out, while Jessica takes
my place. | won't divorce you!”

She was' telling him that she had
bought his name as she had bought

isn't
“To tell you the
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everything else in this overfull
that she meant to keep it.

“You'd ruin my life, and hers?” He
was aghast

Just then the bell rang; she gathered
up the armful of fur and chiffon that
was her wrap, touched her hair.

“You're  impossibly  sentimental,
Jerry.”

She stood there a moment, with the
light from a crystal-hung chandelier
shining down upon her, and Cummings,
ardent-eyed, extravagant, bowed low
over her hand. Seaton, watching them,
wondered if the other man saw her as
he did. Beautiful, as gleamingly beau-
tiful as a precious metal, and as hard.

Then, laughing, with a lightly flung
phrase and a careless “Good night,”
they left together.

Seaton brushed his hand across his
eyes feeling that his world had collapsed
about his ears. With the step of an
old man. or a prisoner, whose fetters
weigh heavily upon him, he went up-
stairs.

He always stopped at Jock’s door, and
he did so now. His son, very small
in the white vastness of the bed, sat up
and called to him

“Not asleep yet? Thirsty?”

“Just not sleepy.” The boy settled
down contentedly as his father seated

house;

himself on the edge of the bed. “1 say,
Dad. 'Member all the stories you used
to tell me when | was little? You

couldn’t think of any right now, | sup-

pose? I've counted sheep so long-———"

“A story.” Jerry stared out into the
big room, dimly lighted by the blue
glare of a street light outside. “I can
only think of one, sonny.”

“Tell it”

Haltingly Seaton began.

“Once— there was a king, called

Midas, who loved gold more than any-
thing else in the world. His coffers
were full, his palace a treasure house,
but he wanted more. And one day
he befriended one of the gods who had

come down from Olympus in human
guise. In return the god promised to
grant any wish of his—and Midas asked
that everything he "touched might be
turned to the metal he loved. Then he
stooped", picked up a handful of sand,
and the grains that trickled through his
fingers gleamed golden. He hastened
back to his palace, and when he mounted
to his throne, it put his shining crown
to shame. He was indeed the richest
of men. Even the food from the royal
table turned to metal when it reached
his lips; water itself was denied him.
And when he was famished, athirst,
cursing his cupidity, his beautiful little
daughter ran in, and before he could
stop her, flung herself into his arms—
no longer a living child, but a golden
image. A golden image-——"

His voice, that was bleak with despair
as he told the old legend, died away.
There the story ended, for him. And
to Jock, the ending didn't matter, for
he had fallen asleep, his small profile
tucked into the pillow, his breathing
rhythmical, soft

CHAPTER VI

Jessica had to be told; her happiness,
which increased each day, destroyed.
That radiance of hers marked her, a
day later, in the obscure hotel lounge
where she awaited Jerry, and he, about
to quench it, came forward with anguish
in his soul

She couldn't believe what he had to
tell her for a long time. She was
piteously uncomprehending. But when
she returned to the dreary flat, to find
her father much better, and sitting up
in a silk dressing gown, she realized
what their parting would mean. He
couldn't even be her friend, now. She
wouldn't fly to the telephone, half ex-
pecting it was he, whenever it rang;
they would share no more impromptu
pleasures; walks on the esplanade, con-
certs now and then, afternoon browses
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in enchanting old bookshops— casual
things, all, but so dear to her. If she
could have kept the husk of friendship
she thought she could have borne it.
But he had said:

“It must be all or nothing, dearest.
Don't tempt me. I've thought of noth-
ing but an obscure Italian town—a sun-
drenched villa on a hill, with a walled-in
garden where fruit trees come to early

bloom—and the two of us there, like
lovers in an old tale.”
“1t wouldn't be wrong” The glam-

our of it had captured her, while his
hand, warm and tender, covered hers.

“Yes, wronging you. There’s no com-
promise of a woman’s honor. 1 love you
too much, Jessica, to turn our love to
clandestine guilt. And then, dear—
there's your father.

She had shut out the vision, and come
home to the invalid. And he, whose
old eyes were shrewd, knew something
was very wrong. Dahlgren Paige loved
her. But when, clinging pitifully to the
consolation his tenderness held out, she
told him everything, he could only com-
fort her as age can comfort youth—
with the assurance that all things are
forgotten, soon enough

“1 don't want to forget him; | want
to have him!”

“Not by stealth, or by smashing all
the rules. You won't keep him, that
way.” The old worldling stroked the
girl’s hair. “And, Jessica, you bear an
honorable name. Don’t sully it. my
child.”

None of this touched her. But when
he spoke of his heartbreak, of her troth
to his friend, whose flowers filled the
room, whose wine and fruit stood at
his right hand, he made the plea she
knew she could not withstand.  She
couldn’t deny a sick old man the luxury
that might prolong his life, the ease
of mind that his overstrained heart re-
quired. Once more, Dahlgren Paige
had won.

“As Beale's wife, you can bury the

past so' easily,” her father mused.
“You'll have a full life, many interests
— children, perhaps.”

Not that, she prayed. But presently,
worn out with tears, careless of every-
thing but her loss, she promised to erase
the week that lay behind her, and go on
with her marriage to Beale, if, know-

ing she loved another man, he still
wanted her.

He did. At forty-five, a man much in
love will accept most provisional
clauses. He even offered to wait, if
August loomed too near. That was

clever of him, but then, Beale wasn't
the fool he often appeared. And Jessica,
touched by his consideration, ready to
snatch at anything that would take her
from the debacle of her shattered para-
dise, told him no. What was there to
wait for? She had written Jerry, tell-
ing him she must not see him again.
That was over.

The weeks sped by, and summer de-

scended upon the city. A hot, dusty
season.
And at Duxbury, where ocean

breezes tempered the heat, Mrs. Jerold
Seaton held open house.

Sue Merlin smiled when people in-
quired politely for Jerry—who had
taken a cheap flat in town, while his
mother summered in New Hampshire,
close to Jock's camp. Very soon they
ceased to inquire, for his. not coming
down over week-ends was obvious
enough. Not that it mattered much, one
way or the other. Bess was a priceless
hostess— she was indolent enough to let
people alone—and her new house was
always full. There was a yacht club
dose at hand, and that summer the town

boasted an influx of fairly agreeable
people.

All in all, it was a gay season. In
June, Percy Cummings took a place

across the bay, not far from Plymouth,
and entertained royally himself, when
he wasn't making more money out of
his syndicated mining interests.
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It was he who gave the ball of the
season—in honor of Bess, whose birth-
day came early in August. That ball
was a symbol of everything he wanted
,to give her; She knew it, of course,
and of the pavilion that was being built,
of the decorations, lavish enough for a
Petit Trianon. It rather amused her,
and she went to some trouble to select
a gown for the occasion If he were
going to offer her all that, she would
come in splendor that would overcast
his.

But she didn't, after all. For the
morning of the ball, while she was
being hooked into her gown, a cloth-of-
gold affair, which had just come, a big
black car rolled up the driveway and
she saw her father's thick-set person
descend from it. She had thought he
was in Chicago, but her pleasure dimmed
her surprise. She hurried down to meet
him, without stopping to take off the
brocaded gown.

She found him in the silk-hung draw-
ing-room, his hands clasped behind hitn,
feet wide apart. On his square, low-
browed face glimmered a grim smile.
A smile Bess had seen many times be-
fore; whenever she had outdone the-
rest of her moneyed Chicago set in a
fabulous entertainment, or a string of
pearls; when, in white satin and point,
she had passed up the aisle of St. Bar-
tholomew's, on her new husband's arm,
with all the world rustling in its pew
for a glimpse of her. He had always
paid high for the best, had Myron Mar-
shall, but he enjoyed his purchases.

“Nice place you have here,” he con-
ceded, after a man had taken his bags
upstairs and the flurry of arrival was
bfrer. It should be!”

He grimaced. She hadn't spared any
expense on it, but then, he had always
given her carte blanche

“It is handsome, isn't it?”

She settled down beside fiim on a

sofa, tucking her hand in his. She cared
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for her father; he stood for all the
things she cared for most.

“You've come at the right moment,
Father. Percy Cummings is giving me
a dinner dance to-night at his place
across the bay. The nicest party of
the season, by far, in honor of my
birthday. You'd better give me some
money, by the way— my balance is go-
ing to be shockingly low this month.”

Marshall, whose bulky shoulders
never looked quite right under any tail-
oring, pinched off the end of a Havana.

“Percy Cummings,” he ruminated,
“Cummings, of Princess Copper Con-
solidated, eh? That's a funny thing.
Know him well?”

“Very well” A complacent smile
touched her lips as she played with her
bracelets.

He chewed savagely on his cigar for
a moment, then tossed it away.

“No use waiting till after lunch to
tell you why 1'm here, is there, Bess?”
She shook her head, the little smile still
lingering upon her lips. “1 thought not.
Well—1'm in a hole. A bad hole, that's
been swallowing up more real money
than | like to think about.”

He glowered up at a marble Eve,
while Bess’ hands tightened on the
sofa’s edge. Was he going to cut her
allowance? She couldn't, simply
couldn’t, manage on less!

“In fact, if it wasn't for my infernal
luck that's held so far, 1'd think the
golden touch had come to an end.”

She knew her father too well to take
lightly what he said. And, because she
was his daughter, she didn't betray the
sickening fear that crowded in upon
her.

“Don’t be technical,” she begged
“I'm a fool about money, you know
—1 just know how to spend it. But
tell me, in terms I'll understand.”

“It's easy enough. You know how
I've made my pile, Bess. Sunk it all
in something that | felt sure was good;
doubled it; took another chance. That's
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what | did three years ago, when I
bought up the old Lorraine.”

He was speaking of the mining prop-
erty that, as far as Bess and most people
knew, had proved his EI Dorado. As
he talked on, he sketched, on the back
of an envelope, a rough map of the
northwest region.

“The copper’s there, you understand.
No question of that. But | can't get
hold of this mountain here, adjoining

the Lorraine. It's my outlet, and I've
got to get it—or be wiped out.”
“And they've put up their shares

sky-high 2"

“Worse than that; they won't sell at
all. They've almost got me, Bess. If
I can’t get hold of enough of that prop-
erty to swing me, the Princess people
can force me to sell—at their price.
And they'll do it."

“The Princess? Why,
mings is behind that!”

Her father grunted.

“I'm well aware of it
I'm here, my girl.”

She leaned forward,
her sequin-studded gown,
light that flooded the room. It
burnished her tawny hair, her eyes;
made her warm, fair skin seem tinged
with gold.

“1 can make him sell to you!”

voice was vibrant. “He'll do
me.”
“1 don't do business that way!” her
father barked. So the fellow was in
love with her. Nice thing, to be hang-
ing around another man’s wife

“You don't understand.” She got
up, rested her hands on her father's
shoulders, and smiled down at him.
“He wants to marry me. I've laughed
at him until now— but he'd hardly want
to ruin his father-in-law, you know.”

“You happen to be Jerry Seaton's

Percy Cum-

That's why

set ablaze, in
by the sun-

Her
it for

wife,” said Marshall slowly. “1 don't
understand.”
He did, before long. And, for the

moment, he felt as though his child
were a stranger. Unreachable.

“I'm sorry about this, Bess. Jerry's
a fine chap' and— there’s more than
money in the world.”

Strange words, to be coming from
him

“Is there?” Bess glanced about the
white-and-green room which was beau-
tiful, in spite of its ornateness; Jessica
couldn't have created an unlovely thing.
If she should lose all this! “You never
taught me what it was.”

That night, when she and her father
rolled up the drive to the barnlike place
that, in a brief space, money had turned
to a fairyland of colored lights and
sylvan nooks, she knew that nothing but
money mattered to her. Money—and
the things it could buy!

And she let Cummings, who was al-
ways a little too well-groomed in eve-
ning things, just as her father strayed
to the other extreme, pay her ex-
travagant attention before all the oth-
ers and break in upon her flirtation
with her dinner partner. And when
Dolly Varens, a popular debutante of
the summer colony, cast wide blue eyes
upon him, and maneuvered him into a
veranda tete-a-tete before the dancing
began, she made manifest her prior
claims.

At sight of her father, he guessed,
of course, what it all meant. After
a smoke with the older man on the
lantern-hung terrace, he knew. And
later, under a flowering shrub at the
foot of the garden, he risked what he
had never dared before, a sudden em-
brace, a long draft of her red lips.

“I love you, Bess!” he whispered
hoarsely.  His passion was genuine
enough. The woman, who had not re-

pulsed him, stirred in his arms.
“Enough to let the Lorraine go?”
She looked at him beneath her lashes,
thankful for the wind, presaging storm,
that kept most of the guests near the
pavilion, or in the house. If some one
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should come upon them! Yet she
didn't dare lose the opportunity.

“Would you get your freedom,
marry me?”

She tried to evade.

“You're hurting my arm—1 might.

Wouldn't that repay you?"

He released her violently. Something
in her narrowed eyes, the caution of
her mouth, or perhaps simply his own
knowledge of her, made him distrust
her.

“For the loss of the Lorraine?
Jove, but you're cold-blooded. I'm
damned if I'll bargain for you." He
was no longer suave or sleek. But
something in his unmasked brutality,
something primal, greedy, predacious,
struck a thrill through the woman, who,
after all, was the daughter of such a
man.

“I'll take it, and then— I'll take you.
Much you'd care for your word once
your future was assured! Money's

what you want—money!” He caught
up a fold of her golden gown, and a
shower of sequins fell at her feet.
“You're a wife and mother, Bess, but
you're scarcely a woman. What are you
besides white flesh and yellow hair?”

“He called me a golden idol- "
She swayed toward him, sure of her
power.

“That I'm through worshiping!”
His hand released her gown, gripped
her shoulder. “1 mean it. In a week,
Bess, your father will have touched bot-
tom. And you—you'll be dreading the
ring of the doorbell, for, when his fail-
ure is known, every creditor you have
will swoop down on you like so many
birds of prey.”

“You beast!” she cried above the ris-
ing wind, which, rain-laden, eddied
about them.

“And then, you'll come to me. Oh,
yes, you will." He laughed, his mastery
surging through him like wine. “I'll
be magnanimous; you can send for me
instead!”

“Never!” she stormed, wrenching
herself away.
“One word will bring me,” he

promised, “if the word is ‘come.

Waltz music from the pavilion was
drowned by a peal of thunder; great
drops of rain splashed the two in the
garden, and Bess, in flight across a
flower bed, was overtaken by a breath-
less youth with a wrap over his arm.
She was seething with rage; the sort
of rage she had not felt since she had
been a tiny child, and had screamed and
fought for what she wanted—and usu-
ally got. She wanted to strike the
young fellow's hand from her arm,
loose a volley of oaths at him, leave him
gaping after her. But she was still
Mrs. Jerold Seaton. Heaven knew she'd
better cling to what she still had. So
she merely presented her bare, wet
shoulders to the cape he had brought
her, let him hurry her up to the house,
where the gay company huddled, wait-
ing for the storm to pass.

And not far down the coast, just be-
yond quaint Plymouth, where the storm
broke with the greatest intensity, two
people in a small motor boat struggled
against a dying engine and a sea that
threatened to overwhelm them.

The day had been breathless in town,
oppressive with midsummer's sultry
heat. Jessica had left the office early,
meaning to stop at one of the big shops
downtown to get some sheer stuff for a
dinner dress. She was to be married in
two weeks, and only now was she be-
ginning to acquire a slender ‘trousseau.
But she had never reached the Tremont
Street store, for a hand touched her
arm, a voice that thrilled her called her
name. The crowd had swept by them,
a hot and languid tide; but she and
Jerry lingered in a. doorway. And hav-
ing seen him, having touched his hand,
and heard his dear voice, she could not
pass on without granting him one more
hour. He wouldn't take her to the
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shabby little flat he had in town; and
a tea table was but a poor attempt at
privacy. So they caught the afternoon
boat to Plymouth, which, on a weekday,
wasn't crowded, and took the harbor
sail.

They had had dinner at a cool little
inn, close to the water, and afterward,
before the boat started back to town,
there had been time to engage a small
motor boat for an hour's sail by them-
selves. And now, having gone farther
out than they realized, they found them-
selves in a bad way.

Seaton, drenched to the skin, battled
desperately with a motor he did not
understand. Something was wrong,
very wrong, he knew. Every moment
a wet mountain threatened to annihilate
the little craft; the rain came down in

torrents, and lightning, which is a
gruesome thing upon the water, split
the blackness now and then. And be-

hind him, her thin frock plastered to
her, her head flung back to the storm,
knelt Jessica. She didn't seem to sense
the peril. Or perhaps she didn't care.

“You aren't afraid, darling?” he
shouted above the wet tumult.

Lightning glanced down,
her gallant smile.

“l had an old Irish nurse who told
me it was heaven's glory shining
through the storm—and if it struck one
dead, it was only the dazzling beauty
of it, which was too much for mortal
eyes.”

Her words sounded clearly in the
sudden hush that came just then. And
then, as he reached her, clasped her in
his arms, there was a flash of forked
fire that seemed to play about them,
a peal of thunder that was like the
crack of doom, a hurtling monster of
a wave that was the last thing either
of them saw. He lifted her high and
plunged, just as the boat was over-
whelmed

“Put your hand on my shoulder, dear
—we can't be far from shore,” he en-

revealing

couraged her as they breasted the foam-
ing water. She gasped assent, but said
no more, for an oar shot out from
the sinking boat, striking her squarely
on the temple, and she would have slid
out of his grasp, had his hand not
fastened in her hair.

The violence of the storm was
abating, else he would never have been
able to swim as far as he did, with
the unconscious girl weighing him
down. He had a general idea of the
coast; knew it was possible, with the
aid of the oar that had struck Jessica,
to keep strength enough to make the
shore. It seemed hours before his feet
touched bottom, but, miraculously, they
did at last, and he staggered up a
strange, dark beach. Heaven alone
knew where they were! Well north of
Plymouth, at any rate. But he wasn't
cursing their lucklessness as he laid the
girl down on wet sand, and felt her
pulse. She'd be coming to in a few
minutes, and the rain was letting up
And more than that, a flash of lightning
showed him a single shelter upon the
stretch of beach and cliffs. There was
nothing for it but to stay there until
morning.

Jessica moaned a little, then opened
her eyes.

“You're doubtless wondering where
the blinding beauties of heaven are,” he
observed, not daring, in the relief that
flooded his soul, to be anything but
flippant. “An oar hit you, knocked you
out pro tern. How do you feel 2

she grimaced.

“Where are we, Jerry?”

“Some forlornly unfashionable beach,
I take it Or it may be private prop-
erty. However, there's a shack of a bath-
house behind you that offers shelter.”

“The boat's gone?” Her voice
quavered

“And you're in no shape to tramp a
few miles. I'm horribly sorry, dear,
but we're stranded here for the night.
| wouldn't have this happen-——
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His voice, his hand, clasping hers, told
her how sorry he was.

“It doesn't matter,” she told him,
"wringing out her heavy hair. “1 tele-
phoned Father before we left town. |
don’t think he'll worry. And a fig for
the rest of them, Jerry!”

They explored the bathhouse, and he
arranged a makeshift bed for her on
the floor out of beach cushions and a
man’'s woolly bath robe. It all struck
them as being extravagantly unreal.
Here they were, two people as near
to each other as two separate souls
could be; they had met peril, death it-
self, in each other's arms, and, because
of certain conventions, they were awk-
ward, ill at ease, because they were
stranded here for a few dark hours
And in the morning, they'd get back
to those conventions; he to his offices,
and his lonely life in a flat, she to the
man she was about to marry, who was
a stranger to her.

Before he left her, to seek sleep out-
side—it had stopped raining, and the
clouds parted fleecily— he took her once
more in his arms.

“1I'll give you nothing to regret, dear
heart.”

Their lips met, and he went out and
shut the door.

The night seeped very long, its dis-
comfort interminable. But it wasn't her
aching head or the hard floor that dis-
missed sleep from the girl huddled in
the patch of pale light that came in
from the window. It was one phrase,
beating upon her memory like the sound
of slow rain, the rune of tears. Noth-
ing to regret? Nothing, indeed. It was
hardly a satisfaction

CHAPTER VII

The ball lasted late, after the inter-
ruption of the storm, and it was dawn
before Cummings saw the last guest
off, and dropped into a chair in the
library after a pick-me-up of absinth

He knew he should go upstairs for a
few hours' sleep before driving into
town. But he was too restless to sleep.
A woman’s limp glove lay on the table;
empty champagne glasses, confetti, dis-
order marked the lower floor of the
house as a scene of late revelry. Noth-
ing is more depressing than the gray
of dawn creeping in upon the wreckage
of pleasure. Carnival demands colored
lights, drawn curtains. It flees before
pale morning mists.

He suddenly picked up the crumpled
glove. The strong, sweet scent that
Bess affected assailed his nostrils, con-
juring up her golden vision. Knowing
her for the insensate creature she was—
selfish, predatory, caring for nothing on
earth but the costly substance of life,
why should he be under her thrall?
As a wife she was a statue, as a mother
—he was sorry for the nice little chap
he had run across now and then. Only
as a yellow-haired, white-skinned
woman with slumberous eyes and a
mouth made to be kissed, was she worth
the taking.

Yet he was going to take her.

He walked over to one of the east
windows. Beneath the cliffs the sea
lay opalescent, a mirror of the pinkish
dawn. All night the sense of power
had been his; why should daybreak
make all things seem futile? *

In a few hours he would be in his
State Street offices, the tape ticking
out in his hands. His brokers would
have their instructions, and the Princess
Syndicate would be closing in upon the
most valuable piece of miping property
they could hope to hold. By the fluke
of an underground river; by his bril-
liantly foresighted buying up of all the
seemingly worthless land adjoining the
once valuable Lorraine, he was in the
position to dictate not only his terms,
but Marshall's.

And Marshall, in the terms of wealth,
would be a ruined man. Oh, he'd have
something left; a solid enough founda-
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tion to build another fortune upon, in
the course of time. And he'd do it;
he had a magic turn for finance, shown
by all his coups up to now. But he
wouldn't have enough left to keep Bess
from discontent. She couldn’t endure a
shabby life. To give over her elaborate
town house to auctioneers and part with
her dearest possessions would be anguish
to her; to sell her pearls—pearls that
had graced the neck of a queen—the
depth of degradation.

She would have to go back to Jerry,
and live on the pittance that was his.
But, he remembered, she and Jerry had
reached the end; she wouldn't go back
to him. Her friend Mrs. Merlin had
hinted languidly at some girl Bess had
made use of.

The debacle would come. Like a cor-
nered animal, Bess would fight fiercely
to keep what she could. And then,
when the foundations of her life were
crumbling about her, when she had wept
and stormed at the inevitable, she'd turn
to him, remembering his promise: “One
word will bring me—if the word is
‘come.’ "

His pulses should have quickened,
but they didn't He strove to exult,
to feel the victor, but instead, he was
conscious only of the oppression of the
disordered room. The rosy east was
underlaid with gold; the exquisite
silence of early morning called to him.
He stepped out through the French win-
dow upon the terrace, and sauntered
down the garden path.

Last night's storm had done consider-
able damage The flower beds lay
crushed, rain-swept. A square of
petunias, stalks broken, blossoms ragged
and muddied, spread their ruined purple
at his feet. Then he smiled involun-
tarily; in the midst of the tangled bed,
the deep-sunk marks of a woman's
French heels were visible. It was Bess
who had fled that way, careless of
trampled bloom. Something besides
rain and dew glittered in the grass; he
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bent down, picked up a strand of
sequins, gold-colored, but tarnished
now. The paillettes from her gown!
They brought him a quick vision of
her as he had held her in his arms, her
bright head flung back, her mouth, made
for kisses, his for the taking She
was his, and he wanted her.

His desire elated him, roused him to
enthusiasm for the day. Under its
rumpled dinner shirt his big chest ex-
panded with the long breaths he drew.
He'd need no bracing, now, for the
morning’s work in town. Just a dip in
the water beneath the cliffs; calm, early-
morning water, ruffled by the breeze,
shot with sunlight. Better than sleep!

He swung down the twisting path that
led to the cliff, and its flight of wooden
steps. Farther down the beach, which
was private, was a bathhouse. He was
sure some sort of bathing things had
been left there.

At the foot of the steps he paused,
skipping pebbles into the water.

He didn't want to wait for the woman
he loved. He wanted to pick her up,
carry her off, like some primal lover.
He wondered how long divorce proceed-
ings would take. Bess wouldn't hold
off long, once her father lost the fight
that was already almost finished. 1t was
possible, of course, that her husband
might not acquiesce to the divorce.
Cummings grimaced. There might be
nothing in Sue Merlin's gossip— Seaton
was a queer chap.

He opened the door of the bathhouse;
stopped short on the threshold.

A girl in a crumpled, damp frock,
badly torn, lay in a huddle on the floor,
her face shadowed by her loosened,
bronze-brown hair and one limp arm

His first thought was that a dead
woman lay at his feet, but he knelt and
saw that she was only asleep. His ex-
clamation aroused her; she stirred,
opened her eyes, raised herself with a
gasp of dismay, and he recognized Jes-
sica Paige.
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“What on earth are you doing here
he asked in excusable surprise. =

There wasn't much to explain, and
the girl, in turn.~narveled at his pres-
ence.

“I've taken a place down here for the
summer.” So this girl, whom he re-
membered meeting once or twice at
Bess' house, was Jerry's inamoratal A
handsome creature, even under these
circumstances.  Almost any woman
would have looked like a half-drowned
rat, after such a night.

“My house sets pretty well up, above
the bluffs. 1 don't think you can see
it from this strip of beach. I'm sorry
I couldn't have offered you its hospital-
ity. But won't you come up now and
have coffee, and let me send you back

to town in a machine? Both of you
must be famished.”
What a contretemps! Jessica, real-

izing the man was Bess Seaton's friend,
wondered what lay behind his enigmatic
smile. She was spared the necessity
of answering him by Jerry’s appearance
He had been reconnoitering, and had
discovered the cliff steps, and the house
beyond them.

“That's awful nice of you, Cum-
mings,” he said at last. “1 wouldn't
impose upon you if it could be helped.
But Heaven knows what the trains are
down here—and Miss Paige must get
back to town at once.”

Jerry had never cared for Cum-
mings; something about the man re-
pelled him, and he was the last person
he wanted to run up against in this
particular situation He might talk
And if he did—Jessica, who looked
then like a lovely child, with her hair
streaming about her shoulders, would
bear the brunt of shame as well as
everything else she had to bear. He
could, not openly bind Cummings to

secrecy; he could only rely upon the
man's chivalry. And that he wasn't
sure of.

However, there was nothing to do but

go up to his house, be served with hot
coffee by the slant-eyed Japanese valet,
and thankfully step into the high-pow-
ered touring car that Cummings put at
their disposal.

It seemed a long ride to both of them,
and, at the same time, all too short.
For this, they knew, was the end. And
because of the chauffeur, erect in his
dark livery, in front of them, they could
speak only of casual things, as they
clasped each other's hands beneath the
robe. But when they neared her home
they cast caution aside, and spoke, in
undertones, of the thing that lay upper-
most in their hearts.

“1 sha'n't try to see you again, dear.”

" “We mustn't”  Her small hand
tightened convulsively in his. *It would
only mean—futile pain.  And it

wouldn’'t be fair to Arthur.”

“Your husband,” murmured the man.
His profile, marked with lines of pain,
expressed in its drawn immobility what
the phrase meant to him. “We've done
him no wrong, Jessica. You've nothing
to reproach yourself with— remember
that, dear.”

“There's a good deal
Jerry.”

The car was purring along a familiar
street. In a minute or two it would
come to a stop before her door; she
would leave Jerry, with a smiling good-
by and a breaking heart. Last night, in
the grasp of the storm, close to death
as they had been, she had not been con-
scious of fear. Jerry had held her
against *his heart, and to die with him
would not have been a fearsome thing.
But to contemplate life without him—
that was different.

“Last night was ours! They can't
take that away from us. As long as we
live, we'll share that rtTuch. | wouldn't
forget you, now, if I could,” she told
him. Rather the sweet bitterness of
grieving for him always, than the re-
linquishment of the happiest days she
had ever known.

to remember,
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The car stopped; a gray arm shot
out and opened the door for her.

“I'll go in with you, and explain to
your father.”

“No!” It was a sharp command; she
had seen a face she knew peering
through the sheer curtain of the lower
window, and she forbade Seaton to en-
ter with her.

“Good-by, beloved!” he murmured,
but she scarcely heard the words.

He took both her hands, held them
a moment, then let her go. And then,
through a mist of tears, she saw the
hall door open to admit her.

Beale faced her, with the look of a
man who had not slept for nights upon
his thin, middle-aged face. His myopic
eyes, red-rimmed, betraying his tension,
swept her accusingly. She passed him
without a word, sped into the living
room, where her father paced up and
down, hollow-eyed, gray.

She flung herself into his arms.

“Were you frightened, dear? Oh,
Father, I'm so sorry! You haven't been
up all night!”

She pressed him into a chair,
dropped to her knees beside him.

“The storm was very severe—a great
many people were killed,” he told her,
his trembling hands drawing her to
him “Where have you been, child?”

He touched her damp, disheveled
carelessly  knotted,

and

“With whom?" snarled the man she
was about to marry.

“In the Atlantic!” she laughed shak-
ily. At Beale's question she flung up
her head

“1 met Mr. Seaton on the street—
before | telephoned you, Father. It was
so hot that he suggested sailing down
to Plymouth, and having dinner there.”

Quietly, she told of their mishap in
the motor boat, and the ensuing events.
Her father uttered a little moan of re-
lief.

s that the tale he'll tell his wife?”
3—Ains.

inquired Beale, thrusting a chair out of
his way, standing over the girl in a fury
of accusation.

She sprang to her feet, as people do
in moments of open hostility. He faced

her; small, mean, venomous in his
wrath But he was suffering all the
torments of injured pride, bitter jeal-

ousy. She tried to remember that.

“1 understand quite well what I'm
saying; I'm saying that | don't believe
your absurd story. No sane person
would! Don't try to tell me any fool
wouldn't be able to find a house in a
thickly settled part of the South Shore
—if he wanted to find it!"

Her voice sounded far-away, patient,
to her ears.

“1 was dizzy, and ill, Arthur, from
the blow, and the salt water. We were
glad to take the first shelter we came
to.”

“And, by mere chance, the man hap-
pened to be an old lover of yours!”

Old Dahlgren Paige rose from his
chair, the blood beating like drums in
his ears. He wanted to kick this whelp
from his house, thrash him to an
apologetic pulp—and he could scarcely
speak. His limbs seemed turned to
water and his heart, whose pounding
he was trying to quiet with one palsied
hand, threatened to strangle him

“Are you implying, sir, that my
daughter has done anything to be
ashamed of?”

“She doesn’t seem to be ashamed of
it

It is hard to be a gentleman when one
is small, and hysterical, and middle-
aged, and in fevered fear of having
been duped by youth. Beale seemed to
find it impossible.

Dahlgren Paige, who was mumbling
to himself that he must be calm, calm,
and conquer this excitement, controlled
himself with an effort that was de-
vastating, hushed Jessica gently. He
was old and sick, but he was still able
to stand between her and this accusing
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puppy, and demand a gentleman’s satis-
faction.

“First, sir, I must correct your mis-
apprehension.  If my daughter chose
to snap her fingers at conventions, to go
to the man she cared for—and you are
not that man, thank God!—she'd do it

openly. Not under cover of storm and
deceit. That is the way a lady plays
the fool. My daughter has not done
that thing. She does not lie, and she
does not cheat. You stand corrected on
that point.

“And now—I'll have an apology, a
retraction, if you please, before you
leave this house for good. That you,
the man whose privilege it should be

to shield her from calumny and insult,
should offer her calumny—and insult
is——" His voice sank to a whisper,
but his thin hands sought his daughter’
took from her finger the emerald Beale
had put there. “Take this, sir; and get
out! But, before you go, apologize!”

“For having been made a fool of!"
wheezed the little man. His hysterical
laughter cackled out, and Paige took a
step toward him

“You whelp

Jessica sprang forward with a cry as
he raised his ~quivering hand to strike
the younger man. But the blow was
never struck; Paige, a startled look fix-
ing his features in a sort of mask, foam
flecking his purple lips, clawed at the

air.  Then he crumpled up between
them like a bundle of old clothes, and
lay still.

“A doctor!” begged Jessica fran-

tically, her father's gray head lolling in
her lap. “And now that you've killed
him, go!”

Life still flickered when the doctor
came, but that was all. They got him
to bed, where he lay like an elderly doll.
The nearest to consciousness he came
was when he felt for Jessica’s hand,
blindly, knowing it would be there, and,
having found it, smiled, if the flicker

that passed over his twitching features
could be called a smile.

For two days he lay there, and then,
late one night, he seemed to rally. He
spoke, for the first time. The word
was “Jessica.” She was beside him, and,
because a troubled look darkened his
face, she cradled him in her arms, as if
he were a child, afraid in the dark. He
seemed to fear what lurked in the shad-
ows of the lamplit room; yet he faced

them with a grave regard. The twitch-
ing muscles grew still; he seemed to
pull himself together for some im-

portant happening. To reassure the
girl, he smiled. And in this way, as
debonairly as he had lived, he died.

CHAPTER VIIIL.

After her father’s death, the attend-
ant the doctor had sent in stayed, for
Jessica would not have eaten or slept
if she had been left alone. She went
about in a daze, or rather, sat most of
the time in a low sewing chair in her
own small dark room, gazing out at the
brick wall across the way.

Miss Sullivan, a sweet, apple-cheeked
Irishwoman, found her docile enough;
but she had to be told to eat, to take
a walk, to go to bed. After the funeral,
a simple, brief service held in the front
room, with the merest handful of peo-
ple present, the girl's vitality seemed to
snap, and this lethargy took its place.
There was nothing more to be done,
Jessica realized dimly. Why not sit,
and look at a brick wall? When you
looked long enough, all sorts of fan-
tastic designs could be evolved from the
red mosaic. And, in the back room, if
people came, she wouldn't have to see
them.

She had not wept once. There was
simply a frightful oppression upon her,
a weight like lead where her heart had
been. And. the days seemed hideously
long, though she scarcely kept track of
them. Meals broke them up somewhat,
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and occasionally it was time to go to
bed. But what was really terrible was
looking forward to more days like these.

Once the landlord came, and she gave
him most of the money that remained
in her purse. A few days later, a
stranger called, and Miss Sullivan
pushed her gently into the little parlor

The stranger was a slender, white-
haired woman who had arrived in a
shabby,victoria, and had observed every-
thing about the house, inside and out,
as if the Paige flat were of the utmost
importance to her. While she waited
for the girl to appear she wandered
about the room, scanning the books that
lined one wall, the few photographs on
the mantel above the gas log, the tea
table, with its spode cups

She was standing by the window
when a hesitating footstep sounded, and
she turned to see a slim creature in
nunlike black, just relieved by white at
throat and.wrists, watching her. As
she spoke she was conscious of the
beauty that belonged in that oval face,
if it were less pale, more rounded. The
words were not what she had meant to
say.

“I'm Jerry’s mother, my dear.”

The beautiful, gray-green eyes wid-
ened ; they seemed to see the old woman
for the first time,

“1 know of your loss. | wanted to
come before, but I wasn't sure you
would want me.”

“You're very kind,” Jessica said
tonelessly.  She must ask her to sit
down, of course. Would she have to

talk to her, Jessica wondered? Then
her guest smiled, and the girl bent for-
ward. When she smiled, her eyes
crinkled like Jerry's; and they were like
his, pnly old, instead of young.

“Jerry looks like you, doesn't he?”

She sounded like a patient little girl.
But to old Mrs. Seaton, she was a fig-
ure of supreme tragedy, of grief beyond
tears. She moved, seated herself by the

girl on the little sofa, put her arm about
the yielding waist.

“And you look like your father, Jes-
sica.” The name slipped out uncon-
sciously. “I remember meeting him,
when | was a young girl, myself, visit-
ing friends in Richmond.”

She talked on about him, and the girl
listened with a queer sort of content-
ment. Her voice sounded a little like
Jerry’s. .

“1 wonder if he changed much in
later life,” the old woman mused. “As
a young man, his carriage was mag-
nificent. He had great charm. Did he
keep the quick lift of his chin that used
to distinguish him, | wonder?”

“Yes!" cried Jessica.

“And he always 'laughed with his
eyes, while he baited you wickedly,”
reminisced the other. *“Such gay eyes!”

Jessica looked up, half expecting to
see him stroll into the room, in one of
his gay and whimsical moods that'she
loved so well; realized, with more poig-'
nancy than she had realized anything
for a long time, that he would never
be bitter or sharp or delightfully gay
again. There, in that shabby armchair,
he used to rail at the beastly room,
or tell her what a lovely thing she was
—and now the chair, which he vowed
was not fit to sit in, would always be
empty--

“Don't! | can't bear it!" she cried
wildly, and burst into a passion of tears,
which, while they scalded and hurt,
brought her relief, and release from the
leaden weight in her breast. When the
storm had spent itself she found herself
in Mrs. Seaton’s arms, her head pressed
close to the bosom where Jerry's head
had often lain.

And she lay back, exquisitely moth-
ered, while her guest had Miss Sullivan
bring in some tea, and served it herself
from the old spode, as if she belonged
there

Latert when Jessica had discovered
that life wa$ more than unmarked time,
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and the meaningless mosaic of a brick
wall, they spoke of Jerry, which was
what his mother had come for.

“He loves you,” she said simply.
“And so do I. If only you had met
years earlier-

She wanted the right to mother this
lovely creature.

Jessica leaned forward,
older woman's hand.

“I'm free,” she told her, “and there's
nothing for me but Jerry. It wouldn't
hurt any one now if I were to go to him,
ask him to take me away. And I'll even
risk not keeping him. We're so young
to have reached the end of everything!”

“1t would hurt Jock; I would suffer,”
said the old woman, “and you, my child,
would suffer most of all. I'm old, I've
had my life, and Jock's a little boy,
with a life of his own. But you— would
you spend your youth and your middle
years and your old age in restless flight ?
That is what it would mean, my dear.
A shoddy life on the Continent; always
moving on, to evade some inconsequen-
tial person one of you had known be-
fore; knowing only shoddy people, who
do shoddy things; a life of deception
and pretense, of tinsel that's lost its
glitter. It would be hard on love,
wouldn't it?”

“Not a happy life,” agreed the girl,
“but all I have. Don't you see, he is
my life! Shall I give it up?”

There was a long silence. And the
old woman, who seemed to have shrunk

caught the

inside of her black-silk gown, spoke,
as if she were very tired
“I came, Jessica, to tell you this

couldn’t be; to tell you it would ruin
your future and his; to beg you, if you
loved him, to give him up. But I can't
do it. Perhaps there’s something more
than security, and name, and what peo-

ple call the ‘decent thing. | don't
know.”
Her voice trembled on tears; she

reached out blindly to the girl.
“Take each other, if you're brave

enough for the quest—and God bless
you.”

She had to leave soon after that, and
as she drove away from the shabby
house her lips moved silently. “A bad
woman—bad!” was what she whispered.
She was thinking of her daughter-in-
law, whose caprice doomed Jerry and
the girl she had just left

Jessica watched her drive away, then
turned to the desk between the win-
dows. There she found paper and her
father's quill pen. She sat down, and
began to write.

Miss Sullivan, coming in to take the
tea tray, found her sealing a thick en-
velope ; no longer a listless ghost, but
an iridescent creature whose tears were
burnished with something not far from

joy. Jessica smiled at her.
“I'm going away!"
“Where?" beamed Nellie Sullivan.
“1 don't know. It doesn’'t matter,
does it?” She left the room, and on

her way out, paused at the door of the
room that had been her father’s.

“Don't you understand?” she asked
of the silence. It was still and dark
in there, like a room where death has
recently been. The shades should be
raised, she thought, as she stood by the
closet door, her cheek pressed to a vel-
vet jacket he used to wear. A breeze
stirred through the western window,
lifting the drawn shade, and bars of
golden light patterned the floor at her
feet.

She went out into the late afternoon
to drop her letter in the box. It was
to Jerry, telling him she was irrevocably
his; that he must claim her.

On her way back she met the paper
boy, who handed her the journal her
father always read. She barely glanced
at the headlines, knit her brows over a
familiar name.

Lone Copper King Loses To Syndicate.

Myron Marshall fails.

The words met her eyes in bold type.

That was Bess' father!
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Myron Marshall’s failure could make
a stir even in these days of stirring
things, it seemed. But she didn’t read
through the columns. What was it to

her? Fleetingly, she was sorry for his
daughter. Bess loved money. Would
she lose her glory now? She laid the

paper down, and forgot it. When would
Jerry come?

Those same headlines were read all
over the city at that hour. And no-
where were they devoured with the zest
that was accorded them in the servants’
quarters of a certain boarded-up house
on Commonwealth Avenue.

The house was boarded up— that kept
reporters out of the vestibule—but be-
hind drawn blinds the basement buzzed,
and upstairs, where the furniture
loomed in summer sheaths of white,
the lady of the house had established
herself.

She paced the drawing-room now, her
lace tea gown trailing over bare, pol-
ished floors. In a crumpled ball on the
floor lay the front sheet of the paper that
had the first “scoop” of the financier's
failure. In a tantrum, Bess had crushed
it to an unreadable rag, then tossed it
from her. She wanted to make a bon-
fire of every paper that held her father’s
name. It was torture to think of all
her friends gossiping about it over the
teacups; wondering how much was left,
how she would get along; to know that
downstairs the servants were probably
enjoying the exciting calamity. They
were, as a matter of fact

The front doorbell pealed, and, after
a certain amount of consultation, the
parlor maid went to see who it was.
Very odd people were apt to be com-
ing now.

This was a portly gentleman who ran
to checks and a colored band on his
panama. Yes, Mrs. Seaton was expect-
ing him. He creaked upstairs with a
speculative eye upon a bronze Venus
that appealed to him, and stooped to

pinch a corner of the Persian rug that
lay before the drawing-room doors.

Bess saw him, and would have liked
to kill him with her own beringed hands.
But, instead, she smiled, tried to im-
press him with her laces, and the pearls
she fingered.

She took him through the house her-
self; not for worlds would she have had
a servant chatting with him about her
and her affairs. And then he dropped
heavily upon the Chesterfield, eased each
trouser leg so that a length of purple
sock became visible, and talked money.

She was her father's daughter, he
soon saw, and they haggled over every
inch of ground, every foot of concrete,
before they came to terms. He tried
to bully her; she to overawe him, and
neither of them succeeded. After they
had agreed on a price for the house and
its contents, she got rid of him, and
sank raging into a soft, deep chair
Her clenched hands beat upon the arms
so hard that her rings cut into her flesh,
hurting her.

She couldn’t bear this! The ignominy
of selling, when she had always bought,
before.

The telephone shrilled, and she
clapped her hands hysterically to her
ears. Some one phoning condolences,
or .another reporter?

“Answer it, you idiot!" she told the
maid who hesitated on the threshold.

It was a reporter, and he got little
satisfaction.

On the table lay sheets of her un-
certain figuring; aS she had told her
father, she was a fool about accounts,
and she had made chaos of her calcula-
tions.  Only one fact stood out clearly
that was the inadequacy of the income
she would derive from her holdings.
She'd _be poor, pressed all the time.
Every penny would count to her, who
had never counted any cost.

Her father's long wire, received
three days before, lay under her gaze,
but she only read one line of it: the line
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that held Cummings'’ name. So ab-
sorbed was she in gusty thought that
she didn’t hear the doorbell when it rang
again

“A man from Briscoll's,” announced
Margaret, and a frock-coated Parisian
handed her a statement from her costly
dressmaker. That wusually ran six
months or so before she thought of it
but now her status was changed. And
because the little Frenchman suggested
.many importunate things she feverishly
“wrote out a check, thrust it upon him.

Then, forgetting to turn on the light,
though it was almost dark in the great
drawing-room, and the shrouded furni-
ture took on a ghostly air, she sat hud-
dled before the pile of her scribbled cal-
culations, dry-eyed, dry-lipped. She re-
membered at last to pull the chain of a
table lamp, and as she raised her head,
she saw her reflection in a Florentine
mirror. She crossed the floor, faced
that image in the glass. Was that hag-
gard wreck she? Mechanically, she
tried to smooth out with her finger tips
the ravages of worry. One can't worry,
at thirty-four.

And then, because her eyes seemed
netted with fatigue, and the lines close
to her mouth wouldn't smooth out, she
turned away with a discordant little cry,
tore the taffeta shield from the tele-
phone.

It was a long time before she got her
number.

“Mr. Cummings himself, please.”
She had to wait again, and pictured him
taking his time. Then she heard his
voice. What was it he had said in the
garden that night?

“Will one word bring you, now, if
the word is ‘come ?" " she asked

His answer brought a smile to her
lips. As she hung up, she thought
quickly of dinner, a soothing massage,
what gown to wear. To be able to think
of things like that! Release from all
care thrilled her. She lived again. With
fi. gesture of passionate delight she

swept up the scribbled sheets, tossed
them up about her, like Alice, with her
pack of cards, and. sped upstairs.

CHAPTER IX.

Seaton didn't hesitate long after
Jessica's letter came. And when he
came to her, saw her loneliness, the des-
olate life she was leading in a place that
was no longer home to her, since her
father’s death, he felt that it would not
be wronging her to let her share a
rover's life with him

He told her, though, what it would
mean, painting the picture in unlovely
colors. But she only laughed at him

“We'll be poor and shabby and dis-
graced, but we'll be all those things to-
gether I”

Her arms tightened about his neck;
she rubbed her cheek against his.

And when he left her, he engaged
passage for them both on a-French liner
that sailed within the month. They
would spend the fall in Paris, at some
out-of-the-way pension. Then, with the
first cold weather, they would migrate

southward. What if their lodgings
were cramped, their hotel obscure?
Nice was Nice. And they would have
each other.

They spent hours over tourists’ fold-
ers, mapping out prospective charts of
their wandering. No engaged pair ever
took more delight in planning a honey-
moon. But often Jerry winced at that
very thought. ' If only he had a name
to give the girl he loved, a thin circlet of
gold to put upon her finger!

Although the future held out life it-
self to him, he settled up his affairs
as one does before dying. His law busi-
ness was not an important quantity, but
his small real-estate holdings, whatever
property he had, except for his meager
income, which was to take care of him
and Jessica, he settled upon Jock,

His father-in-law's failure did not
mean much to him He knew Bess
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would still be comfortably off, and he
didn't realize her dependence upon
great wealth. He did write her, tell-
ing her that he was leaving America for
a time, and, in the event of anything
unexpected, was settling what he had
upon the boy. He was sorry to hear
of. h$r father's failure, hoped he had
salvaged a good deal. If she found
herself in any financial difficulty, after
the sale of her town house, wouldn't
she consider the Chestnut Street house
her home?

She didn’t trouble to answer the letter.

It was an agony to him to leave Jock,
but Jock was a child, absorbed in a life
of his own. And Jerry realized that
love goes out from a parent to a child,
not back again. It is all part of the pro-
cession. And his mother would devote
herself to her grandson's upbringing,
make a fine man of him.

So it happened that the happiness of
the lovers was not unalloyed. Jessica
had less thought than he for the rocks
ahead of them. She worshiped Jerry
for wanting to shield her from every
breath, but she was sure of him, of
herself, and she craved all the winds
of life. They were taking second best,
but better that than nothing.

She was to go to his Pinckney Street
flat the morning the ship sailed; that
day was to be their wedding day. And
when it came, and she left her old home
for the last time—all her possessions
had been disposed of to people who had
subleased the suite— she was without re-
gret.

She was the most gallant and beauti-
ful thing in the world to Jerry that
September morning, when he followed
her into his living room, dismantled and
dark and piled with strapped luggage

She still wore black, but it was not
somber upon her; it heightened her fair
coloring, the luster of her wide-eyed,
expectant beauty. Very young, it made
her look. And so innocent that Sea-
ton’s heart sank anew. He remembered

meeting a friend of his in some out-of-
the-way place, years ago, a nice chap
who had run off with another man's
wife. Her husband had been a brute,
had refused to divorce her, after she
fled with the man who held out her
only hope of happiness. They had not
been wicked, or even weak, those two;
just enmeshed in circumstance. But
their clandestine life together had done
something strange to them both, especi-
ally to her. She had looked hard, de-
fiant, secretive; like all her sisterhood.

What would this filched happiness of
theirs do to Jessica?

“I'm happy!” were her first words
as he drew her into his arms, buried his
face in her hair, as soft and dark as the
breast of a bird.

“Sure?”

“Very sure.” She snuggled close to
him, stripped her left hand of its glove.
On her third finger was a plain gold
band that afforded her immense delight.
He had forgotten that, but she, woman-
like, had remembered.

“See, Jerry? Take it off,
it on yourself. It doesn't
whether we kneel before a man
high-cut vest or not!”

It did. But that couldn't be. So
he took the gleaming circlet from her
finger, then slipped it on again. Part
of the marriage service came back to
him as he thought of that other day,
when, in a crowded, fashionable church,
he had knelt beside Bess, and promised
all the-improbable things that people do
promise.

“To love and to cherish; for richer,
for poorer; in sickness, in health-———"
He whispered fragments of it in her
ear, knowing that this time the troth
would be kept.

There were still a few things to be
done, and the boat did not sail until
noon. But they had the queer feeling
of being suddenly let down, after' the
hurry and flurry of the past weeks. He
posted some letters, made sure that the

and put
matter
in a
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superintendent of the building had his
forwarding address. The woman who
came each day to clean the apartment
had been paid and dismissed, and had
left everything as it should be. All the
windows were locked, the shades drawn

They could go down to the boat any
time now, and yet they lingered, in a
dark, dismantled room. At last he
phoned downstairs for a porter to come
and assemble their luggage and take it
down to a taxi.

Jessica did something to her hair, that
his caresses had disarranged, then drew
on her gloves.

The porter knocked,
with a first cargo of luggage. Jerry
picked up his coat, stood stock-still.
Was there a gleam of fear in the girl's
bright gaze ? He fancied the hand that
lay on his arm trembled slightly.

“It's not too late, dear. Jessica, if
you've the slightest qualm about all this,
tell me. I'll give you up now, at the
very threshold, rather than bring unhap-
piness upon you.”

“Not a qualm 1" she vowed. She had
been thinking of other brides, escaping,
in showers of rice and confetti, from
a crowd of close friends, from their
families and homes, where tears and
smiles and bridal confusion reigned. It
was a Jittle sad to be starting on the
great adventure with not one soul to
wish them well.

“Must | throw myself at your head
any more, Jerry?” she begged tremu-
lously, and he knew that she wouldn't
be given up.

They kissed, and sprang apart as the
porter came back for the rest of the
luggage.

“Two gen’'lemen to see you, suh,” he
stated. “Shall | bring 'em up?”

“Haven't time.” Jerry looked at his
watch. “We've got to be starting, dear
—they can't be anybody in particular.”

He didn't want to see them, any one
—and winced as he realized why he
didn't,

loaded himself

They closed the door, and started
down the hall. The elevator came at
last, and two men stepped out; accosted
them.

“Mr. Jerold Seaton?”

m catching a boat” he said
swiftly. “Afraid | can't stop.”

“Sorry.” The bigger man fished in

his pocket and drew out a stiff parch-
ment document, which he thrust upon
Jerry. “Have to serve you with these
papers, sir.”

Jessica, wondering idly what the red
seals meant, grew impatient as her lov-
er's eyes wandered down the stiff fool-
scap sheet in his hands.

“That's all right, you can go,” he
told them finally, an unreadable look
upon his face. The elevator shot down
with them, and the porter coughed.

“Taxi’'s at the door, suh.” His hand
was nonchalantly cupped, but he was
doomed to disappointment.

“We don't want it!” said Jerry, his
voice a paean of delight. “Our trip is
— postponed.”

Jessica didn't understand, until he
drew her back into the dark, dismantled
room. And then he seized her raptur-
ously, thrusting the papers before her
wondering gaze.

“My dear—my dear!” he rejoiced.
“1I'll be free, before so very long, to
take you openly, before all the world.”

She scanned the lengthy document
hastily. It was a tedious writ demand-
ing the appearance of Jerold Notting-
ham Seaton in the court of Suffolk
County on such a day, to show why his
wife, Elizabeth Marshall Seaton, should
not be granted a decree of divorcement
from him, on the charge of infidelity
upon a certain date.

That date was very recent; scarcely
two months back; the date of Bess'
birthday, of the storm that had driven
her husband and Jessica into a bath-
house at Plymouth for shelter.

“The corespondent is merely ‘an un-
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known woman,’ " Jerry observed dryly.
“She had that much sportsmanship—
or discretion. Why, Jessica, how sim-
ple the whole thing is! 1 might have
guessed'—and we wouldn’'t have come
so near the precipice!l My name was
what she wanted most—of her posses-
sions. But when she had to give them
all up, after her father's collapse, it
didn't outbalance the rest. She's found
some man—Cummings, beyond a doubt
—who will replace her gilded trappings

And those are what she wants.
be happy, | suppose.”

There was. no supposition about their
happiness, his and Jessica's. For they
knew that the old sophism of forbidden
fruit being the sweetest was' a rank
fallacy. They'd be a hundredfold hap-
pier, they told each other, when their
love was divested of its glamorous pro-
hibition, its cheap secrecy.

True romantics, weren't they?
as it turned out, they were right.

She'll

And

OCTOBER MOONS

I'OCTOBER moons are haunted moons,

October woods hold mystic runes

Written at dusk by hands unseen
Within the great oak’s circle green.

Where a late purple aster blooms
The spider folk have set their looms,

And woven for this fairy night
A web of dreams and sheer delight.

In open fields gold pumpkins lie,
Soon to fulfill their destiny,

When, drawn by teams of headlong bats.
Mounted by dames in pointed hats,

They'll whirl about beneath the moon,
And sigh that dawn appears so soon.

The cornstalks whisper overhead,
The maple leaves are gold and red,

The muscats offer yellow wine,
And whoso drinks will be divine,

And read the message of the runes—
October moons are goblin moons!

Susan Myra Gregory.



Madame de Lisle Gives
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sound in his ears which did not

seem to pertain to a dream. It
was as though he had been shocked
awake. Mixed with gray drowsiness,
the impression of a woman's protest lin-
gered, a woman in need of protection, a
woman's scream— like a stab of light
through a fog. Everything was quiet;
as quiet as things got to be in the coun-
try. Outside in the shrubbery even the
laurels, which were naturally of a quar-
relsome disposition, were composed.

He could not have been asleep very
long. The mopnlight lay, broad and
stiff like a couple of linen pillowcases,
over the cushions of the window seat,
divided by the mullions between the tall
panes. And the mo~n was due to set
a good while before dawn.

He stretched his arm toward the bed-
side table where his watch lay, then let
it relax. It didn't matter about the
time. He had no curiosity about any-
thing. He was too tired

Instead of going to sleep again, how-
ever, he lay pondering. That sound!
He wondered whether a man could be
wakened violently by a memory, the thin
vestiges of sinister noises that might get
into the pockets of the brain, to venture
out only when the will lay dormant and
the coast was clear. He grinned weakly.
He was at the old habit again. Interest-
ing whimsies for a man to play with, a
man who had been a student of psychol-
ogy all his life and teacher of it for ten
years.

His ears had been assailed by the
shrieks of women all the evening, domi-

CLIFFORD RAINES woke with a
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nating the deeper-toned laughter of the
men Shrieks of delighted terror, of

feigned combat, of genuine conster-
nation once, when that pretty little
Frenchwoman, Madame de Lisle, had

slipped on the stairs and sent an un-
restrained Gallic appeal up to heaven
Shrieks of challenge that ran the gamut
between the imitation and the genuine.

There had been a “rag.” Allie had
carefully explained to him beforehand
that they were very smart. They had
them at the very best country houses in
England. Ned Carlisle had just come
back, and he said so. Whatever hap-
pened, Cliff was not to interfere and,
above all, he was not to look shocked.
That would be brutally rude and inhos-
pitable, and everything that was middle-
class and unsophisticated and tiresome.
If he didn't want to join in he needn't,
but he must be pleasant about it. He
was doing very well; he was improving
wonderfully, but he was by no means
the perfect host yet.

If he had been, well, not shocked, be-
cause it takes a good deal to shock a
man nowadays, but slightly startled, he
had, he believed, played up. He had
been not only pleasant, but sympathetic.
There was nothing really objectionable,
judged by cosmic standards, in a crowd
of grown people playing like a herd of
rowdy children shut up in a house on a

rainy day. If you like that sort of
thing, why not?
In the impromptu play which had

started the revels, he had taken the part
of an lIrish tenant, and had brought
down the house by shooting the moon
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with a practical pistol, fired out of the
window. He had cheered on the sat-
urnalia which, led by Carlisle, had raged
through the rooms and up and down the
corridors. It was not a real saturnalia
in the least. It was a half put-on riot,
instead of being the irresistible unleash-
ing of blinding passion. It was a thing
of sofa pillows and confetti, instead of
being song and roses and mad torches.
There had been a slight strain in getting
the thing started. He recalled the de-
termined smirk of the older women, the
side glances of the men at each other,
feeling out how far it was safe to go,
and whether everybody was going that
far.

The wit had not been brilliant. There
was Carlisle's whoop, as he took a hur-
dle of chairs to embrace the entering
punch bowl: “It never Raines but it
pours!”  And, after a whisper from
Allie, Doctor Meredith had rather pon-
derously offered his toast: “Here's to
the ideal woman— like a milk punch—
an angel with a dash of the devil.” There
hadn't been any milk in the punch
Uncle Welman's cellar seemed to be in-
exhaustible. That, like the rest of the
~housekeeping and the whole machinery
of this queer new life he was living, was
between Allie and the specialists of the
household staff.

If these were the tribal customs of
the best people, as Allie assured him
that they were, he had no objection. If
they did not appeal to him, that was, as
Allie also declared, because she and
Uncle Welman, between them, had
barely dragged him back from the verge
of being an old fogy. Uncle Welman
had accomplished his part by dying
without having made a will, and thus
suffering the immense fortune which he
had destined for the fight against pro-
hibition, to drop automatically into the
pockets of his scarcely known great-
nephew. Alison was doing her share
by being almost disturbingly alive.

Anyway, it had given him a thrill of

real old-fashioned satisfaction to notice
the moderation with which Elise Mer-
win had joined in the orgy. The picture
of Elise, with her hair crooked and her
shoulder straps in jeopardy, dashing af-
ter a man—he wouldn’t have cared to
add it to his mental gallery of her por-

traits. Coming to the thought of Elise
was like developing the underlying
theme of a symphony. She was always

an underlying consciousness, immeas-
urably beautiful and comforting, in his
mind.

They had slipped away from the
racket, after a while, and found a jut of
shadow on the piazza where they could
sit and watch the moonlight submerge
the terraces like a tide. He drew a
long breath of happiness. He hadn't got
used to the wonder of Elise yet and,
above all, to the miracle of her love for
him. She did love him. She was going
to marry him. Lovely and talented,
sweet-and-twenty-three — ten years,
younger than himself!

No doubt the world, misled by the
fine reserve that went with her statue-
tall and statue-noble type of beauty,
might hint that her choice was not en-
tirely disinterested. The Merwins were
not exactly poor, but there seemed to be
a financial instability about their affairs
that kept people wondering. Well, he
knew Elise's heart. The knowledge
made him very proud and very humble.

He was not more modest than most
men. But then, Elise was such a won-
der. He had a clear conception of his
moderate good looks, his more than
moderate brains, and his qualities of
helpfulness and fair play which instinc-
tively attracted women. In the uni-
versity world which had been his until
a year ago he had been accounted a
good man and a good scholar. In this
newer environment he had got along
well with people. He had fallen in with
Allie’s passionate plans with a whimsi-
cal good nature that was yet not en-
tirely unscientific. As he put the matter,
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his subject was the human mind, and
all that he knew at first-hand of the
human mind bore the university stamp.
It was time, as h"s sister expressed it,
to see something, if less enlightened, at
least more exciting.

They had seen a good deal. He had
given Allie a free hand. She cared so
much more than he did. That her prog-
ress had logically blossomed into the
“rag” of this evening was a conclusion
that rather made one pause to take stock.
Had he done the best for the child?
Alison was, after all, the kind of person
whom one can help only in that per-
son’s own way. His fourteen years'
seniority had given him the responsibili-
ties, without the authority, of a father.
He had over her only the check of the
purse strings, and he hated to use that.
Alison was his half sister; Uncle wel-
man had been no relation of hers, and
neither had his fortune

She had always kept her brother a
bit afraid of something. When he had
managed to send her as a day pupil to
the fashionable girls' school in their city,
there had seemed some danger of her
becoming a charming parasite, a little
sister of the rich. The intimacies she
had formed with the “right” girls, as
she later pointed out, had come in well.
Without them, even his heaps of money,
and their excellent old Southern name,
might have proved insufficient passports
to the “right” circles. And now that
they were in, Allie had started a new,
gnawing anxiety in his mind.

Was that a door opening somewhere,
he wondered suddenly. The trees, of
course, inclined to rattle under the
slightest windy provocation.

It wasn't so much her unceasing rest-
lessness after movement, color, variety.
That was natural enough. It wasn't
even the hardness, the determination to
get out of life what she wanted. A
memory of her face flashed by him
again, her wide-open eyes, her mouth, a
tight red line, drawn over the small

teeth. She had been after Carlisle—
sle!  The name summed up his
le feeling of apprehension.

During the past few days he had come
upon them constantly together. The
man’s uncannily intelligent air, the long
hands which had a mocking quality of
their own, a sort of potency that eman-
ated from him, made him curiously dis-
turbing. Besides, Allie had no right to
flirt with other men, having definitely
accepted Meredith.

Her choice had surprised, but, on the
whole, relieved her brother. Meredith
was a man to be taken seriously, a firm-
jawed, solid person, considerably older
than Alison. He would be kind to her
and keep her in order. Rich enough to
please himself, he had retired from prac-
tice and devoted himself to research
work. He was, however, in no way
averse to a good deal of social diversion.
His courtship had been of the dogged
kind. The present house party was in
some degree in honor of the betrothal

With candor, Alison had explained to
her brother that some of Merry’s peo-
ple were fearfully smart, and it was
just as well to show them that she had
some background, too. Uncle Welman's
place was at least impressive, with its
golf course and its garage and cellar
and formal gardens. Meredith's elder
brother, who was very important on
Wall Street, and the brother’s wife, who
had been born in the Philadelphia pur-
ple, and two choice debutante cousins,
looking, in their gauzy draperies, like
expensive fresh fruits in tissue-paper
wrappings, had participated earnestly in

the “rag.” There was, besides, Madame
de Lisle, some sort of connection by
marriage, who spoke English with a

haunting charm, and was willing while
in savage countries to do as the savages
did

And now Alison was prejudicing the
lot of them by her barefaced coquetting
with Carlisle. It was very different
from her usual caution in social mat-
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ters. Well, there was no use worrying
She would settle down soon with Mere-
dith. And he would certainly settle
down—if the expression fitted those
heights of romance where his future
abode was to stand—with Elise, and
pull out of all this foolishness, and get
back to a real man's work on his book.

Carlisle. He couldn't see the fas-
cination of the creature, though Car-
lisle had a dire reputation as a con-
queror of women. The little debutantes
had been frankly carried away. He
was like a great cat, rubbing against
feminine sensibilities, tangling around
feminine feet. Even Elise was at-
tracted by him. Raines had caught her
watching the man while he was playing
some Balkan rhapsodic mess—a thing
of passionate starts and wails of de-
privation. He was full of parlor tricks.
In her eyes had dawned the exalted,
soaring look that Raines had fancied
dedicated to himself, to those moments
of supreme communion in the moon-
light,

It was the music, he assured himself,
not the man. Music could do all sorts
of things to women. He had to clutch
at some such reassurance to curb the
ugly, agonized dart of suspicion which
astonished him by its intensity. He had
considered that decent people were not
capable of jealousy. You trusted or you
did not. But what does a man know
of the infinite hairsplitting which his
plainest convictions may undergo when
love begins to tamper with them? He
was learning new things about himself
every day

What was that noise?

It was not a scream this time. It was
more like a jar, as though a heavy body
had come in contact with a projecting
corner. Then there was a confused
rustle. Then silence— tingling, waiting.
It came from the wing on the other side
of the staircase; the wing where Ali-
son’'s rooms were, and where Elise had
been put, and Madame de Lisle, and

perhaps some of the other women—
there were a lot more of them. The
wing ran back and back, each bedroom
separated from the next by a bath or a
small boudoir.

Raines slid cautiously out of bed
This was really too much. Some young
devil, male or female, not satisfied with
the ardency of the “rag,” was intent
upon carrying it over into practical
jokes. He might have expected as much
from the raft of young fellows not too
far removed from the undergraduate
stage, who were, or ought to be, on the
floor above. He got into bathrobe and
slippers; then took the pistol which had
been his theatrical property from the
table. If they wanted a practical joke
he could give them one! As he' per-
suaded his door to open it occurred to
him that all the doors in this house
moved with commendable discretion. He
had yet to hear one creak

He stepped into the gallery that ran
around three sides of the hall, with the
immense well of the staircase in the
middle. On the fourth wall an arched
window rose from the floor below. To
his right a linen closet with beautifully
paneled doors jutted out, and beyond
that, facing a cross corridor which led
to the wing, was the door of Carlisle’s
room. Meredith's room was next. He
listened. All was still.

As he moved noiselessly to the right,
the length of the cross corridor came
into his line of vision bit by bit. It led
into darkness at the farther end, but
halfway down it broadened into a bay
that sent a bisected oblong of light, like
another pair of pillow slips, upon the
floor. Raines slipped into the dense
angle of shade cast by the closet, and
waited.

Something was coming slowly, with
exquisite precaution, toward him. Some-
thing bulky, portentous, ominous. A
chill went through the roots of his hair.
This was no joke; this was horror. He
saw the back of a woman emerge from
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the darkness, the shoulders bent over
the long negligee caught up about her
knees. The light climbed the pale-yel-
low 'folds, past the gold braids, over the
graceful head-———

Elise!

With a gesture of exhaustion she
stooped and gradually laid down her end
of the burden. The woman at the other
end did the same. Across the mass they
gazed at each other, panting without
sound. The second woman, shoving the
dark waves from her forehead, stepped
into the light.

It was Alison.

Raines reached them almost before
they were aware of his approach. Be-
fore Alison’s terrified squeak was actu-
ally on the air Elise's hand had closed
her mouth

Thrusting the pistol into his pocket,
Raines stooped and lifted a corner of the
dark-purple counterpane that shrouded
the bulk at his feet. His hand moved
here and there. No, there was no trace
of a pulse anywhere.

He had never thought so swiftly in
his life. Out of the whirl of impres-
sions he caught the one essential thing
to do. He lifted the man's shoulders.
The women took the feet, swathed in the
thick, silk folds. Only when the door
of Carlisle’s room had opened to re-
ceive them and closed again was the si-
lence broken.

“1 must call Meredith,” said Raines.
Although he kept .his voice down it
sounded abominably loud and grating.
“There may be a chance--——"

His sister threw herself on him

“Oh, no! Oh, no!" she moaned
“Don’t leave me!”

He freed himself from the shaking
little hands and began automatically to
rub them. They were icy

“1 must. He seems— dead— but you
can't be sure.” He added quickly: “You
two had better go back to your rooms.
| must get Meredith at once.”

The imperative duty thrust back the

demand that rose to his lips: “How did
it happen? What have you to do with
it?" He allowed himself only one look
at Elise's pale, tight-lipped face. Then
he grasped the doorknob, felt it turn
from the other side. Before he could
act the door opened sharply, and Doc-
tor Meredith, a dressing gown thrown
loosely around him, strode in.

“1 saw you in the hall,” he said with
his usual abruptness. There was some-
thing ruthlessly professional in the way
in which he peered at the form that lay
on the bed. With a mutter of impa-
tience he switched on the electric light
over the headboard.

“He's gone, right enough,” he an-
nounced after a moment. He threw the
end of the drapery over the still face,
as though dismissing it from among the
living. He turned to the group, his eyes
in their prominent bone cases consider-
ing each in turn. “And now what's it
all about? How did it happen?” His
forefinger shot out and fixed Alison.
“What have you got to do with it?”

The girl had sunk into a chair. Now
she leaned forward, propping herself on
its arms.

“1 don't want to tell. | don’t want to
tell,” she whispered. Her eyes closed
under the flinty look that met them. A
spasm of sickness crossed her face.
“She—she asked me to help her,” she
said weakly; then her head went down
on her forearm. “To help her bring
him out of her room back here.”

“Allie!” cried the other woman poig-
nantly. The doctor had turned away to
hide the unmitigated relief which be-
trayed too plainly what the depth of his
apprehension had been. She spoke to
his averted shoulder. “That is not true
I had hoped to be able to—to keep any
one from knowing. But now—you see
that she forces me to protect myself.
Look at her!” She nodded her head to-
ward the broken little huddle in the
chair. “Isn't it easy to see which one
of us is more— overcome by this?"
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Meredith swung around and caught
her hand

“Your pulse is racing!” he accused,
dropping it contemptuously. “You're as
nervous as a witch yourself. As for her
crying, that proves nothing but the shock
she has undergone. People take death
differently.  Anyway, | believe her
story.” He leaned over Alison as
though dismissing the other from his
attention.

“CliffI" Elise appealed. It was an ex
traordinary tone. It cut through the
confusion that was his mind, making
him sure of one thing,

“It is impossible for me to believe you
guilty,” he answered dully. *l—can't
imagine it.”

Alison caught his arm.

“Oh, CIiff, you don't believe—that 1|
could-- Oh, you can't!”

He looked silently from one to the
other. It seemed to him that no man
had ever been so desperately placed as
he was. It was incredible that either of
these girls, his sister or the woman he
was to marry, should be the heroine of
this vulgar and tainted tragedy. And
yet—there was the still figure on the

bed. And they were accusing each
other.

“Lock that door!” warned the doctor
suddenly.

Before Raines, who was nearest,

could obey, the door opened with an al-
most human slyness and adroitness.
Through the crevice slid a figure out of
a Watteau picture. Between the laces
of an elaborate pink peignoir and the
gauze of a rose-budded cap the mouse-
bright eyes and inquisitive nose of
Madame de Lisle peered out.

Raines locked the door with the feel-
ing that the entire house party was on
the way through it.

“1 notice the voices,” madame an-
nounced, her winged glances missing
nothing. “1 think somebody must be
sick. Ah, mon Dieu!” She was at the
bed, learning all there was to know.

“The heart? 1 know he had heem, the
heart. Quel dommage. Effroyable!
In the midst when you are in life you
are in deat',” she added piously. “Is it
not sad? How it happen?” As a gen-
eral thing her English was excellent,
but the unusualness of the situation
seemed to have jarred it, along with
other things.

Meredith took in the fact that he was
the only person capable of rising to the
emergency.

“Mr. Raines heard him call,” he be-
gan suavely. “Finding that he was
seriously ill, he came for me. Our
movements disturbed these ladies who
came to offer their assistance. Unfortu-
nately, nothing could be done.” He
drew a breath of relief at his own plaus-
ibility. It sounded natural. Then his
slightly pompous recital tone dropped
into genuine interest. “You say that he
had a heart affection? For hovi

“Oh, long time, long time!” Madame
de Lisle interrupted. “1 have known
him in Paris, years ago.” She lifted a
fold of the purple counterpane, with its
incongruous brocaded butterflies.
“Thees?” she asked musingly. Her eye-
brows completed the implication that she
recognized it. The doctor reddened.

“You do it very well, my friend, but
I have seen— the cortege, the procession.
I sleep ver' light. 1, too, come to help
It is best, since there will be a story to
tell in the morning, which is not so far,
that we tell the same story— hein?”

"Undoubtedly,” agreed the doctor,
recognizing a kindred spirit of sound
sense.

“Well, then"—madame made a ges-
ture of delightful candor, as of one lay-
ing her cards on the table—“as you,
my dear friend, seem the best liar, sup-
pose we tell your story.” A thought
brought her up short. *“It will not be
necessary—the eenquest ?"

“No. We can avoid that, I think?”

“Ah, how that is fortunate! I hate
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to tell lies under oath,” said Madame de

Lisle ingenuously. “Besides, these
newspapers!” Her hands gave a flick of
abhorrence. “When they begin who

can know the end?” She had adjusted
herself to the scene and her English
responded; her tenses no longer sounded
so foreign

Raines drove his finger nails into his
palm. With the coming of this French
figurine, the nightmare atmosphere of
the room had precipitated into something
like reality—the unsparing reality of a
Maupassant story, cynical, capable of
any development.

“I1t might be well to know,” she was
going on, “though this, it needs not to
say, will be no part of the story we
shall tell together, in which room this—
this so sad accident-——— Is it not so?”
She waited invitingly.

Alison threw back her head
" she began in a de-
The little Frenchwoman's
uplifted hand controlled her as a con-
ductor controls an orchestra. Her voice
sank to an intense bitterness. “I tell
you that she came to my room and asked
me to help carry him here. And I did.”

“No,” said Elise quietly, “that is not
so. It was just the other way. Let me
tell my side of the story."

*1 don’t want your story,” the doctor
cut in curtly. “I am perfectly satis-
fied.”

Something like resentment at his in-
justice came into her restrained tones.

“You are afraid to hear it. You have
made up your mind and you are de-
termined, in self-defense, not to have
your conclusions shaken. You've seen
her with him ever since he has been here.
You've been raging with jealousy.
Why,” cried the girl with the thrill of

discovery, “1 believe that you are glad
the man is dead!”

Meredith’s clenched hands rose an
inch, then dropped.

I've seen you with him, t0o,” he

rasped out. “1 have watched you when
he was playing. You were infatuated.”

“With his playing, yes,” said the girl
courageously. “I'm .a musician, too.
Not with him.”

Alison suddenly jerked her chin to-
ward the bed. All this time she had sat
shrinking away from it.

“Ma'dame,” she said in a husky whis-
per, “you have been in our rooms. You
know which one that purple thing came
out of. My room is blue.”

“Yes, my child,” answered Madame
de Lisle tranquilly, “I know. That is
why | think we must hear her. It is
only fair.”

“She wants to know everyth
Raines said to himself. He hated the
little figure, perched on its high chair
near the bed, so alert, so reasonable.
There was a shiny reflection across her
cheek bones, and he was sure that, had
she been aware of the fact, she would
calmly have produced a powder puff and
remedied the defect in her charming ap-
pearance.

“Oh, very well!” said Meredith
shortly, implying that no explanation
would make any difference to him.

Elise fixed her mournful eyes on
Raines, as though he was the only one
in the group that mattered.

“It seems absurd that |
justifying myself to you,” she began,
quite simply, “absurd and horrible. And
| was so anxious to spare you, Cliff. 1|
couldn't bear to have you suffer, as |
knew you must if you found out. I
thought everybody would believe that he

9.

should be

died here alone, during the night.
Ah, well, it's too late now! You'll have
to know.” She went close to him and

her voice sank into an intimacy that wen[
through him. *“Oh, my poor dear

A gurgle of pity escaped the figurine.
She sat upright, watching not only with

her long, jewel-bright eyes, but with
every nerve of her body.

“1 hadn't gone to sleep yet,” Elise
went on. “The moon-——— And | was
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thinking of you, and of when I should
live here. .1 was glad it was so beauti-
ful. 1 hadn't locked my door into Ali-
son’s sitting room, which is between her
room and mine. Suddenly | found her
standing by my bed. She said”— she
turned to the girl as though asking
whether she would deny her own words
— “she said, ‘You must help me. You
must help me. Promise me you'll keep
quiet when 1 tell you.’ Then she put her
hand over my mouth and sobbed out:
‘Ned is dead! "

Alison's head dropped lower, as
though the horror of a memory shut out
everything else.

“1 held her hands for a minute. |
couldn't say anything. 1 didn't know
what to think. She went on, ‘He's been
making love to me for days. | know
that | shouldn't have permitted it, but—
I couldn’t help it” Then | said, ‘Do you
love him?"  And she answered, ‘No,
no! I love Merry. But you know how
he could make you believe anything, feel
anything, while he was with you. This
evening | had a fight with him—you
Kknow how those things happen— he tried
to kiss me. Oh, if I really loved him
I don't think 1'd care so much about
my own safety—I'd care more about
him.  what shall I do, oh, what shall
1 do?"

“1 told her to tell me exactly what had
happened. She said that he had climbed
up to the balcony that runs along all
those rooms. She heard a noise out-
side, and she opened the long French
window, and before she could say any-
thing he suddenly stepped in. She was
furious, and she whispered to him as
loudly as she dared to go— how dared
he? Then he put his hand to his heart,
and tried to say something—and fell.
She said that he fell across the cushions
on her couch, so there was no crash.
And when she found that she couldn’t
rouse him she came to me.”

“Ah, quel 'dommage!” murmured
Madame de Lisle. “And then you de-

4—Ains.

cide, as any one would, to put him here
before all the world knows ?" She lifted
a fold of the covering again. “He IS
fully dressed,” she said softly.

Even at this moment of tension, the
differences in people of the same world
made Raines wonder. He had noticed
that fact; so, no doubt, had every other
person in the room; but it had not oc-
curred to them to put it into words.

“After we had taken him into the
hall,” Elise went on, “I went back to
my room for the counterpane. It was

easier to carry—and it was horrible to
look at him—like that.”

The doctor's voice ripped through her
pause.

“If he was in Alison’'s room, why
didn’t you take her coverlet ?"

“When | went back | went, naturally,
to my own room,” said Elise quietly.
“There was no time to think.”

He turned abruptly.

“What do you say, Allie?”

She lifted her haggard face. She
was the youngest woman there, and she
looked the oldest.

“That is exactly what happened— ex-
cept that she’s turned it around. She
came to me. How could she remember
what | said, like that? She said it. He
—he died in her room.”

“You know that isn't true,
said Elise patiently.

Madame de Lisle’s eloquent fingers
made a pass in the air. It was surmise
and inspiration.

“There may be something—in the
rooms.”

Raines started.
insulting, this cool
crudest detective methods.
her head proudly.

“1 am perfectly willing.”

“Allie?” prompted Meredith.  She
nodded. He put his arm about her and
lifted her to her feet.

It was an extraordinary procession
that tiptoed its way through the corridor
Meredith ha<J brought the purple cover

Allie,”

It was insufferably
suggestion of the
Elise raised
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and over its folds his strong, square
face suggested a Roman emperor. Elise,
stately, almost cold, in her pale drap-
eries, might have come from a pedestal
in his palace. Above the hard line of
her Chinese jacket, Alison looked like
a forlorn wraith from an Oriental fairy
tale. As for Madame de Lisle's dainti-
ness, that lent a touch of ironical comedy
to the scene. An observer might have
compared Raines to Hamlet, fresh from
his father’s ghost.

As they entered Alison’s room Raines
touched the wall switch, and the scene
sprang from its poetic, moonlit glimmer
into the crisp distinctness of vivid-blue
draperies and ivory walls. Madame de
Lisle made a little sinuous movement
toward the couch. Its heap of pale-gold
cushions was mashed as though by the
impress of a heavy body.

“She might have been lying there her-
self,” said Meredith defensively. He
walked to the long window and tested
the latch. It swung. “And people open
windows merely to air a room. The
window in the other room may be open,
to

0.

“C'est juste,” murmured Madame de
Lisle thoughtfully. She sat down on
the couch, tentatively. “Go and look.
All of you. I will stay here. And Mees
Raines, she also will wish to remain in
her own room.” She leaned her hands
on the cushions behind her, patting them
vaguely.

The instant they were alone, she swept
to Alison and took the girl's shoulders
in a grasp that was restrained only by
main force from being a pinch.

“You little fool!” she hissed. “You
little imbecile! Why could you not have
said that you found him in the hall?
Why you had to lose your head and ac-
cuse that other girl? She would have
kept quiet. She has the brains—she!
But you must think only of saving your-
self, no matter who you r-r-ruine!
No matter who suffer. Why you did

Alison stared at her,
resent her insults.

“I never thought of it
mured blankly.

“Oh, you see how simple it is—now
that somebody explain it to you. You
have no sense. If you cannot then
think of a good lie, why did you not
tell the simple truth? It was not so
bad. One cannot prevent always Ro-
meos from climbing the balcony. One is
only responsible if one has invited them
in."

forgetting to

she mur-

“1 was afraid that Merry wouldn’t be-
lieve me,” said Alison, in the same help-
less voice. “He was so jealous. He
accused me of encouraging Ned. And
—1 had” Her mouth drooped child-
ishly.

“You do not know him— that docteur.
He will fight not to believe anything bad
of you. He has, as they say, invest so
heavily that he cannot pull out— he
loves you so in his pig-headed way. And
with men like him, death allays jeal-
ousy—oh, a great deal. You have made
a big mess—and without necessity.
You do not deserve that one should pull
you out of the hole, if it were not for
that nice man, your brother. No mat-
ter which one of you he believes to be

the one, he will be unhappy. It is too
bad. It is insufferable. No,” declared
madame with intensity, “it must not

be!”

The others were coming back through
the sitting room. Madame de Lisle sank
back upon the couch.

“Well,” she suggested gently, “the
couch was quite smooth and the win-
dow fastened? One can air a corner
room from another wal

“Yes,” blurted Meredith, “but all that
might have been fixed when--—— "

“When Mees Merwin went for her
counterpane?” Madame de Lisle
weighed the evidence. “That might be
so. Only—it is not so.” She slipped
her hand from among the cushions.
“Look what is here. It is the same color
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a9 the silks here, so 1 found
when | put my hand on it.”

Raines took the card case, decorated
with a braided Celtic pattern on the pale
gold. From the central medallion the
initials, “E. C.,” stared up at him.

“When he collapse on the couch, it
fell out of his pocket,” Madame de Lisle
explained with the unnecessary obvious-
ness of the successful sleuth. *“That, |
think, do what you call cinch the mat-
ter.”

Alison turned away. Meredith, his
cocksure face piteous and drawn, put
=out his hand for the case and stood
looking stupidly from it to the girl
There was a silence. Fot Raines it was
filled with a bitter humiliation, and un-
der it, a wild thankfulness that never,
never for an instant, had he doubted
Elise. They exchanged a long look. He
knew that she felt, like himself, that
anything more, any word, any touch
might wound the other two with all the
arrogant cruelty of triumph

“And yet it is not what you think at
all,” said Madame de Lisle with the
unexpectedness of a skyrocket.

As though her cue had arrived, she
rose and moved to the center of the
floor

“1 am a str-r-range woman,” she ut-
tered with a touch of pathos. *“I should
leave well enough— well enough for me
—by itself. But I can never do it. You
see, | am artiste.”

During these cryptic remarks she had
been gathering up the glances of her
audience. She continued:

“You say, how clevaire she is, how
she finds out the truth. And it might
have been much, oh, much worse! The
docteur, he will readjust himself, he
make up. But you see, | do not
like to leave a situation like that when
it is not the truth at all. When it is a
mistake, a fake, as you say. For that
is not art.”

Under the combined stare of her
hearers her manner dilated.

it only

“You think that poor Carlisle, he
climbed up the balcony to make love to
Mees Alison. He is a romantique. But
I tell you—no. He came to see a ver'
different lady.”

Raines' mind shot to the two pretty
debutantes.” No. Was it possible-—

“She was the one with whom he was
really cpri And because she would
not listen to him during the day— know-
ing for a long time the man he was, she
would not give him the chance to talk
to her—he comes to the balcony at
night, to plead. And she, on the other
side of her shutters, she says to him,
‘Go away. | do not like you, I do not
like you the least in the world. You
are all that | detest’ Some men are
like illnesses. After a bad attack, one
becomes immune for life. So with her.

“Then when he pleads louder, forget-
ting himself, Mees Alison she opens her
window. Then, of course, his one idea
is to protect that woman whom he loves.
He will not have her talked about by all
the world So to keep Mees Alison
from knowing, he pretends that he has
come to see her. He steps into her
room. And then”— madame raised her
hand solemnly:—*the Destiny, it strikes.
That is what did happen.”

Alison swept up to her, her white face
flooding with color.

“Is that true?” she gasped. “You
wouldn't tell that— about yourself!”

Madame de Lisle’s eyes narrowed.

“1 did not say that it was myself.
But suppose that it was. What differ-
ence would it make, to me or to you?
| go away to-morrow and you forget

““1I'll never forget you,” said Meredith
with a sort of warm brusqueness. He
held out his hand. “I thiijlk it was—
bully, your telling us that. ' I'm no end
grateful.”

With the awkwardness of a prosaic
man driven into sentiment, he wrung
the little fingers, kissed Alison, and went
stolidly out of the room. With a mur-
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mur of good night, Raines followed
him. There was no need for any such
visible sign of affection between Elise
and himself. They smiled at each other.
He wondered whether any two people
in this shaky world had ever understood
each other so well, so profoundly

“And now, little one, go to bed,” said
Madame de Lisle maternally to the girl
whom she had called a little fool. *“It
is all right. Only, next time, before
putting the blame on your friends, try
first if there is not some other .way out.
Oh, yes, Mees Elise will forgive you,
too.”

In the hall, with the door safely shut
behind them, Elise and Madame de Lisle
looked straight into each other’s eyes.

“1—1 ought to thank you,” said the
tall goddess, the drag of absolute humili-
ation in her voice.

“Why?" asked the other coolly. “You
do not need any help. You are clevaire,

you. You do not tell one word that did
not happen Only—you do not con-
fess what happened first.”

“Why did you-—"

“Let them think Romeo came for me ?
Give myself away, as you say?” The
delicate shoulders rose. “I am artiste.

I do not like to see a beautiful thing
destroyed. The feeling that your nice
lover has for you is a very beautiful
thing, a very sacred thing. You must

be careful. 1 do not ask how much you
have encouraged Romeo. A man does
not often go so far without some reason
for hope. Though he was of an ego-
But if your fiance believed
that even the least feeling for some other
man, even the excitement of playing
with a tiger like Carlisle, had troubled
your heart— well, you know him. That
beautiful trust he has for you would
have clouded, something would have
gone out of it, it would never have been
the same again.”

“Ought | to tell him?”
in a very low voice.

Madame de Lisle gave a gesture as
though dragging a madwoman from the
path of wild horses.

“Never, never that! You owe it to
him not to tell him. Let him be happy.
It is the only reparation that you can
make him.” With a sad little smile that
had on her face the effect of premature
wrinkles she went on: “Why did | do
it? 1 am artiste. And, besides, some-
times | like to do a kindness. It is a
luxury like any other. And'—once | had
a beautiful love of my own. It was
broken, it was smash’. This may be my
revenge—on Carlisle,” she added almost
in a whisper. “How he would hate to
know that I dip my fingers into the mis-
chief he tried to do—and make it right
again!”

Elise asked

H

P HINESE of the highest caste are very much opposed to the flapper styles for
Chinese girls in the United States, which, however, is not extraordinary, as

it would seem from

innumerable articles of protest from all parts of the United

States that many Americans feel much the same way about the flapper styles for

American girls in the United States.
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DARISIENNES have a new pastime which takes one back to the days of auto-
A graph albums and ghostly signatures, for this latest whim of the fair ones

of Paris is the collecting of prints—not finger prints, but kiss prints.
The victim is captured, his lips rouged; a kiss is then imprinted upon

they do it?

How do

the smooth, white page of an album, and signed.



The Closed Door

By John Fleming Wilson

LEFT the wredk in the last boat,”
I Gorham told me. “It was a very
dark and stormy morning and the
sea ran before the gale in great splashes
of akind of vivid, intense white. To the
east of us the California coast rose like
a shadow out of the spume and spin-
drift. And that woman sat beside me
on the thwart and clutched my arm with
a steady, relentless strength which af-
tfected me more than if she had
screamed.”

“1 never could understand that af-
fair,” 1 said. “Hatry Owen was not
only a seaman of ability and experience,
but the last man in the world to-——

Gorham sighed and lifted his tired
eyes to mine.

“1 have never appeared in the affair,
of course,” he remarked. “I was only
a passenger on the Shearwater. The
underwriters didn't go into the matter.”
My companion sighed again, staring at
me owlishly. He rubbed his great fore-
arm thoughtfully. “That woman's fin-
gers were set in my flesh, I tell you,
right through my jacket. And it was
precisely as if she were screaming. And
any minute | expected a sea to tumble
us all into Davy Jones' locker.”

“His wife?” I commented.

“Of course,” Gorham replied. *“So
she was— Captain Harry Owen’s wife
And although she had been married
to him six years she had never so much
as suspected, 1 think.”

“Suspected what?”

Gorham made a slight gesture of dis-
dain for my dullness.

“Who the other woman was.”

It was my turn to stare. Hadn't |
known Owen for years, been shipmate
with him, been his friend? And didn't

everybody know that after he married
pretty Sheila McTodd he never so much
as glanced at another woman?

“You mean to tell me that there was
another woman?” | demanded of Gor-
ham. Then something in the extraordi-
nary expression of his usually calm face
stopped me. “Then that explains——"

“Why the Shearwater was, in a way,
deliberately cast away,” he finished.

“Did you know the other woman?” |
asked.

He nodded.

“Did 1 know her?” | insisted

Gorham whispered a name and we
looked at each other intently, each wait-
ing for the other to speak.

“It is incredible!” | said finally, and
I walked to the window and stared out
into the rain that was lashing San Fran-
cisco. Then | turned on him fiercely.
“You don't know what you are saying!
I tell you Harry Owen, to my certain
knowledge, never so much as went to tea
with Kitty Melrose after he married

Sheila. And of all women to accuse of
being—of being*-— " I shook my fist
at Gorham.

He did not move.

“1 know!” he said quietly. “I tell you
I was there. She was the first woman
I saw when our boat finally reached the
Western Pacific and we were literally
dragged on board out of the boiling sea.
The instant | caught her eyes, | knew:
She was standing in a sheltered corner
of the deckhouse, her dark hair set with
pearls of spray and her lips parted in
a sort of childlike amazement. It was
exactly as if | had been working over a
puzzle for years and suddenly the miss-
ing bit popped up and completed it,
solved it.”
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I came back and sat down. | was
rather astonished at my own coolness.

“Kitty Melrose was the most charm-
ing girl 1 ever knew,” 1| remarked.
“Clean and fine and upstanding and will-
ful and witching.”

Gorham suddenly brought his great
palm down on the chair arm with a
mighty smack.

“Of course. We both knew her.
Half of us were in love with her. She
never looked at any of us. She was at

once our best of friends and yet aloof.
And of us all but one man touched that
secret spot which lies in every woman's
heart— and he went and married the Mc-
Todd girl. Nice enough, probably, and
all that; but not in Harry Owen'’s class
nor in Kitty Melrose's set. And Harry
Owen threw away the Sheanmter for
Kitty's sake.”

“But he hadn't met her
I persisted.

“Of course not!”
“He was in love with her. He didn't
even dare think of her. He had tied
himself up tight and fast to Sheila. You
remember his marriage?”

“1 was on the China coast at the time,”
I growled. “I heard some queer things
—which I didn't believe.”

“Right!” was his answer. “But we're
going to get this thing straight. The
world has forgotten the wreck of the
Shearwater and the mystery of it. But
you and | were Harry's friends. We
were Kitty's friends. And for the sake
of the two of them I'm going to tell you
the truth to-night. Then we are never
going to whisper so much as a word
all the rest of our lives. Some people
would misunderstand.”

He lighted his pipe deliberately and
stared into the grate a moment. Gor-
ham is noted in many ports for his mum-
ness, his almost savage insistence on
plain facts, his steady judgment. And
here he was talking of a mystery. | felt
the note of unsureness in his voice.

in years,”

Gorham retorted

“In a case like this,” he began, “I want
to go back a little and fix the facts we
both know, as a sort of starting point.
In the first place, Harry Owen was what
we call a gentleman, well bred, pretty
well educated, sent to sea as a stripling
to make a man out of him, as the phrase
runs. But one always saw him sooner
or later in the old crowd. The nice
crowd you and | knew when we were
younger. He got his papers easily
enough and gossip ran that he was go-
ing to stop ashore and be something in
the broking line. He spoke to me about
it one trip | made on the old City of
Peking. He thought it would be pretty
splendid to be a broker. He was tired
of the sea—it was no place for an am-
bitious man—a dog’s life.

“Well, he came home here to San
Francisco and played about for a couple
of months. Then old Ben Harris of-
fered him a good place in his business.
I thought it was settled. Harry was
oddly serious-minded about it. Then
he suddenly vanished—went off to sea as
chief officer of a freighter. You un-
derstand me? He fell in love with Kitty
Melrose and she refused him. Instead
of staying and sticking it out, Harry
threw up Ben Harris' offer and went
off. That's the time some of us re-
marked that Owen wasn’t the man we
thought him. We didn't know he was
in love with Kitty Melrose.”

“And he came back and married
Sheila McTodd. That was the end of
him socially,” I remarked. “And you

ask me to believe the unbelievable— that
a man in love with Kitty would marry
anybody else. You remember her? |
recall one evening | saw her standing in
the doorway of her father's house. |
came to the foot of the steps and looked
up. And with a perfectly simple and
unpremeditated motion she stretched out
both her arms, barring the doorway, her
firm hands resting on the lintels. 1 tell
you that that unconscious attitude made
me feel for an instant a chill, as if the
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guardian of paradise were barring it
to me.”

Gorham nodded.

“Exactly. We can both understand
Harry Owen's frame of mind. That he
was an ass is not to the point. Life
wasn’'t worth living without Kitty— so
he went to sea.”

“And married,” | murmured.

“Instead of getting properly drunk!”
was the brutal response.

| was scandalized, but my companion
would have none of my pleas for de-
cency.

“The young fellow was half crazed,”
he repeated, “so he went and married
Sheila McTodd. He went to sea the
day after the wedding. Some time later
I met him in Panama, and he was
barely civil. That same night | saw
him sitting at a greasy cafe table star-
ing into nothing, an empty glass in his
fist. The next day a skipper more than
half insinuated that Harry Owen was
going to the devil. So he did, for a
year. Then something bred in his bone
drew him back from the edge and began
to remold him. But, as a matter of fact,
no career was open to him, except to con
freighters back and forth on the Pacific.
He had had his chance and lost it.”

“When he lost Kitty Melrose.”

“When he married the McTodd girl,”
Gorham corrected me softly. Then he
went on: “His history was that of hun-
dreds of other seafaring men from that
time on; dogged, hard work, scanty sav-
ings and intervals when he had to tramp
the streets in search of a berth. But
he managed pretty well. He saved
money. He treated Sheila in an ex-
emplary manner. But he avoided all
contact with the old crowd; he was al-
most ferocious, at times, when one
caught him on the street and spoke of
former times. Yet all the while he was
working steadily upward. Then he hap-
pened on that salvage job of the Mary
Foster, and dumped fifteen thousand
dollars into Sheila's bank account. |

met him in Liverpool six months later.
He was embarrassed, as if he had no
business away from the Pacific. It ap-
peared he had a very good command
But he was going back to San Fran-
cisco, just the same-——

“Gave up his second chance in a big
line,” 1 interrupted.

Gorham nodded

“He couldn't stand it, you see. Kitty
was in California. He suffered the
agonies of the damned that night in a
little hotel near the landing stage— for
Harry Owen wanted to talk, to sit there
in that infinitely dingy room in that ill-
smelling hostel in Liverpool and tell
me the truth, the enormous and insur-
mountable fact of his existence, that he
loved Kitty Melrose; and he dared not.
But it showed on his face, white and
haggard under the tan; in his hard-
bitten lips and tense hands. He tossed
up his command and took a miserable
old tramp back to the Golden Gate
From that time on, he stayed in the
coastwise trade.

“Imagine to yourself,” Gorham went
on, “the manner of life the man led;
instead of getting drunk, he got himself
married, and so forever debarred from
seeing the one woman the world held for
him. He was constantly coming into
San Francisco and snatching at the pa-
pers to see whether Kitty was engaged,
or married; he was constantly leaving
the city, knowing that he could never
be anything in her splendid life.”

“Ah," I said, “ he talked at last, did
he?”

Gorham ignored my thrust.

“There was always Sheila, too. And
when 1 speak of her, of Harry Owen's
wife, | am on firmer ground. She made
a confidant of me; she used to visit my
office on some excuse or other and con-
clude by saying abruptly and bitterly, '1
suppose you won't tell-

“That was her complaint about life;
none of us who had been part of Harry's
old, youthful days could carry over,
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so to speak. She was forced to recog-
nize that, when he married her, he had
closed a door which she could not pry
open.”

Gorham tapped the hot ashes out of
his pipe thoughtfully.

“I don't profess to understand women,
but Sheila was angered by the indis-
putable fact of Harry Owen's faith-
fulness to his marriage vows. She
knew, as women do know those things,
that he was living up to some one else’s
standard. And try as she might, she
could never ascertain even so much as
the name of any woman with whom
her husband had been in love. She
knew he did not love her, nor ever had.

herself had put the puzzle in concrete
form for me.”

“You mean she told you Harry was in
love with another woman?” | demanded.

“Of course not—not in so many
words,” he returned. “But she had
made it clear enough that she thought
about it constantly. Naturally enough,
I felt there might be grounds—in the
event it proved she was right. But here
we come to the miracle of the whole
affair.”

Gorham stirred uneasily, lighted an-
other pipe, and stared at me intently.

“You are to keep in mind that, from
now on, 1 am telling you precisely what
passed under my own eyes, | am not

You see? He lived irrepr bly
and not for her. So, after she had cun-
ningly questioned me about Harry's
youth, she would say in her thin, plain-
tive voice: I suppose you won't tell '
| used to look at her in amazement.
She was so deplorably”— he sought for
the word hesitatingly, bashfully—
modest about it. 1 shudder when 1 think
how some women lay bare and open to
a passer-by the secrets, the petty ob-
scurities, of their lives.

“At last, Owen got the Shearwater.”

“You got it for him,” I remarked.

“1 helped” Gorham confessed. “I
couldn't bear to see our old chum han-
dling steam schooners and colliers in and
out of the harbor where we had had our
joyous and happy youth, while the rest
of us went ahead and kept up the old
associations and friendships and got a
taste of happiness. So | put in a word
for him with the owners and he took
over the old packet. She carried pas-
sengers, as you know, and he sat each
evening at the head of his table in the
saloon and chatted with people who ad-
mired his trim figure and address. Yet
you must understand that all this time
he never gave me a hint of the truth
I never knew or suspected that Kitty
Melrose had refused to marry him,
never dreamed that he loved her. Sheila

sitting in j I am expressing
no opinion and drawing no inferences.
As | told you, | left the Shearwater in
the last boat.”

“Go on,” I said. “I know nothing
about it—except that Owen went mad.
That is certain.”

The man opposite me cast his eyes
down.

“It was so reported,” he acknowl-
edged. “I beg of you to do as | am
doing—express no  opinion.” He
lifted his eye9 to mine. “I am not a
sentimentalist. But when a fact is cast
up at my feet like a bottle on the beach,
I accept it. Listen:

“The Shearwater was to sail from
San Francisco for San Pedro on la
Friday afternoon in January. In the
morning | found I had to go South and,
because the steamer would land me in
time for business on Monday morning,
| telephoned down for passage. A few
minutes before sailing time 1 arrived
at the pier and found Sheila there, too;
she was complaining bitterly about
something. | pulled up and would have
gone away, but she made a point of
my staying, wiped her eyes, and said in
a constrained way, ‘I'm going South this
trip with Harry.’

“He seemed struck dumb; she went
on to say she had arranged it with the
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port captain, and then began to fuss
about the cabin. She took something
from Owen's desk and put it in a rack
It was perfectly apparent that she had
never been in the cabin before. She said
as much.

“Of course, Harry had to go on the
bridge immediately. We sailed on the
dot. When we had passed Angel Island
he asked me to join him.

“ ‘1t will be a dirty trip," he said to me
composedly. ‘The barometer is jump-
ing and the Shearwater is heavily laden
I wish '

“He did not finish the sentence; but
I understood that he resented Sheila's
presence on his ship, in his cabin. We
passed on to other topics and so carried
on our conversation till we were well
abreast of Pigeon Point. It was already
blowing very heavily, in squalls, and the
sea was making fast. Just at dark
Harry suddenly interrupted his talk to
say, ‘Will you please find Sheila and
see that she has her dinner? | must
stay on the bridge all night.’

“So | went below and found Mrs.
Owen in the cabin, seated in a big
chair. She was seasick, she told me

quietly, when | had given her her hus-
band’s message. | went down and dined
by myself. After dinner | rejoined
Harry on the bridge. It was a very
nasty night indeed, and the old Shear-
water was making heavy weather of it.
| stayed an hour, and during that time
the Western Pacific, also southbound,
overhauled us and was swallowed up in
the darkness. She would reach San
Pedro twelve hours ahead of us.
“At last 1 turned in, only to
be aroused a few hours later by
a quartermaster with a summons to

the bridge. Harry Owen was there,
sheathed in oilskins, his sou'wester
pulled down over his eyes, his whole

form streaming with brine.
“‘Look! he bawled in my ear, and
I looked.
“Far away and to

leeward rockets

were going up, throwing a dim reful-
gence against the overcast sky.
“‘It's the Western Paci

he told

me quietly. ‘She tried to cut corners
and, | suppose, broke her propeller
shafts.’ "

Gorham glanced at me.

“As a matter of fact that was what
had happened. But Owen seemed rather
at a loss

“‘I've got to go in and stand by,
he said. ‘That goes without saying.
But she’s within six miles of the rocks
and the Shearwater can't tow her out
against this gale, and the notion of
transferring passengers is hopeless.’

“‘What kind of line have you—the
best?’ I demanded.

“The chief mate answered that ques-
tion. The Shearwater had a new, nice,
sweet, ten-inch manila. It might do.

“‘We’ll run in and have a look-see,
anyway,’ said Harry in something of
his old manner.

“So we ran in and a ticklish job it
was. But presently we were within a
quarter of a mile of the disabled steam-
ship and the wireless got busy. The
Western Pacific wanted to be towed out
of danger—a matter of forty miles.
Transferring anybody was out of the
question, for the sea was terrific. No
boat could live in Both captains were
pretty anxious. Finally Owen ran the
Shearwater right up under the lee of
the Western Pacific and threw his
searchlight on her. She was all right,
sea anchor out and riding fairly easily.
But when Harry Owen laid down his
binoculars he was a different man.
I know now what he saw. He made
no further demur about attempting a
tow and we spent an hour passing our
new line, fixing chafing gear and so on

“It was none of my business, you
understand

“We picked up our tow and started
out. Within fifteen minutes I compre-
hended, though not a word was said,
that we had tried an impossibility. The




58 Ainslee’s

Shearwater was too old; she wasn't up
to towing a six-thousand tonner against
sea and gale. Her wooden topsides
were rotten. We could barely steer
her. Then word came to the bridge
that the hawser was pulling the after
deck to bits. Harry Owen listened and
then stared out over the sea, running
with a brisk, ugly weight before the
wind. He went aft and | joined him.
The Shearwater was so built that the
only place to take the line to was a small
windlass directly in front of the steer-
ing gear, consequently the great strain-
ing hawser was slowly, but surely, tear-
ing out the entire structure that held the
leaping rudderhead and the quadrants.

“You've got to let her go, sir, said
the mate, showing an anxious face. |
shall never forget the queer pallor of his
countenance under the dim light of the
lantern on the deckhouse wall.

“Owen looked at him fixedly a mo-
ment. Then he said, just as | am speak-
ing now, ‘Take the hawser around the
after deckhouse, mister.’

“The mate gaped at him. But Owen'’s
eyes never wavered. The order was
obeyed, though it took an hour, during
which sea after sea came aboard the
old Shearwater and the Western Pacific
began frantic speech by wireless. How-
ever, the job was done.

“From now on the Shearwater was,
you understand, almost helpless. It was
cruel work and, at last, Harry Jiimself
took the wheel. Ten-inch lines, no mat-
ter how good they are, can't stand up
under such a strain as was inevitably
put on ours. But Owen deliberately
sacrificed his own vessel to save the
Western Pac

“I heard he went mad,” | murmured.

Gorham lighted another pipe

“Get this into your head: the big
liner was on a lee shore, no help in
sight; she Would have gone on the rock
in an hour had it not been for the
Shearwater. But twenty miles south
she wogld have been'safe. Tugs were

coming to her assistance. It was that
twenty miles Owen was trying to make.”

“He was mad to try it,” | said. “No
seaman with freight and passengers is
justified in wrecking his own ship that
way. And you tell me——— "

“The chief officer and the engineer
came to me about it,” Gorham went on.
“That was their idea— that Harry Owen
was mad. The Shcarzvater was being
picked apart by the seas, as a boy pulls
a toy to bits. In fact, when they finally
appealed to me— after a deadly scene on
the bridge—it looked very much as
though we would be lucky to get to
port ourselves without assistance. |

recall that as we talked, down in the
engineer's cabin in full sight of the
trampling engines, our voices were
mournfully muffied. | was Harry

Owen's oldest friend, they told me,
while the combers boomed and crashed
overhead. It was my business to bring
him to his senses.”

“Did they really think he was mad?”
| demanded.

Gorham puffed at his pipe slowly.
Then he rose and went to his port-
manteau and fumbled around a little
and came back with a bit of soiled,
flimsy paper

“They had this,” he explained. “The
wireless man had brought it to the chief
and it put them all in a blue funk.” He
spread the paper out on his great knee
and read it thoughtfully. “Harry sent
it as a message while we were making a
fresh hitch for the hawser.”

Gorham handed it to me with a ges-
ture, as if to say: “You see what we
were confronted with.”

I read that little sheet, written in
Harry Owen’s bold script. It was brief.
Then | laid it. on the table.

“And what did Sheila have to say?”
I asked.

“She knew nothing about that mes-
sage,” he responded. “Nor did she
know much about what was going on.
| went in to see her several times. She
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sat in a big chair fastened to the deck
in Harry's cabin and stared at me out
of her cold, shallow eyes.”

“Did nobody else go to her?” I in-
quired. “I'd have thought the chief
officer—e—"

“The chief officer had had enough in
the wheelhouse,” Gorham replied. “He
came out like a man in a daze; but he
did his duty like a man. No idle hands
on the Shearwater that night!”

“But what did they make out of that
message?” | insisted. “You tell me
they went to you as a final resort, to
ask you to bring Harry Owen to his
proper senses. What did they make out
of that wireless he sent ?"

Gorham peered at me.

“What would you make out of it?”

I thought this over. Now that the
story was plain in my mind, | could
easily interpret that short, strange mes-
sage. But what would | have made
of it, seated on a lounge in sight of
swiftly moving engines, with the boom
of a tempest roaring overhead and only
this faintest of glimmers to light up the
darkness in the soul of a man who was
ruthlessly carrying me to destruction?
I shook my head

Gorham went on composedly:

“At dawn we still had six miles to
drag the Western Pacific. The line still
held, because of Owen's extraordinary
seamanship. That was his hold on his
crew. | am convinced that no other
man afloat could have kept his men at
work as Harry did. And what work!

“The gale had piled up a sea that
ran irresistibly from horizon to horizon,
which lifted the Shearwater up to dizzy
heights, flung her savagely to one side,
dropped her into vast hollows that re-
sounded like caverns. And as the ves-
sel disintegrated under our feet, we
patched her up. 1 tell you we labored
like men possessed to keep that wretched
old packet alive, to keep her going— to
keep the steady pull on the hawser that

meant safety for those hundreds on the
liner. Yet no help came. The car-
penter reported'three feet of water in
the hold, seams opening up in the
wooden topsides, beams buckling be-
low under the terrific strain.

“The gale died slowly. At noon it
was a breeze; then it shifted to a brisk
offshore wind and the Western Pacific,
as jaunty as ever, signaled she was all
right. The wireless reported that within
a couple of hours all kinds of assistance
would arrive. And before the final
cheering message had come our engines
suddenly stopped. The Shearwater was
sinking, and sinking fas