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The Love Game
By OLIVE WADSLEY

ONE lives and learns. And all 
sorts of learning go to make 
up a living, specially a girl’s. 

Extra bits are thrown in if the girl 
happens to be pretty, and extra special 
bits if she happens to be entirely on 
her own, I can vouch for this ; I belong 
to that last-mentioned class.

To ask for sympathy is inexpedient; 
to expect to get it at all is young and 
pathetic and idiotic. I do not want it—  
now.

Right at the beginning I had no 
tragic background to use, as it were, 
as a jumping-off board. Most un
sheltered girls can do the eye-lash 
trick to the whimper of cruel parents, 
a hard home life, misunderstanding, 
a*d so forth and so on, to weariness.

I could not have done it for the sim
ple reason that I had endured no early 
hardships, and also I cannot be 
bothered to lie unnecessarily. There 
are so many really important occa
sions when a lie is vital to success 
that I should never dream of making 
a talent a threadbare drudge. This 
may be unmoral, but it is sense.

As I have said, my background was 
quite ordinary and kindly; at any rate 
no one could call carelessness of life a 
harsh thing when it merely took the 
form of free and easy expenditure, 
free and easy hospitality, free and 
easy everything, I think, looking back.

My mother died w'hen Denning and 
I were kids; Denning, whose real 
name is Darrington, was twelve, and 
I was ten. My father was, quite 
simply, a sport and nothing else. It’s 
odd how often people who have always 
taken the sporting chance leave a 
somewhat unsporting one behind

Cecilia mas no saint.

them when they die, for their chil
dren !

Father had been a cheery liver and 
he died taking a fence, which pleased 
him on the whole, but proved bad luck

$



4 THE LOVE GAME

for Denning and me, because bunting 
accidents had not been included in his 
life insurance policy.

Denning had just left school, and 
after the wind-up decided that we 
must migrate to London.

I don’t know why, but I have never 
managed to be really fond of my only 
brother. He is abominably clever, 
though he seems guileless. His appear
ance helps him, he is pale and thin and 
not very tall, and has a most gentle 
voice, and incidentally, the most 
vicious vocabulary I have ever heard.

"W hat are we to do?” I remember 
saying to him in the shabby bedroom 
of the second-rate hotel where we 
were staying.

Denning laughed softly, lit a ciga
rette and said:

“ I have a scheme on. You’ll he all 
right, Cis. You can hang on here; I'll 
send some funds when I get ’em.”

“And if you don’t?” I asked, light
ing a cigarette, too.

“Good Lord,” he said lightly, 
“you’ve got looks; you’re not so much 
a child now. Get hold of a man, my 
dear; marry him. It’s all your sort 
can do.”

He came and sat down on the bed 
beside me.

“Look here, Cis,” he said in his low, 
attractive voice, "get this drilled into 
you. Looks can do anything for a girl, 
if she has the sense to use ’em. You're 
not a fool; look how mad that silly 
Wilmington was about you down at 
Tenbury; you know how to put the 
‘come-hither’ on a man. Use your 
head.”

He looked into my eyes, smiling a 
little.

“Get me?” he added, rising and 
laughing again.

"I  suppose so,” I said carelessly.
That was not really true. I was 

rather bewildered; I did not under

stand clearly, but I' hated to seem a 
fool before Denning.

To say that about him somehow de
scribes him ; he was just that, the type 
of map before whom one hates to 
seem a fool! And that type is generally 
suavely clever, utterly selfish, quite 
ruthless, and never, save on the rarest 
occasions, discourteous. Denning had 
all those qualities.

Father had called him a “close one,”  
but he had been proud of him because 
he-could ride straight, and never lost 
his nerve.

When he said good-by to me before 
departing to develop his “scheme,” he 
said:

“Play up, Cis, for God’s sake. We 
really are dashed down oh our luck. 
There’s all I ean spare. Don’t spend it 
on food if you can help it. You needn’t, 
y’know. You can rope in lunches and 
dinners and suppers, off some man, 
surely. What about that barrister boy 
you had on a string last night? He’s 
good enough for a few free feeds, I 
should think.”

He ran down the steps, and waved 
as he turned away.

I watched him, wondering how he 
seemed to outsiders. He walked easily, 
and he looked smart, he had a certain 
air despite his thinness. He hailed a 
taxi and I saw his profile, pale, disin
terested, self-possessed. Then he van
ished, and I was left to digest his ad
vice.

I had all the day until dinner time 
in which to meditate.

This is the way one meditates at 
eighteen when one is out to live and 
has no special talent, and has been 
advised to exploit one’s self.

First, I hated Denning for his 
beastly advice.

Secondly, I was somehow pleased 
that he seemed to think I had looks 
enough to be worth while.
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Thirdly, I was afraid, and it wasn’t 
a fear of something I knew, for if I 
wasn't ignorant of life, I was whitely 
innocent of all the evil of It then, and 
the idea that through my looks I had 
to win power, made me feel a little 
breathless, a little ashamed. It was 
that sort of fear.

Lastly, it all seemed a game, and 
because I knew it was a fifth rate sort 
of one, I defiantly ignored that knowl
edge.

Besides, what assets, other than 
myself, had’ I with which to set .about 
making a career?

I had had no training save that the 
circumstances of birth gave you, and 
that very sort debarred vast then, in 
my ignorance, from going out as a 
servant, or going into a shop.

About the only two careers open to 
the uneducated, penniless and pretty 
are the stage or— not the stage,

So there you are.
I could not have said that at 

eighteen; looking back, I know it has 
a certain truth.

Lots and lots of girls and women 
w ii ery out at this, I am sure, but I 
suggest, before they hurl condemna
tion, that they picture themselves 
nearly penniless, quite alone save for 
the help (?) of a rotter, quite useless, 
quite untrained, with just as much 
moral sense as other girls, and quite 
as keen a horror of sin; and absolutely 
no idea of what to do, or how to set 
about the study of that branch of 
learning.

Let them he alone in a shabby hotel 
with no friends, no scrap of help, and 
just a rotter’s advice to go on: “Use 
your looks!”

I wonder how many of them 
would have obtained a living wage in 
some employment, or have done as I 
did— played up!

I had just a few pounds, and I tried

to get a job at first, and I couldn’t. I 
tried everything at last, but “no ex
perience” seems as- final a death blow 
to an appointment as a ton weight en 
a human being’s head!

I used to meet Balliol Franks at 
dinner each night; he sat next to me.

He had a face rather like a satyr; 
his eyes were amber between very 
black lashes, and wide open, and bril
liant; his hair was black and thick and 
bushy, and his underlip, very thin and 
mobile, projected a little.

He had good manners, and nice 
clothes, wit and devilishness. All toe 
world was his oyster, and he haeked at 
ft from sheer diabolical vitality.

I don’t believe he cared who paid 
for his pleasure as long as he took it ; 
he was quite ruthless, a little feline in 
his ways.

I liked his acid wittiness, and be 
liked my looks.

He said one evening in the silly ‘  
little conservatory, with its dustiness 
and its paper plants, or India rubber 
(me, and its smell of cigar smoke, and 
the dinner:

“ D’you know, your skin is like a 
cream rosebud, like the leaves that are 
wrapped tightly round the neart of it, 
if you tear off the outer ones.”

I smiled' at him through the ciga
rette haze, and said:

“ Go on.”
“ Thanks,” he said deliberately, “ I 

wiH. Your hair is rather aHuring; it's 
odd hair, in a way, it’s so fine and yet 
so thick, and I imagine you take a 
deuce of a time doing it, and are in
ordinately pleased with it. One rather 
wants— ” he leant forward suddenly; 
“ one rather wants, little Cecilia, with* 
out the Saint before it!— to take it in 
one’s hands.”

He wae smiling the satyr smile, and 
I was wondering if he meant to take 
me out to dinner the next day; cash

i
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was very low, and employment regis
try offices nearly exhausted.

"Your eyes,”  he said after a pause, 
“are just gray, but so damned attrac
tive because their lightness is ringed 
with sheer black lashes. Oh, yes, you 
are pretty enough, and it’s quite wise 
of you to smile with that mouth of ̂  
yours, for in repose it droops a little 
at the corners. Why ?”

"L ife ’s so dull, perhaps?” I sug
gested.

His eyes glittered.
“ It needn’t be,” he said, " I  can give 

yoa rather a good time, if you care 
for that sort of thing. Like to do a 
dinner and show tomorrow evening?”

Here was my dinner for nothing 1
"Thanks very much,” I said.
"Right, meet me at— ” he hesitated, 

then added swiftly, “no, be at the 
Carlton at seven, inside.”

I felt excited all next day, it wasn’t 
•for a dinner I was getting, it was 
amusement, and feeling alive, and I 
was deadly sick of registry offices and 
buses, and seeing myself in shop win
dows where every woman, I should 
think, looks her plainest.

I don’t know what there is about a 
strip of glass between two great 
spaces of crammed goods, but I do 
know that one glimpse of opeself is a 
nightmare, and I’ve always noticed 
every shop glass has the same effect!

Visions of myself at the Carlton 
weri more satisfactory.

I felt deadly shy as I waited, and 
every woman, girl seemed smarter.

1 had never been in a night club 
to Mne before, or ever at all to the 
Carlton.

1 told Balliol Franks so, and he 
screwed up his eyes and laughed and 
said: "So much the better! My luck is 
in.”

We talked of hundreds of things 
during dinner; and the people, the

women in lovely gowns, the leisured- 
looking, well groomed mao, the pink 
and gold and white scheme of decora
tion, aU helped to make me feel ex
cited.

The luxury of it alt went to my 
head.

Balliol Franks said suddenly:
"How on earth do you live?”
I stared at him.
"H ow ?” I echoed.
"Y es. D ’you work, or have you an 

income, or what?”
Denning flashed into my brain for 

no reason, the sort of answer he would 
have made.
. "Oh, what, I think,”  I said gaily, 

meeting his eyes and laughing. 
“ Which means?” he persisted.
And suddenly I felt a  queer little 

fear.
“Oh, there’s my brother Denning,” 

I said, trying to speak carelessly, ’"and 
— and my father left us something, of 
course.”

" I  see. I only wondered.”
He leaned forward again:
" I  didn’t mean to seem impertinent

ly curious, but when one’s interested, 
y ’know—  And I should hate for you to 
be bothered. If ever you were, I hope 
you’d come to me.”

"Thank you,” I murmured. 
Denning had apparently, for once, 

spoken the unvarnished truth when he 
had said that it was “easy for a girl 
with looks” to live.

In the taxi, on the way to the thea
ter, Balliol Franks said:

"Cold?” sliding an arm behind me 
to close the window.

The play was very good; I laughed 
at it.

“ I love to see you laugh,” Balliol 
Franks said; "you seem as if you 
‘laughed life’ ; it’s so effortless and 
young, and somehow vital!”

On the way home he held my hand.
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I let him; it was fair payment, and I 
knew I should have to let him kiss 
me. After all he had given me a dinner 
and a show, and I wanted another if 
I were not to be stony before Denning, 
whose address was undiscoverable, 
came back!

He did kiss me, and it was rather a 
bore, and I hated it feebly.

But when he said:
“What are you doing tomorrow at 

lunch time?” I knew I meant to go out 
with him.

“ Meet me at the Temple,” he said.
It was rather an adorable day, an 

early summer day of lilac and laburn
um, and acacia trees in the park, and 
when I passed girls walking together 
and laughing, I wished I were npt 
alone, nor going out to lunch, and that 
kisses had not to take the place of 
money in my life.

I felt horrible lonely, and the sum
mer day seemed so care-free, and I 
thought of all the people who were 
getting happily, gloriously married 
that day, or who were properly looked 
after and loved at home. I wondered 
miserably if I could get on to the 
stage. It's so easy for “stars” to write 
and talk about work, and only “work,” 
counting in an actress’s success, but 
there does seem to be a few girls who 
manage to live awfully comfly and 
happily, and who do not belong to the 
ranks of sweated labor!

I thought if I had two pounds a 
week I should be so happy, I should 
never bother any more.

The Temple was the queerest, most 
attractive place I had ever seen.

It is dark, and has the most awful 
litt’e cork-screw staircases, and leaded 
windows, and old, old, oak-panelled 
rooms.

At least Balliol Franks’ rooms were 
oak-panelled and below, if you leaned 
out of the window, a lilac tree tossed

and fluttered, and there was a garden 
all green and gold and exquisite.

“ Here, in the midst of buses and 
business, and noise and dust!” I said,

“ Yes,” he said, coming and stand
ing beside me, “here, as you say, in the 
midst of dust and noise. The garden’s 
rather like you in a man’s life, what 
you might oe, if you were loved, don’t 
you know!” he said; he was laughing, 
but his eyes were not.

He kissed me again at the door, and 
then went out to lunch.

And then at lunch he talked about 
the idiocy of marrying.

“ It stands to reason,” he said light
ly, “ that once two people are tied up 
together, they will get sick of each

Ba&iol Frank* had money out
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other. How can they help it ? How can 
you go on wanting a thing you pos
sess? Marriage is a hopeless muddle 
for modern people.” *

“ I shall never marry,” he told me 
emphatically, and he added, his satyr 
face suddenly, wickedly amused: “I  
shall love instead.”

W e sat in the sweet garden after
wards. and I wondered whether I 
should ask his help about the stage; 
he had spoken to an actress, a very 
well known one in the restaurant.

I did ask his help and he looked at 
me between half-shut eyelids and 
said:

'TU see what I can do. I’ll have a 
suggestion of sorts to make fairly 
soon, I dare say; I know Carton, the 
big manager.”

Then he talked poetry and quoted 
to me. The poem began:

Crimson nor yellow roses.
Nor the savour of the mounting sea, 
Are worth the perfume I adore—
That clings to thee . '. .

And there was another, by whom I 
forget, but I remember some lines of 
it:

Catch me, then, close to your heart,
Whose throbs break like great waves on 

mine;
Blind my eyes with your maddening hair, 
And forget with, me all but just this:
The beat of the blood, and the burn of the 

kiss. . . .

He had a low voice, and it sounded 
beautiful as he spoke of poetry, and 
he said very quickly, very suddenly: 

"I t  is like that, your pale gold, silky 
hair, maddening, adorable.”

We walked together from the gar
den into a narrow passage, which led 
out into the street. In the dimness 
Balliol Franks bent back my head 
and kissed my lips once. No other man 
had kissed me until then.

He released me as swiftly and bade 
me good-by quite casually.

8
I went to a registry office to see if 

anyone would engage me as a govern
ess.

Two women interviewed me, and 
one said: “Not been out before!” as if 
I were a dangerous freak, and the 
other said with a laugh:

“Too dangerous, my dear. I want a 
girl for use, not ornament.”

So I walked back to the hotel in 
South Kensington and counted up my 
remaining money; it did not take long.

Denning, the undiscoverable, had 
said: “Get some man to marry you,” 
at first, and had said at last: “ Get 
some man to feed you.”

Balliol Franks had done the latter 
at any rate; there, seemed nothing for 
it but to encourage his generosity.

“And where is it going to end T’ I 
asked myself, sitting before my mir
ror, powdering my face.

My eyes gazed back at me question- 
ingly.

He did not mean to marry me; he 
had said all he had said about mar
riage in order to make me very sure 
on that point.

My face flushed very deeply as I 
remembered his kiss upon my lips.

Ken Wilmington, whom Denning 
had mentioned, had been the vicar’s 
son at home. He had told me once that 
the lips of the woman a man loved 
were the gates of Paradise to him.

Ken had really loved me despite 
his people’s opposition, and his youth 
(he was only twenty) and his penni- 
lessness.

He had never once kissed me 
though, or touched me, or said odd, 
suggestive things.

That was why now I knew he had 
loved me.

“The gates of Paradise!”
But no woman’s Kps are that save 

to her own soul’s lover.
To other men, I suppose, they are
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Cecilia lived on her looks and wit.

justlhe entrance to a vaudeville, shall 
I say, or— no, I won’t say it.

At dinner that night Balliol Franks 
was absorbed, almost sulky; he
scarcely noticed me.

For three days he went on like that, 
and though I laughed, I knew' it mat
tered to me.

It hurt my vanity horribly, and be
sides, no one else wanted to take me 
out, and Denning never wrote, so it 
frightened me a little too.

And then, on Sunday, quite early, 
he came and knocked at my door.

“I want you to come out,” he said. 
“ I've got a car. Do come.”

It was another gorgeous day, a 
silky, soft wind, aM scented, and splen
did sunshine, and that fed  of life be
ing lovely and very keen in the air.

Balliol Franks told me the car was 
hia own.

“ I'm only living at this hotel place 
while a house I inherited is being got 
ready,”  he added carelessly.

So I knew he was rich.
We raced out into the country, and 

happiness seemed to race with us; at 
least I felt as if it did. Worries didn’t 
matter any more, and Balliol Franks 
was no longer sulky, and one day more 
was provided for, and perhaps there 
would be a letter from Denning to
morrow.

We lunched on Banstead Downs, 
amongst the gorse and waving brae’ - 
en; we found a little clearing where 
the grass was dry and tufty, and Ball
iol unpacked the hamper. There were 
champagne and sandwiches, and fruit 
and a chocolate cake.

When we had finished, Balliol lay 
back and smoked and talked poetry 
again, lovely stuff that made my heart 
beat a little, I don’t know why.
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I asked him if he had met his 
friend, the theater manager.

He said:
“ Oh yes. By the way, he’s to be at 

my house this evening. It’s nearly- 
finished. He wants to suggest a 
scheme to you. Will you come ? We can 
drive straight there after tea.”

I could have sung for joy.
“Rather,” I said, “of- course I’ll 

come.”
“Little sport*” he murmured, and 

he told me that I was “lovely enough 
to sin for.”

We had tea at Ripley in an old, old 
inn where Nelson used to go and meet 
Lady Hamilton.

Balliol Pranks told me about them, 
and then went on and talked of other 
lovers, watching me through the pale- 
blue cigar smoke.

As we drove back the evening was 
falling like lovely colored veils, each 
fainter colored than the last.

People were starting for church; 
all the bells seemed pealing as we 
drove into London.

That old sense of loneliness caught 
me again.

“Are you ever lonely?” I asked 
BaMiol, and he turned so swiftly that 
his face nearly touched mine.

“Are you?” he asked, almost in a 
whisper.

“Oh dreadfully,” I said, and I 
caught his arm in my hands, “so lone
ly I feel as if— as if all the world were 
against me.”

He did not draw his face away.
“So lonely are you?” he said, and 

his teeth showed in a smile, for a sec
ond. “Poor, little, lonely, loveless kid j”

His house was somewhere near 
Grosvenor Square, in Mount Street or 
Brook Street, one of those unostenta
tious, so expensive places, where 
houses, however small, mean fortunes. 
Ladders webe roped against the little

balcony behind which the windows 
were open.

Balliol Franks opened the door with 
a latchkey and held it for me to pass 
in before him.

The hall was narrow and high, and 
the walls were covered with a sort of 
goldenly shining linen stuff.

“ This way,” he said, seizing my 
hand and running upstairs. He took 
me into the room with the open win
dows, and it was quite lovely.

There were masses of flowers, a 
piano, a.gorgeous mirror, circular, in 
a frame of silver and mother o’ pearl.

“Like it here?” Balliol Franks ask
ed me.

“Yes, it’s beautiful. Will your 
friend be long ?”

Balliol laughed and sat down beside 
me suddenly on the gray couch with 
its masses of golden colored cushions.

“ Cecil,”  he said, ‘^don’t be obvious, 
little girl, and pretend to be dense. 
You’re too lovely to be stupid; though, 
by gad, I think one would even risk 
stupidity to possess you. But I know 
you aren’t thank Heaven. Cecil, we 
stand a chance of happiness we two. 
I ’ve money and brains; you’ve loveli
ness and I adore you. I think you like 
me, too. What have you to say about 
it? I’ll settle so much on you, of 
course. I’ll play the game— ”

And suddenly he took me wholly 
in his arms and kissed me until the 
kisses were pain, they were so hard, 
so relentless.

He released me and laughed breath
lessly.

“You lovely thing,” he said in a 
whisper, “so white, so devilish sweet, 
so hesitant— ”

I got to my feet.
“ I don’t mean to stay,” I said faint

ly.
He laughed again and caught me in 

his arms, bending my head back
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against his shoulder, kissing my 
throat.

“Doesn’t that thrill you?” he said 
hoarsely. “ I mean to waken you, Ce
cil. I adore you, do you hear? We're 
utterly alone, the place is empty. Don’t 
be afraid of m e!”

I thrust him back, .stammering, 
nearly crying.

“I— I hate you,” I gasped.
“ What?” he shot at me.
“It’s true. I hate you— I was hard 

up— I had to eat, to live, I let you kiss 
jtne—

His face was very ugly, his eyes 
glittered at me.

“Go on,”  he said.
“You said you would help me— ”
He burst out laughing noisily.
“So you meant to get all you could 

without paying?”
I was at the door; he came over to 

me in a flash and I ran down the stairs 
and tugged at the latch in the hall.

I pulled the door jvide just as his 
arms closed on me.

Someone was passing; he had re
leased me before they could see and 
had vanished into the obscurity of the 
hall.

His voice followed me out:
“You little rotter!”
I ran on and on, and came to the 

park.
His words burnt in my brain.
If I was a little rotter, I was out un

der the sky; even if I was lonely, I was 
free.

II

IT’S extraordinary what an awful 
thing the mere fact that one has 

to live, can become! It seems such an 
effortless affair, but the toil necessary 
to keep that effort in existence is lim
itless ! Even to wake up in the morning

seems a sin when you have no money. 
And then one has a ghastly habit of 
feeling very hungry, when you have 
no right at all to any food, seeing you 
cannot possibly pay for it, and to take 
what is not yours, is stealing.

There are stacks of scarcely cheer
ing little problems like the theft one 
to be faced, when you are without a 
cent, and have no friends, and are 
young, and have already been forced 
to realize there is a life in which you 
need not labor at a ll; indeed so toil- 
free is this existence that it is unnec
essary to exercise your conscience 
even to the extent of wondering if 
posses one!

Another thing which arrests your 
attention is the tremendous quickness 
with which, once you are on your own, 
you learn. All sorts of knowledge, all 
sorts of information, all sorts of peo
ple. You take them like studies.

'A t  eighteen I had “known” nothing, 
six months later I knew everything, 
from others’ lives.

One man taught me I was afraid to 
be really bad; one woman taught me 
how hard it is to be really good when 
you love, and shouldn’t ; and my broth
er, who had the brain of a criminal, 
and the face of a tired angel, taught 
me a creed which held no mercy, and 
enunciated the maxim; never pay 
yourself, if you can get somebody else 
to pay for you.

“ It is the best motto in the world,”  
he said gently, “ stick to it, Cis, and 
you’ll never starve.”

He had been absent since our fath
er’s death “on a scheme” as he ex
pressed it, and he sat and told me his 
plans in the same bed-sitting-room in 
the cheap hotel in which, before his 
departure, he had advised me to trade 
on my looks.

I reminded him of that.
“Well ?” he said, “ I was quite right,
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wasn't I? You are still here. I eoa- - 
elude you showed sense.”

"I  learned to feel ashamed in
stead,”  I told him, them I caught his 
arm suddenly, and said:

“ Denning, be a sport and help me. 
It’s so easy for a man to live; it’s 
only girls who never stand a chance.”

“ Rot,”  he said, “ you've got no nerve. 
No clever woman ever pays in full; 
therein lies her cleverness! The war 
cry of your sort, my dear, is 'get ev
erything, give nothing.’ Play up to it.”

"It’s a fair one, I think,”  I said 
stingingly, “judging by the only two 
men I’ve known well, yourself and the 
man who told me he didn't want to 
marry me, but loved me!”

Denning laughed again, then said , 
abruptly:

“ Any old way, you will have to man
age on your own, Cis. I can’t trail you 
about with me. And I’m off tomor
row.”

He gave me a fiver, and went, just 
as he said.

I paid it to the hotel proprietress, 
all but ten shillings, and went out and 
walked to Oxford Street: I went to 
see the woman who had told me how 
hard it was to be good when you loved.

She was a divorcee.
Her husband had married her when 

he had been forty and she seventeen, 
and taken her to India; he was in the 
Civil Service there.

They went'first to a place where 
their bungalow was the only house, 
and they the only white people for 
about forty miles.

Carmen told me that she used to 
listen to the silence until she thought 
she would go mad with sorrow.

Her husband was away nearly all 
day, hearing the native cases and 
when he came home, after the first 
year, he began to drink too much.

And that was aH her life—loneli-:

ness and drink aiid silence?—until a 
man called Maynard came up as sub. 
He was twenty-three, and he was just 
young and alive and happy. He and 
Carmen fell in love and ran away, and 
Carmen’s husband divorced her. Then, 
while "she and Owen Maynard waited 
for the decree to be made absolute, 
he caught fever and died in her arms, 
his head upon her heart.

After that she just called herself by 
his name. She had a tiny fiat over a 
china shop, and the noise of the buses 
was deafening sometimes and the dust 
came in rather a lot.

Carmen had scarcely any money, 
but the flat was furnished with lovely 
chintz covers on the chairs and sofa 
and there were generally flowers 
about, lots o f them, and it was all 
comfy— the chairs were and the tea 
was, and the place was, somehow.

I said so and Carmen smiled at me 
with her lips, the sort o f smile which 
does not mean amusement, but under
standing. This tifne the understanding 
was cynical.

“ I’ve got to live, you see,”  she said; 
she has a drawling, very pretty voice, 
"and all men like to be comfortable. 
Marriage would be an easier thing if 
all wives remembered that!”

She smiled at me again.
“ I wonder if I know what you’re 

thinking ?”  she asked me. “ If you are, 
it’s not quite right. I loved Owen, I 
love him still; I believe in my grave I 
shall know that, but— one has to live. 
And Kendrick Watts brings me books, 
takes me to the theater, dines m e; he 
is bored with his life, and here he can 
meet a pal and we can make up a four, 
and he needn’t dress for dinner. He’s 
selfish, not unkindly, he only likes me 
well, and knows he need not stand on 
ceremony with me. Winton sends me 
game and fruit from his place. He can 
come and talk to me, and he knows I
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shan't let him down over his confi
dences or at bridge. And so on and so 
forth. Anyone could think the worst; 
most would— but it wouldn’t be true. 
Men are what you make them, when 
you are over thirty, Cecil— what you 
let them be, before.”

I told her all about my brother and 
his rottenness. She seemed neither 
surprised nor shocked, but she said:

“ If you can’t get a job, don’t go 
without meals; always come here. I 
can manage that sort of thing for you. 
I’ll love to.”

I didn’t get a job, and I used to go 
to the flat for rare meals, but never 
unless I really didn’t know what to do.

I got work at last, in a shop, a 
huge drapery place.

I was in the perfume department. It 
doesn’t sound hard, I know, but at the 
end of the first week I felt so tired, I 
never wanted to get out of bed again. 
I spent my first Sunday in sleeping* 
and when I had to turn out at eight 
o'clock on Monday morning I felt as 
if I really wanted to begin undressing 
again and just curl up, and feel the 
glorious blessedness of sleep drifting 
over me. I stuck to that work all 
though May and June; and Denning 
never wrote, never sent me a sou, and 
so I left the hotel and got a tiny room 
in a little street in Pimlico.

We had a half-holiday on Satur
days, and I used to dress then in one 
of the dresses I had had at home and 
go off to Carmen’s flat.

It was there, on a Saturday, that I 
met Derry Keene.

He was Irish, and thirty-five, and 
fascinating and rich, and I was Irish 
too, and just eighteen and impression
able, and lonely, and dreadfully poor.

Easy game!
Not quite fair game.
I think he did fall in love with m e; 

I think I did with him— it is so diffi

cult to say what real love is, or isn’t. 
Love comes more easily into your 
heart when you are very lonely— I do 
know that. And does eighteen know 
what love means, after all? You think 
you do, and it means all the world, 
gloriously, then— but afterwards?

Derry Keene enjoyed life as he found it.

Anyway I believed I loved Derry, 
and I did love his bigness and fairness, 
his blue eyes that laughed, his gener
osity and gaiety. He had dear-darling 
ways with him; he treated me like a 
child, while he strove to make me 
love like a woman. He could be so 
young himself; he had imagination, 
that happiest gift, and understanding, 
too.

He did nothing, except enjoy life as 
he found it.

I don’t believe anyone tried to resist 
liking him. He was the sort everyone, 
man, and woman, and child, and dog 
likes, and the queerest thing about it 
all was that he was so deadly honor
able in his dishonor. I have often won
dered since, if that is a trait many
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men possess. I am inclined to believe 
it is. I believe, I mean, that it is abso
lutely possible for a man to be straight 
in his life and crooked in his love.

But, oh! that summer when I 
worked all day in the scent store, and 
met Derry in the evening, and was 
motored out into the country, where 
we picnicked in the moonlight, when 
Derry kissed me good-night on my 
lips, and was as tender over me as if 
I were indeed a little child.

I remember the evenings now, the 
sweet, clean smell of the dew-drench
ed fields, the swift perfume from some 
flower-laden tree in a garden we flash
ed past, and Derry beside me, some
times talking, sometimes silent, some
times weaving fairy tales, sometimes 
telling love tales.

W e used to get home about mid
night. He always drove me home, and 
watched me let myself into the airless, 
tiny hall, and waited until I looked out 
at him from my bedroom window and 
whispered a last goodnight. Then I 
used to listen to the very last “purr” 
of the car, until at last I could hear 
nothing.

Each evening was like a flower that 
went to form a crown of happiness.

“He does love me, doesn’t he?” I 
asked Carmen.

I didn’t really doubt, but it is so 
lovely to hear someone else is sure as 
well as you!

“Of course,” she said with her faint, 
curious, little smile.

“Why are you smiling ?” I asked in
stantly. “ Has Derry said something 
to you, told you something that I don’t 
know about him?”

“No, and no, and no,” shp said 
laughing lightly, dismissing all my 
swift anxiousness with that gay care
lessness. “Oh, Cecil, what a baby you 
are, after all!”

She might have told me then— she

A

wanted to, I  know now, and I believe 
that she was utterly down on her luck 
just then, and Derry paid her debts 
and made himself her chief creditor—  
for her silence.

So there you are!
When you come to think of it, she 

was merely providing another form of 
“comfiness,” that was all.

And Derry and I loved and laughed, 
and motored on.

When it rained we went to the flat, 
or to a theater; whenever it was fine 
we went fairy hunting— we called it 
that, and it deserved the name. A t any 
rate, it was all innocence and happi
ness.

I had “free food,” as Denning had 
phosen to say, and I used all my little 
salary to buy shoes Derry would like, 
gloves, a hat. My old summer frocks 
were not very fashionable, but they 
were pretty.

“ You look like a white rose set in 
the little golden leaves of your hair,” 
Derry told me.

I tried to wonder what he would say 
when he asked me to marry him. It 
would be a marvelous moment, I felt.

I was a little fool I
He talked of his place in Castle 

Stuart, and my heart beat furiously. 
Would he tell me now? Instead he 
looked at me, stopped talking, kissed 
me.

So many of our talks ended that 
w ay!

Derry’s were the first kisses I ever 
knew, kisses I mean which I felt, 
which I returned.

They seemed to go through and 
through me, and to make me forget 
thoughts, forget everything, save that 
little love shiver in my veins.

I suppose I was too happy to worry 
much, or else in my foolishness I ac
cepted life as it was, because I was so 
sure. Nothing ever happened to touch
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my sureness. Derry was never differ
ent, Carmen never breathed a syllable, 
that mightjiave warned me.

Once, one evening when I was not 
seeing Derry, I went by myself to the 
pit of theater. The play was “The 
Second Mrs. Tanqueray,”  and Paula 
fascinated me so much that I cried 
and laughed, scorned, and hated with 
her. •

I suppose everyone knows the story; 
a man marries a “ lady of easy virtue,”  
as Carmen described it, and after he 
has married her his own daughter 
falls in love with the mail to whom 
Paula has formerly belonged. All the 
anguish of the play lies in Paula's 
love for her husband, a torturing love 
which makes her tell the truth and 
then kill herself.

I had never dreamt of such a play; 
never been so torn with emotion in all 
my life. I just sat on that hard bench, 
all huddled up, the tears streaking my 
face, all the misery of the wide world 
crowding into my heart, it seemed to 
me.

The lights flared up; before me, 
only a few rows away, over the bar
rier, in the stalls, Derry was sitting 
beside a woman.

I knew his fair, sleek head instantly, 
and I knew jealousy, too.

I hated the woman whose face I 
could not see, but whose hair was 
shimmering and lovely, and I hated 
the blue chiffon wrap she wore, which 
had a huge ruffle of black tulle round 
the neck,

I crept out of the theater at the end 
of the play, feeling worn, and torn, 
and insignificant. I had seen Derry, 
my Derry, wrap the chiffon cloak 
more closely about the woman's 
throat I could not bear to see him do 
it

I went home cm the top of a Inis, 
and I wished I were dead. I never told

hjm I had seen him, but I decided I 
would make him say we were to be 
married.

We went that Saturday to Burn
ham Beeches. People may say how 
“trip-per-y,” how like a Bank holiday. 
Let them! W e loved the beeches. We 
knew them, knew the little sandy 
paths which led into a still Paradise 
where the leaves met overhead like 
hands that blessed you, and where 
only, the birds called, and it was heav
enly sweet, and cool and peaceful.

We had.tea first at the inn everyone 
knows, where you get water-cress, 
and cream, and jam and cakes galore, 
all for a shilling, or it may be nine- 
pence.

When we had finished we went, 
Derry and I, and Gilbert, toward the 
little sandy path to have a rest.

Gilbert was Derry’s dog, and he was 
a human being, too, "a small, brave 
knight on four legs who would have 
died for his master, or even for me. 
He was my real friend.

In our enchanted glade we all sat 
down, and Derry and I smoked. We 
meant to rest for an hour or so, and 
then drive back and have dinner at a 
little restaurant, and then Derry 
woul take me home and watch me in, 
and wait to whisper good-by, I from 
the window, he from the car.

He said suddenly:
“Kiddie, you've got blue flower pet

als under your eyes. You're overtired.”
I was tired, and overworked, and 

for some reason, heaven knows why, I 
suppose it was self-pity really, tears 
came Into my eyes. One splashed down 
horribly visible.

Derry was lying beside me, a little 
way away; I was leaning back against 
a silver smooth trunk of a beech tree.

He knelt and caught me close to 
M m ; I saw his face for a moment be- 
fov» I bad rains on Ms shoulder— it
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was white, and his eyes looked Mack,
His voice came to me, roughened, 

unsteady:
“Look here,”  he said, “this can’t 

go on. My God, it shan’t. Cecil, dar
ling, sweetest, my little, little love, you 
must let me take care of you forever. 
You’ve got to, d’you hear?”

The wildest joy ran through me, it 
felt like new life surging, surging all 
the while.
' “ I want you to,” I said, clinging to 
him. “I’ve been longing for you to.”

He went on kneeling before me, 
holding me against his heart, and 
whispering the most wonderful things 
to me. He told me that I was the only 
woman he had ever loved, and that I 
possessed his body and soul; he told 
me that he had never dared believe I 
could belong to him utterly.

“But I want to— I want to," I said 
between kisses,

Driving home he said suddenly:
“ Every cent I can spare shall be 

yours, darling; I swear. I can mort
gage the place. I mean you to be cared 
for, surrounded with luxury."

And when he kissed me goodnight, 
he said:

"I 'll be good to you.”
He would not let me go, the little 

street was very dark and silent.
“ Cecil,”  he whispered, his lips on 

mine, “when, next week? The week 
after— ?”

What had I to wait for?
“ Next,”  I whispered back, trem

bling a little.
I don't think I slept at all that night. 

I know I saw tLa dawn, heard.the first 
birds, watched the sunshine grow and 
grow.

Derry came for me at eleven as us
ual.

in the car I said to him;
“I s’pose it will have to be a registry 

office, darling ?**

• He did not answer for a moment, 
and then very quickly he turned and 
looked at me.

“ Derry,” I faltered, “you— what 
have I said— ”

His face was changed in one second, 
the lovfe came back t© it, the kindli
ness.

“Why, nothing, you poor little 
frightened kid! I suppose the sun was 
in my eyes. A  registry office? Yes.”

All that day we were happy, and 
that night, when Derry had gone, we 
had had supper at the flat, I told Car
men.

“Shall you come to the registry of
fice?” I asked her.

She was standing beside the win
dow, she never turned round, but she 
said; “No,” very quietly.

“ Well, I ’ll have to be helped to get 
a dress,”  I said.

She came slowly back to the sofa 
where I was lying with my hands be
hind nay head.

“Derry has left me fifty pounds to 
get you a dress with,” she said, “has 
he told you what he means to settle 
on you?”

I shook my head.
“ It doesn't matter— I'll have him. 

I ’ll be his wife, that’s afl that counts. 
O h! Carmen, and when you think of 
my life before he came.”

“Oh, you’d be a fool wad worse, to 
give him up,”  she burst out. “ He’s a 
decent sort, a decent-souled sort, and 
he loves you utterly. He would be 
worth sinning for, Cecil!”

“Yes,”  I said absently; wasn’t he 
mine, and hadn’t he chosen me? I did 
not care what any living soul thought 
of him, of either of us.

Dimly Carmen’s last sentence pene
trated my mind. Somehow I was re
minded of the man from whom I had 
taken lunches and dinners once, the
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first man in my life, -who bad expect
ed payment.

I shivered and frowned.
'“Sin and Derry don’t mix,” I said.
Carmen laughed.
"Sin’s the one thing that mixes with 

the very best of all of us!” she said 
curtly, and then packed me off.

All that week I did not see Derry; 
he wrote to me daily, sent me the love
liest ring, flowers, sweets, handker
chiefs— all sorts of little things which 
showed he never forgot me.

I was to see him on Friday night, 
and we were to leave’ for our honey
moon on Saturday afternoon. W e were 
going to some place Derry knew, right 
away on the Norfolk coast, the poppy- 
land place.

On Friday night he took me out to 
dinner, he was very gay, and he looked 
handsomer than ever, younger, hap
pier.

"To-morrow— to-morrow,”  he said, 
looking deep into my eyes until I saw 
myself mirrored in the depths of his.

I told him so.
"You are mirrored in my heart,” 

he answered, ‘ ‘the imprint of you is 
on my soul, now and for ever.”

Oh, to love, and be loved so 3
For the last time he whispered 

good-by to me from the car, and I 
leant down from my dusty little win
dow, and for the last time I listened 
to the noise of the car growing fainter 
and fainter.

Suddenly it grew louder, not faint
er, Derry was eoming back.

The ear slid to a standstill beneath 
my window.

I ran down to him.
"W hat is it?” I asked him.
He put his arms about m e; I could 

feel his heart thud-thudding against 
my side, like my own heart.

"You could not give me up? You 
would never give me up, would you?”

he said hoarsely, "never go bade cm 
me?”

"Never, never!” I said, pressing 
him closer. "Oh, Derry, how can you 
ask, when you know how I love you ?”

I searched his face in the dim pale 
light.

"W hat is it?” I asked again. "Tell 
me, darling.”

His voice seemed to shake, the 
words fell from it brokenly:

“It’s this— Pm married. But it 
needn’t make any difference. It can’t 
— now. I can’t, I won’t give you up. 
From the first day— the first hour I 
knew I was meant to have you for my 
own. I ean’i  live any longer apart from 
you, Cecil. In all but name you will be 
m y wife. Oh, speak, can’t you— say 
something. Say it is all right. I had 
to tell you. I meant not to till tomor
row, and then I had to somehow. N ow ' 
I’ve told you, and I tell you, too, again 
and again, that I will never give you 
up. Kiss me— trust me— I’ll be good 
to you!”

He kissed me until I cried out. I  
struggled to free myself, his arms 
were like iron bands imprisoning me.

‘T il be good to you,” be kept saying 
desperately, " I  love you with my life. 
You know that is true, and you love 
me. I can feel it, I tell you. You do— > 
you do. D’you think I’ll let you go, 
knowing that? Never. I’d get free if 
I could— I ’ve tried till I’m simply 
worn out, I can’t get free, but you 
can free me from misery. Do it, Cecil 
— come away tomorrow on our honey
moon. Oh God, I’ll treat you well! You 
shall walk on rose leaves, be cared for 
like no other woman. Little, little Jova 
who holds my M e, in your two small 
hands, be merciful— ”

I was crying,
"O h !"  I said. " I  shall be— later on, 

like that woman is the play— I ’ll havo

3f



16 THE LOVE GAME

no right to you— and other folks will 
know I haven’t, and you will leave me 
— in the end— ”

He only held me closer and tried 
to soothe me, tried to kiss me, com
fort me.

Suddenly he said:
“I’ll take you to Carmen— she’ll be 

able to talk to .you.”
The car' seemed to sweep out into 

the darkness. W e had to wait to get 
into Carmen’s flat, and Oxford Street 
was like a desolate burial place, gray, 
winding, empty, forlorn.

A t last Carmen opened the door. 
She had on some soft, silken wrap of 
blue and her hair was bound around 
with a swathe of blue ribbon.

“What on earth— ” she said.
“I've told Cecil. I couldn’t lie to her 

tomorrow,” Derry said huskily. “Ex
plain— make her see sense somehow, 
Carmen.”

He thrust me gently into the hall.
“ I shall come tomorrow at eight,”  

he said. There were tears in his eyes.
And Carmen talked and talked, and 

I said:
“Why didn't you tell me —  long 

ago?"
And later on still:
“ I should never have a real right 

to him.”
“Oh!” she said almost angrily, 

“ don’t be such a little fool, Cecil, pull 
yourself together. Derry adores you! 
He’ll settle all he has on you; he’ll be 
faithful— he’s that sort. For the last 
time, don't be a little fool.”

That was the way she looked at i t ; 
she was sincere in her advice.

Yet, when the time came, I was a 
little fool.

I had loved as well as I knew how, 
and it was all I understood what to be, 
now love had gone.

nr

T H ERE’S always that— the “other 
side” of the picture— the reason 

why you did a rotten thing, the quick, 
defiant shame you felt for having done 
it, your sick acceptance of the conse
quences, consequences for which you 
strove, and which you knew, all the 
while, would result.

They were simply part of your 
game, they had to be; they always 
have to be when all your life’s stock 
in trade is your looks, your laughter, 
your “easiness” ’about things.

Half the wrong-doing of youth is 
born of loneliness, and only a girl 
quite alone, very poor and pretty, 
knows what loneliness can mean.

It is ghastly, beastly, terrifying.
My little room in Pimlico seemed 

like a prison all the winter; the fogs 
hemmed it in, the cold barred the door.

I had no friends at all. I knew one 
or two of the other girls in the scent 
store, but they had people and “boys,”  
they had no time for anyone outside.

“ Specially,”  Daisy said to me with 
a wink and a little gay laugh, “a look
er like you, old dear! Not much! 
Never introduce your donah to a pal! 
Bert’s none too steady any time, and 
I ’ve seen you give the glad eye with 
effect.”

I had nowhere to go. So I went on 
the streets. I don’t know quite what 
I meant to do at first, I was so utterly 
forlorn and wretched that all I felt I 
wanted was companionship, someone 
to laugh with me and talk with me, 
lights and food.

Food is another reason why girls 
“go wrong” (to quote that trite ex
pression!) the lack of it, the bad, 
cheap sort which doesn’t nourish.

It’s extraordinary the awful power 
the most deadly ordinary, everyday, 
dull things have on life and your emo
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tions. Food seems so endlessly com
monplace, not a bit the kind- of thing 
to influence morale. You wait till you 
feel hungry and depressed and have 
about eighteen pence to go to the end 
©f the .week on!

I can remember that night very, 
very clearly.

It was in December and the first 
frost had come and the pavement rang 
like a little chime undter your tread. 
The sky seemed glittering all over 
with stars ; the lamps in the streets 
flamed high and eltear. Victoria 
boomed and blazed not far away.

I hurried past it and I saw girls 
waiting there. My breath caught in 
my throat then; they were none of 
them pretty, and they all had too much 
powder, too much rouge, too much 
make-up.

I got a quick little scare— I felt 
afraid. I very nearly turned back; I 
meant to„ and then a memory of that 
one cold, dark, tiny room, airless, 
cheerless, fireless swept the fear 
away. I would not go back;-1 went on.

The crisp wind seemed to be danc
ing in the air ; people seemed to be 
laughing and talking all round me.

I took a penny ’bus to reach Picca
dilly, and sat opposite a boy who was 
taking his sweetheart to the theatre. 
She wasn’t pretty; he was rather 
shabby. He had the ostentatious tie 
which makes up for the three-day col
lar, but he looked clean all the same, 
and so gay and devoted; they were 
holding hands and- whispering.

Oh! the unfairness of life that will 
not give you a chance.

I had been a child until the smash 
came and I’d never had one smallest 
bit of luck since. I had never met a 
man who cared for me and wanted to 
marry me.

I was fair game to men, because I 
was alone and penniless, on my own.

Being on your own, in those circum
stances, means the payment to life o f  
a debt you have never made. The- boy 
and girl' went on. I got out of the ’bus 
at Bolton Street; my penny was “ up.” 
The Green Park faced m e; the Berk
eley Hotel Was on the left. Club port
ers were whistling taxis; cars were 
winding swiftly past the ’buses and 
slow traffic.

I loitered on, hideously nervous 
now. A  girl came up noiselessly and 
touched my arm. I thought she was a 
man, and swung round shaking in 
every limb.

The girl was tall, and smart, and 
lovely, but her voice was rather odd,

“What the deuce are you doin'- 
here?” she said. “ What’s your game?”

She had a  golcT chain purse, and 
used a scent I knew to be exorbitantly 
dear. I  sold, it over the counter.

“I— Fin here because I was Lonely,” 
I said.

She stared at me out of her large 
eyes, then she laughed :

“D’you know, I’m hanged if  I don’t 
believe you,”  she said, “ you seem so 
green, somehow; you don’t look it ex
actly, but it’s there all the same.”

“I am,” 'I  said bitterly. “ I’m as green 
as you call it, about everything.—  
green and unhappy, and down on my 
luck!”

“Oh, come and have a drink for 
luck, ducksie,” she said, linking her 
arm in mine.

We went to a little room in a swag
ger public house, and I had coffee, to 
the girl’s intense amusement.

She told me her name— it was Lalla 
— and gave me shrewd advice, actually 
blessed me, and then warned me off 
her “pitch.”  She was a queer being, 
but she was kind.

When we had parted I got lost in 
the maze of little expensive streets 
behind Piccadilly. A  policeman looked

1*
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at me, looked away. Someone was 
playing the violin divinely in a lighted 
balcony room. I stood and listened, I 
held on to the railings, and tried not 
to cry, but the tender, wistful music 
seemed to be breaking my heart.

All the scent, and softness, and 
sweetness of summer nights seemed 
to be in its notes; the hardness and 
coldness of London was swept away, 
There was no such thing as loneliness 
— there was only tenderness and hope, 
and sympathy. Then the music 
stopped and men’s voices began to 
talk, together.
_ I could hear, because I was directly 
under the window and it must have 
been open.

“I'm off,” a voice said— rather a 
nice voice, a little hoarse.

“Play that Hungarian dance, and 
then you can go. Be a sport, Corran, 
play one last thing.”

“I want to get back, I tell-you,” the 
hoarse voice said. “Because I've got 
a stack of work to do.”

“W ork!” someone exclaimed, “and 
you a bally millionaire.”

“ Oh, it’s always the rich who are 
the greediest,” a new voice laughed.

The laughter was drowned in the 
first notes of one of Brahms’ Hun
garian dances.

I stood and listened, I could not 
move away; it was so lovely, so light, 
so happy, the music that dropped into 
the night. But it ended dreadfully 
.quickly, and a taxi spoilt the last part.

As the taxi moved away, the door 
near me opened and slammed, a man 
ran down the steps. He was in evening 
dress, and he was rather short and 
wore no hat. I caught a gleam of gold 
as he drew out a cigarette case and 
waited a moment beneath the nearest 
lamp.

Here was my chance, the chance for 
which I had come out!

I didn't think that in that moment; 
I had a sudden, quite insane belief in 
the goodness of mankind; it was born 
of the music, but it lasted just long 
enough to make me go up to the man.

Honestly, I thought in that second 
that any person must help another, if 
he or she realized the other was utter
ly down on his luck. After all, it’s 
what one is taught to believe when 
one’s a little youngster!

I reverted to my childhood’s teach
ing at an awkward moment, for while 
I was believing all these good and 
beautiful things, the man looked up 
and stared at me, and said:

“ Nothing doing, my dear!”
He said it quite easily, almost 

courteously.
Still I was not disillusioned; I 

looked at him and I said very simply: 
“ I adored your playing.”
He laughed, and there was a glint 

of very white teeth above his ciga
rette.

“ Did you, by Jove?” he said. “ Flat
tered, I ’m sure!”

“ I like the first of the dances the 
best though,” I said, “ the one in D.” 

He laughed again.
“What do you know about 

Brahms ?” he asked lightly, and add
ed : “ Any way, my dear, I haven’t 
time to stay and discuss it. Here’s 
something for luck! Goodnight.”

He held out half a sovereign.
I think I gulped. I know I felt so 

ashamed I wished that I could die.
“What the— ?” the man began, and 

I broke in vehemently:
“ It’s not that,”  I said wildly, “ not 

exactly. I was so deadly lonely. My 
room began to frighten me, it was lit
tle, and dark and empty. I only want
ed to talk— and perhaps have din
ner— ”

“Good Lord, you sound— you speak 
all right! What the dickens are you
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here for, speaking to me here at this 
hour of the night, Mke this?”

He was staring at sne in good earn
est.

“ I’ve told you,”  I said wretchedly.
I turned away.
“ Don’t go,” he said; “ at least, wait 

a minute. You said you had meant to 
speak to some man and make friends, 
didn’t you? I ’ll do as well as another, 
won’t I ? Come on and dine with me, 
We can dine in my rooms.”

He had caught my arm and was 
rushing me along before I could speak 
again.

"Adventure!”  he said under his 
breath, laughing again. "Life would 
be damn dull without it !”

"I could live without it,”  I said 
wearily. “ I suppose it’s better a girl 
should. Adventure in my life would 
only mean trouble, I expect.”

We had reached a house, and the 
man ran up the steps, still holding my 
hand, unlocked the door and ushered 
me in.

He led me straight into a low, nar
row room where a huge fire was burn
ing, and a little round table was laid 
for one for dinner.

There were roses in heaps of vases, 
and lots of bookshelves piled with 
books, and immense comfy chairs.

"Now, let’s look at you,”  he said, 
tilting up my face with one finger.

I looked at him while he looked at 
me, and then we bot^ smiled.

" I ’m glad I met you, fair lady,” he 
said in his abrupt way.

“ My name is— ”
"Corran,”  I said.
He lifted his- eyebrows; they were 

funny peaked ones, very dark above 
gray eyes, and said in a voice which 
was not pleased:

“ Ah 1 you have the advantage.” 
"Mine is CeeSia,”  I told him.
Now I know why his voice changed,

bat I djd not know till months after 
that first meeting.

There are certain acquaintance
ships when it isn’t necessary to give 
your real name.

"Ah,”  Corran said when I told him 
I was called Ceeilia, “ then we’ll stick 
to Richard and Cecil, I think; it seems 
so friendly.”

A  man-servant came in when he 
rang, and he ordered dinner for two.

I wandered about the room looking 
at the books. There were some very 
good first editions; I recognized them 
because we had had a few at home. 
I said so, and Richard stared again.

We dined opposite one another, 
the man waited on us. When we had 
finished, he cleared away, and went 
out closing the door softly behind him. 
Richard pushed forward a deep chair 
for me, and flung himself down on 
the sofa with his hands behind his 
head.

"Now then,” he said, his eyebrows 
moving incessantly, “now then for the 
history. Who are you really, and what 
on earth made you decide to try this 
game tonight?”

I told the hackneyed story of the 
smash, and my struggle since, and my 
brother’s advice to get all I could from 
any man and evade the cost.

"Well, and have you?”  Richard de
manded.

"As much as I could,” I said defiant
ly. “ You men start it without a handi
cap, and you never cry pity on us 
when we’re in your power. I ’ve 
worked on the same plan.”

“ Tell me about it, golden hair and 
blue eyes,”  he said lazily. “ What Sam
son have you slain, eh ?”

I looked at him through my ciga
rette smoke, and laughed.

"There was a Jew boy,”  I said soft
ly, “he lived in the same horrid little 
hotel as my brother and 1.1 practiced
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on him. I learned, thanks to his aid, 
how to obtain free lunches and din
ners. Shall I tell you the way? You 
choose your man (he must have 
money), and then you dress for him, 
and smile at him. You let him talk of 
himself, and you tell him how clever 
he is, and you go a little nearer to him 
than you need, and you use some 
sweet scent that is rather attractive, 
and you touch his hand when you need 
not, and you lift your head so that he 
must see the curve of your lips. And 
he does kiss you, does desire you a 
little, and the thing’s done, except 
avoiding payment. That’s the crux of 
the business, of course; that’s where 
the skill" comes in— ”

Corran was looking at me between 
narrowed lids.

‘ “ In avoiding it,” he suggested, “and 
you succeeded, I gather? Mayn’t I 
know your means of success?”

“Oh! I run away.”
He got up from the sofa and came 

and stood above me, staring down at 
me.

“Who's to blame?” he said. “ We or 
you, I wonder?”

“ No one, perhaps,” I said, “just life, 
that's all.”

He didn’t answer; he turned away 
and caught up a violin I had been gaz
ing at longingly and began to play.

He walked about as he played, and 
he was smiling.

I didn’t know then that he was one 
of the greatest violinists in the world; 
I only knew that his playing seemed 
to heal all grief; make unhappiness 
happiness; hide away, as if forever, 
the hardness of life and loneliness.

When he had finished he came 
across to me and said:

“If I ’d been the man you thought 
I was when you spoke to me, what 
about your payment to me?”

There was a silence, I did nol know

What to say— I did not know what I 
had meant to do, really. Richard knelt 
down, caught hold of me, and kissed 
me,

“Kisses for hair that holds the sun
shine,” he said, “kisses for lips that 
love to lure, kisses for eyes that have 
wept for the loneliness of youth.”

He looked at me.
“Is this payment?”
“Is it?” I whispered.
Two devils seemed to dance sudden

ly in his strange eyes.
“You’ve been believing you were 

safe with me, haven’t you?” he said. 
“ You’ve talked out your point ©f view; 
I ’ll tell you mine, the man’s. We take 
your sort for what they are; we know 
all the moves in the game; we know 
quite as well as you who play them. 
We have one quality over yours; we 
pay up, not eventually, but before
hand ! Ever thought of that? I bet you 
haven't. Ever thought that as a man 
thinks, so he’s been educated to think? 
Ever grasped the fact that to take 
what isn’t yours is stealing? You rely, 
your sort, on the honor of the men you 
go with, and do all you can to destroy 
any sense of honor in your own lives! 
Why should I play the game with you, 
tell me that?”

He had his hands on my shoulders; 
I could not rise.

Through the whirl of his words, 
the anger they lit in me, l  saw still 
that little, dusts, fireless room that 
was my home, and a very passion of 
defiance against things as they were 
surged up in me.

I had gone out meaning to take my 
chance. Well, I would take it.

“You needn’t,”  I said passionately. 
“You’ve fed me, and been quite de
cent to me in your way. And being 
good doesn't count. You never get any
where through it— it doesn’t feed you 
and get jo a  clothes, and fire, and the
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color of life. You've accused me of 
cheating. All right, I did cheat, but 
1*11 pay my debt to you.”

He pulled me to my feet, and 
dragged me across under the electric 
light.

“Yes, I mean it,” I said desperately, 
“ I don’t care, I don't care any more.” 

“ Don’t you?” he said almost in a 
whisper, “ but I do, you poor little 
lonely devil. It’s all right. Cecil, do 
you hear? It’s all right. I ’ll look after 
you, and you can be straight.”

I clung to him then, and the tears 
I had been fighting back all the eve
ning shook me like a storm.

Richard went on talking.
“Life’s not rotten really,” he said, 

“wait, and I’ll show you.”
We sat and talked on till it was 

nearly one, he told me of his begin
ning, and I told him things I had 
never cared to tell to any man.
- He spoke quite frankly about tak
ing life— love, just as it came.

“ It’s the world, my dear,”  he said, 
his queer eyes glinting, “ like mud, and 
wind, and poverty and riches, and 
slaves and capitalists. You can’t alter 
any of ’em, or human nature, either.”  

It was nearly dawn when he wished 
me goodnight.

“Well, you’re going home good,” he 
said, laughingly on the door step, “ so, 
after all, playing the game’s worth 
while, occasionally.”

It all happened just like this, and 
he was neither saint nor devil, but he 
was human. We had a friendship, the 
best I believe my life has ever known, 
Richard gave me a little allowance; it 
may sound awful to confess that I 
took money from a man, but it’s true, 
and after all why should it be such a 
deadly sin ? He had heaps, I none, and 
he was fond of me. I suppose that 
sounds awful, and I know the usual 
point of view.

AD I can say is, that if that view 
were done away with there would be 
a heap more charity in the world, and 
less evilmindness.

The winter crept into spring, and I 
was glad that year to see the birds. I 
was happy in a peaceful way. It was 
all owing to Richard and his allow
ance, and his friendship, which if it 
was fitful, was very good.

He was away a lot, and when he 
was home he generally-slept all day, 
and wanted to talk all night, a thing 
rather difficult for me to achieve, be
cause I had to be at the atore by eight 
each morning, and required a little 
sleep!

He used to play to me in the still 
night, and then kneel beside me, and 
talk of his dreams of music, and kiss 
me sometimes.

“ You’re growing part of my life,”  
he said once, almost angrily.

And he went away next day for 
weeks, and was just his old whimsical 
self when he came back, and scarcely 
affectionate at all.

“ I like to kiss you,” he used to say, 
“ it’s rather like kissing flowers. I 
wonder if I ’ll ever be in love with 
you, Cecil?”

I never dreamed he would; he al
ways seemed so much his own prop
erty, and he was intensely selfish in 
the way all great artists are.

Then one night, when I was just 
going, he said:

“No, you can’t go,” and put his 
arms round me. “ I don’t know 
whether it’ll last,”  he said thickly, 
“but I want you now— I love you in 
my rotten way! Cecil, you'll have to 
be mine!”

He released me as swiftly, and al
most pushed me out of the door.

I made up my mind to marry him ; I 
wasn't in love with him, but I was 
awfully fond of him, and I had had
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enough of romance. He meant a home 
and lots of money, and some sort of 
companionship, anyway.

He left for Scotland next day, and 
wired me to be at St. James’s one eve
ning later in the week.

I was dressing to go when someone 
knocked at my door.

I opened it, a girl stood there.
“You are Cecil, aren’t you?” she 

asked, “ I am the girl Richard— cared 
for."

She was little and had lovely eyes, 
and nothing much else in the way of 
looks.

She came into my room, and sat 
down on the bed and looked at me.

“You don’t love him,”  ^ e  said very, 
gently.

"He loves me,” I said.
Her face quivered and I didn’t care.
She looked so “ cared for” ; it was 

easy to see she was looked after.
She got up and came across to me.
“ Apart from the fact that I— I love 

him,”  she said, “ it means so awfully 
much to all of us if Richard marries 
me. And he did love me till he met you. 
He’s always had affairs, but he came 
back to me always. And I know, be
cause he spends half his time with me 
still, that behind his feelings— I can’t 
express myself properly, but I want 
to say that though you are so lovely 
and you have enchanted him, he is so 
near to me always; I understand him. 
my people are deadly proud, and we’re 
poor. Richard had been going to help. 
If he doesn’t marry me, he can’t. What 
are you going to do ?”

We stood looking at one another.
I knew nearly all she had said was 

true, and one thing made me know i t : 
Richard had never breathed her name 
to me. He had spoken of heaps of other 
women, never of this girl.

If I gave him up, it meant loss for

me, loss of ease of life, friendship, 
comfort.

If I married him—
“ Let him come#back to me,” the girl 

begged.
“ What can I do ?” I demanded.
“ Tell him you don't care— tell him 

you are going to be married— ”
She was pure, she was sheltered, 

she was very good; I’m certain, and 
she eagerly advised me to lie, and 
chose the very lie that would win for 
her!

It wasn’t for her sake I did it, 
ultimately; it was because Richard 
had been so decent, such a good soft, 
and had played up so well.

And I know he didn’t love me, any 
more than I loved him.

So I told him I was going to be mar
ried, and he went very white and said 
instantly, lafughing as usual:

“ Really, how ripping? When? This 
ends our little beano then, I suppose.”

“ I suppose so,”  I said.
He never kissed me good-by, he 

said instead:
“ I wasn’t wrong, after all.”
So, in the end, I overpaid l

IY

ISSES are the danger signals on 
^  the road to— many things!

Kisses are the sweetest pledge in 
the world— sometimes. Rut not always 
the truest.

Kisses are supposed to be the gifts 
girls should give, as the miser doles 
out gold, or as the winter roses; rare 
and precious things that one remem
bers and treasures infinitely.

Kisses that girls do give are more 
like farthing change, or— to keep to 
the floral comparison, field daisies.

Kisses mean likewise, to some girls, 
lunches and teas, Sunday outings and 
chocolates.
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That is the simple girl variety. 
When you come to the complicated 
sort, the exotic, not every-day sort of 
girl, then kisses begin to mean dances 
and theatres, pearls and diamonds, 
and a man’s whole devotion.

Both kinds often lead to the safe 
road of marriage.

Aqd there is another kind which 
doesn’t, unless you have no end of 
luck.

The girl herself doesn’t expect these 
kisses will— all she hopes is that 
iheyTl give as a result, a chance meal, 
and a little gayety and- not too much 
chaff and too little courtesy. Oh, life’s 
a funny thing, but very rarely humor
ous. At least, perhaps one is apt to 
miss the real wit of it, the brightness, 
if  one has to live on twenty-five shil
lings a week, and "sleep out,”

You get then to snatch at any small
est chance of escape, escape from the 
sight and sound and smell of perfume 
and powder, and people who buy both.

The store .provided us with black 
dresses which had deep white lawn 
collars, and ordered us to keep our
selves "dainty.”

If we didn’t we were quickly re
quested to apply for work at some less 
fastidious department.

But we scent girls were chosen for 
our looks, and a poor, pretty girl gen
erally has enough vanity to know how 
to take care of the one asset she pos
sesses ; enough shrewd common sense 
to find out how to do it best and 
cheaply.

Directly the store closed we had to 
change our blâ ck ninon dresses with 
their big, white tulle collars for our 
own humble attire.

The change made a difference! 
Dress is one tremendous pull which 
rich women have over poor ones. If 
you have all the loveliness in the

world, and can only buy a dress which 
is covering, you won’t go fa r !

But if you’re just ordinarily pretty 
and have an income which allows you 
to get your clothes in Bond Street, the 
odds are you’ll m^rry a millionaire, or 
a peer, and live happy ever after, and 
he’ll believe you as beautiful as your 
clothes will make you. Fact.

Twenty-five shillings a week to live 
on, that is, eat on, get a roof with, 
shoes and clothes, and travel on, does 
not permit you to dress exclusively in 
Bond Street, or exclusively, if  it comes 
to that, anywhere. You dress in bar
gains, and everyone knows they are 
not hall-marked with great names, or 
composed of smart "creations.”

,We are warned o f envy, malice and 
all uncharitableness, I know, but I 
affirm that to be able to obey that law 
all women should have been allowed 
to have equal dress money! I daresay 
none of us would believe the evil that’s 
been wrought by a girl’s inability to 
buy a new hat, and her hatred o f go
ing on wearing last summer’s done up 
for the third time.

Life is made up of trifles in a way; 
many o f them must have to do with 
millinery, I should think. I know the 
sight of my only hat drove me to ulti
mate revolt. I had bought it white a 
year before, so that I could black it 
black later on. I have fair hair, it is 
nearly golden, really, and so I choose 
white or black, and stick to them.

The hat, was large, and simple, and 
all the trimming it possessed was & 
big tulle bow at the back, which stuck 
out like gossamer wings, on either side 
of my face. I was only nineteen then, 
and that year it was the fashion to 
wear a big black bow on one’s hair, so 
I had o"ne lower down, and that looked 
like dark wings.

But tulle goes flop, and straw 
breaks, and my hat looked odd when



both these calamities began to hap
pen. Still, I had to stick to it, for 
I hadn't a cent to buy another with, 
and my shoes were worn out, too, and 
though it’s possible to do without a 
hat, unfortunately you must have 
shoes.

I walked to the store in the early 
morning sunshine hating life because 
of that hat and the cold feel o f the 
pavement, which struck through the 
thin part o f my shoe.

I felt desperate for no real reason, 
but it was springtime and I was shab
by, and I wanted to meet the sunshine 
with a smile and couldn’t. All that it 
did to me, I reflected bitterly, was to 
show up the rustiness of all my things.

I was glad to change into my black 
ninon, and remove the hat till evening. 
But all the morning I kept on remem
bering the sad, too-much-ironed tulle 
bows which drooped and the chipped 
edge of the straw which should have 
been flawless.

Girls came in to buy scent, and 
spent a few pounds on scientifically 
colored water as blithely as if  there 
was no such thing as want in the wide 
world, and I had to smile and thank 
them as they paid.

I thought o f the daisy-starred grass 
under the racing blue and white sky, 
out in the country, and the smell o f 
the hawthorn, and the shrill singing 
of the birds, and that funny, dear, 
little cheep, cheep of baby birds when 
they are hungry.

Day-dreams are forbidden in a 
scent store— I nearly missed a cus
tomer. She was the loveliest thing and 
she had the most attractive hat on; 
a tulle one with gray chiffon roses on 
it— a hat so simple that one knew it 
must have cost pounds and pounds. 
The girl herself had fair hair, and 
that delicate loveliness which is so

English, and never lasts, but can never 
be eclipsed while it exists.

As I had expected the lovely girl 
bought violet scent and powder; that 
well-bred sort does buy violet, and 
never “ goes in”  for the exotic “ queer,”  
modern perfumes. Also, as I had ex
pected, the violet had to be the most 
expensive possessed. AH the scent and 
powder and soap and crystal bowls and 
so on, made a large parcel.

“ Would you carry it out to the car 
for me ?”  the girl asked.

I followed her out into the white 
and gold sunlight o f Regent Street.

A  two-seater car was driven up by 
the curb, a young mdn jumped out of 
it as we appeared. '
. “ Oh, give me the stuff to carry,”  he 

said to me, and wanted to lift the big 
parcel out o f my arms.

“ No, thank you,”  I said demurely, 
without glancing at him.

He helped the girl into the car, and 
I waited while she cleared a little 
place for the parcel. The young man 
waited beside me.

I had a glimpse of him from  the 
door o f the store, as the car moved 
away. He had a jolly face, rather 
brown, and “ sporty”  looking. The car 
swerved round the corner, the girl was 
bending down over the parcel, the 
young man blew a kiss to me.

I blushed, and saw him laugh, then 
the car vanished. I felt a little cheered, 
because I wasn’t yet wholly dowdy and 
unpresentable, apparently. At any 
rate, the gay cavalier had smiled at 
me!

“ Know who that was you carried 
the parcel out fo r? ”  another assistant 
asked me.

I shook my head.
“That’s the famous Miss Muriel 

Charde everyone raves over, she takes 
the Queen o f Beauty at all the 
pageants and things, and that man
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with her was Archie Baird— the mil
lionaire. They’re engaged. Some folks 
have all the luck, haven’t they ? They 
say he’s so rich he can’t spend his 
money and shq_’s the loveliest girl in 
London! Oh well!”

“Oh, I’m a socialist,” I cried, try
ing to laugh, “one of that sort that 
doesn’t want anyone to have anything 
except herself!”

That day seemed very long and tir
ing, but it was over at last, and I ran 
up to the dressing-room to change.

When I was putting on my hat, “all 
broken and torn,” I happened to look 
out of the window, and I saw on the 
opposite side of the street, a car drawn 
up. Archie Baird’s car; I was certain 
it was his, it had the same shaped bon
net and was a queer gray-green color, 
and had a little silver figure as a mas
cot.

Was Archie Baird there, I won
dered ?

I leaned right out of the window, 
and as I did so, a figure came from a 
shop entrance. Archie Baird. I knew. 
And I blushed deeply, laughed, and 
ran downstairs, and out into the 
street.

I saw Archie Baird staring. I would 
not look directly at him ; I walked on 
very slowly, and then I crossed the 
road, and as I nearly reached the other 
side, just before the curb, a motor 
horn hooted.

A  moment later Archie Baird was 
apologizing for nearly running me 
down.

“As a token of forgiveness, won’t 
you let me drive you home ?” he said.

I did at once, and said:
“You are Mr. Baird, aren’t you?”
“ All my friends call me Archie,” he 

answered, smiling his quick smile.
He bought me sweets that evening, 

and told me he had been “smitten” the 
first second he had seen me.

“W e two ought to be pals,” he said, 
holding my arm very tightly, just 
above the elbow; he was not smiling 
then, and his gray eyes looked rather 
hard between their short lashes.

He asked me my address, and told 
me he wanted to take me out to dine.

“ Choose your own evenin’,” he said, 
“write to me at my club, the Blue, 
Pall Mall.”

He raised his hat and drove away.
I got my usual bus home, and sat on 

the top, clutching my chocolates.
I thought mainly about one thing: I 

had no. hat to go out to dine in with 
Archie Baird!

So I did the obvious thing: I wrote 
and told him so, to that swagger club, 
and his reply came back by messen
ger, and contained a ten pound note.

He wrote:

Dear little Cissie, what rough luck! No 
hat for such a pretty head! Hurry up and 
get one. Meet me, wearing it, tomorrow at 
seven, at the Welcome Club at the White 
City.

I bought a hat which was almost a 
copy of Miss Charde’s, only it was 
blue and silver, and I bought a dark 
blue dress too, of some soft stuff; it 
had a sash of blue and silver, too, and 
I bought white suede gloves and black 
silk stockings, and narrow open toed 
shoes.

Archie was waiting for me, and he 
looked tremendously clean and smart, 
so well-groomed was he, and well set
up.

We had champagne for dinner and 
liqueurs afterwards; I had some 
golden stuff which looked like apricots, 
but burnt like very soft fire.

After dinner we sat in the darkness 
and listened to the music. Archie took 
my hand first, then he slid an arm 
around me. The orchestra was play
ing “Beautiful Lady.”

“Rippin’ tune isn’t it?” he said. His
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voice was not quite steady: “Rum 
thing music, isn’t it? the way it stirs 
you up.”

“I know,” I whispered,
“I'd like to kiss you,” he said in a 

smothered voice, and suddenly he 
turned, and tilted my face back rough
ly and kissed me very hard on my 
mouth.

The mingled scent of some very 
good brilliantine and champagne came 
to me from hi$ bent head. I .wasn’t 
frightened, I didn’t care simply, I had 
made up my mind to take life just as 
it came. For the moment it came as 
"kisses.”

I let Archie kiss me.
He released me suddenly and sat 

back, laughing oddly.
“By Jove, you’re as cold as ice, Cis- 

sie,”  he said almost angrily.
I could see his eyes shining in the 

faint light of a colored lamp we 
passed.

He caught my hand in his suddenly.
“ I believe I'm in love with you, you 

tantalizing little devil,” he said softly, 
“and you don't care a hang for me, to
you ?”

“ I like you awfully,” I protested.
He laughed again.
"Oh well, we’ll see!” he said.
He drove me home in a taxi and 

kissed me again. I began to think the 
hat had been expensive indeed!

It wasn't that I didn't like Archie, 
he was a decent sort, but— oh! if it 
were only possible to love the people 
whom it is most profitable to care for, 
what a much simpler world this would 
be, and how far fewer divorces!

At my door Archie said good night, 
and drove away without suggesting 
another meeting.

I was neither glad or sorry,
A week later lie waited for me in 

Regent Street.
“ Come along,” he sad, “I've got a

taxi. You’re coming out to dine again. 
Glad to see me, eh?”

“I can’t come like this,” I protested, 
‘le t me just go back and change.”

“ Bosh,” he said, “you look as pretty 
as paint. It’s you I want, not the new 
hat!*

He whirled me away before I could 
argue; he overrode everyone always, I 
believe; the wonder of him was, not 
that he was the splendid arrogant ani
mal he was, but that he was not out 
and out rankly selfish and bad. Every
one had spoilt him all his life, and he 
had been brought up to believe he had 
only to want to have.

He was constitutionally unfaithful, 
I should say— inherently so, and just 
as gay and good looking, and to lota 
of people irresistible.

I believe he had a passion for me 
simply because I did not adore him at 
first sight! At any rate, he made wild 
love to me that evening and kissed me 
until the lamp-lit waters seemed like 
a maze of gold and scarlet rose blos
soms and the music of the band grew 
faint within my ears.

He was a tempestuous person, and 
my unconscious aloofness was a goad 
to him.

“Don’t you feel anything?” he de
manded savagely, as he looked deep 
into my eyes.

Later, he told m e:
“You’re the sort to hold a man 

faithful— my sort, anyway! You’re so 
distractingly your own all the while!” 
- That night at my door he whis
pered :

“Where's it all goin’ to end, you dar
ling?”

I drew my hand away quickly and 
went indoors, and in the little stifling 
hall I could hear my heart beating 
loudly.

Then again, for a week he vanished, 
and taught me what pique was, and
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jealously of a kind that wasn’t fierce 
because it had no love in it, but which 
made me restless and unhappy all the 
same.

And then, one day at lunch time, 
he came into the shop, and walked 
straight up to me.

“ Got some of that jolly French what 
d’you call it— brilliantine?” he asked, 
smiling into my eyas.

“Do you mean I’keure exquise?”  I 
asked him demurely.

“ Wish I could get that,”  he said, “ in 
reality! As it is, give it to me in a 
bottle. Women, and stuff in bottles— 
they’re the joy and curse of life!”

*nien he added lower: “ Tonight at 
the Welcome. You’re lookin’ lovelier 
than ever.”

He had gone before I could answer, 
and I was left feeling disturbed,

I met him at the Welcome and found 
he had ordered a special dinner, and 
there were roses on the table.

“ I want a long talk with you,”  he 
said, his audacious eyes on my face, 
his jaw a little grim.

“As my lord wills,”  I said.
He laughed again then and said:
“ Right! I’ll hold you to that, I 

think!”
We left the club and walked beneath 

the chains of swaying lamps which 
seemed to link up the paths of fairy
land. The geraniums starred all the 
flowerbeds palely, andt their keen scent 
came to us as we walked. Archie 
caught my hand in his; it was very 
hot, it burpt mine.

“ Look here,”  he said, “ I want to 
put something to you, and I want you 
to try to believe I mean it decently. I 
mean, I want you to try and feel sure 
I’ll be good to you.”

He stopped, and I know I felt scar
let for a minute all over, it was just 
as if a hot wave went right over my 
head.

' ‘Yes, go on?”  I said in a low voice.
He stopped in’ his stride and pulled 

me round to him, and put his arms 
about me.

“ I love you,” he said, and it sound
ed as if he said it unwillingly. “ I’ve 
tried to get away from it, from you, 
but I can’t. You’re like a fever in my 
blood, with your pale gold hair, and 
white velvet skin, and eyes that seem 
to question coolly. I fell in love with 
you when I saw you. I don’t believe 
you care a curse for me, but I’d risk 
that, I’d make you love me if you be
longed to me. And that’s what I want 
you to do. I want you to let me look 
after you—get you a little place for 
your own; fit it up just as you like. 
I’ll gite you anything you want. I’ll 
settle something on you naturally. I’ll 
have it all done in order— ”

His arms went round me more 
closely.

“ Cissie, I’m in dead earnest, I love 
you, you darling, adorable thing. I’m 
mad about you. Will you consent? Will 
you come to me, and let me take care 
of you?”

“ You mean— you mean—give up all 
my old life— ” I stammered faintly.

“ That?”  he said contemptuously. 
“Rather, my sweet. We’d cut that out 
completely. You should have a flat in 
Knightsbridge, and a maid, and be 
looked after, loved— ”

“ Kept,”  I whispered.
He flung up his head furiously.
“ Oh, damn it all, kept then!”  he 

said, “ but I swear I’d be faithful to 
you, and keep you as tenderly, as dear
ly as no other woman.”

Visions swept through my mind of 
my life as it was, as it would be if I 
consented.

Archie kissed me suddenly, very, 
very gently, and I think that decided 
me, it was such a different kiss for 
him— it made me trust him.
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“Yes, it’s yes,”  I said.
He stayed like that, gentle and end

lessly considerate, and we talked plans 
as if we were engaged and our mar
riage was at hand. I was to have five 
hundred a year for life settled on me, 
and the rent of the flat paid and the 
maids’ wages.

Archie put me into a taxi at last, 
and I drove home alone, with two 
ten-pound notes in my hand “ to settle 
any little bills you have, darling,”

He rang up at the store next after
noon and said I was to drive to his 
lawyer’s at once to sign the settlement 
papers.

Inside the office I felt like a thief 
or a forger, or criminal of some sort. 
I was ashamed— ashamed. The lawyer 
was old and courteous, almost kindly; 
he was to act for me, he kept the deeds.

Archie and I drove away together 
to see the flat he had taken. It was a 
dear little place, all green and white 
and dainty and clean, with pretty 
chintz curtains, and a bookshelf 
crammed with books, and actually a 
black cat dozing ©n the window sill.

“ Get your maids in,”  Archie said, 
“and settle down, darling, and next 
week— next— week!”

He caught me in his arms and kissed 
me, and kissed me, before he left.

He was to be in Surrey before he 
came to the flat; he wrote to me from 
there.

I had my income now, I bought 
clothes in his absence, little pretty 
trifles for the flat. Archie sent me a 
dressing case initialled in gold. I was 
to be Mrs. Lomax— it was one of his 
names.

The last morning came, and I felt 
as if prison were closing in on me. 
There was no letter from ̂ Archie, I 
expected he would wire. I gave the 
maids their directions. I don’t know

what they believed 11 wore a wedding 
ring.

The afternoon came; I rested in fee 
little dressing roam with the sun 
blinds down. The bell pealed suddenly, 
and I leapt to my feet, I thought it 
was ArcKie. His lawyer came in.

We looked at one another, and I 
said stiffly:

“ Won't you sit down?”
He looked ill, I thought, then, and 

I was sorry I’d seemed inhospitable.
“ Let me ring for tea,”  I said shyly, 

“ did— did Mr. Baird ask you to come? 
Is he back?”

The old man eaught hold of the 
chair then, and said in a clear, but 
shaking voice:

.“ No— no— he— Mr. Baird will not 
come. He— I deeply regret— I— he 
was killed in a motor accident this 
morning.”

I believe I fainted; I have a dim 
memory of a string of words about 
my income “going on”— and then a 
plea that I would put in “ no further 
claim of any nature!"

Then the old man went and I was 
alone with my memories.

Poor, poor Archie!
I would have been willing to have 

lived in prison to have given him back 
his life— such a young, gay, self- 
willed, yet somehow kindly life.

I wished I had once kissed him with 
love.

V

r T”'HERE was once a play written
®- aboht a poor little rich girl.
I might have been chosen to illus

trate the title for just a short while. 
Then the glamour of the last adjective 
was ripped from me by a mine “ peter
ing out.”

Luckily I had not spent a great deal 
of what did not, after all, belong te 
me. I had taken a flat near Wands
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worth. Common, and bought some 
clothes, and that was about all.

The smash came when. I  had been 
rich for about three months. I believe 
even the lawyers were sorry for me.. 
I tried to be philosophical, and just, 
and all the things one is advised to 
be when a wave of trouble, rises up and 
threatens to engulf you. I kept on tell
ing myself that I had not Loved Archie 
despite the fact of— well, everything, 
and that his death, by which I had 
profited, should have mattered to me 
heaps more than it had done.

It had mattered; no one could have 
fcnown Archie,, no girl at least, and 
mot have loved his gay happiness. For 
you can love a quality in a person 
without loving them. I had loved many 
in Archie— his truth about things and 
unself-consciausness, his generosity 
and faiths

I felt, oddly enough* that though los
ing the income he had left me was 
hard, that it was somehow not unfair. 
I had given him so. little, w.hy should 
I take so much?

But I didn't gp, back to the scent 
shop where I had been employed until 
I had become rich. I let my little flat, 
with, its view over the Common, all 
golden then with gorse, and its pretty, 
simple furniture, and decided to try 
the stage.

I know, all girls on their own in fic
tion invariably gravitate theatre- 
wards,, but (fact is stronger than fic
tion often), as a matter of fact, the 
bourne of most girls “on their own” 
is the stage, in real life. It’s almost 
inevitable, simply because genius is 
deadly rare, and a certain good looks 
deadly common, and the only place 
where looks count at so much per week 
on. a contract, is the stage, and so much 
per week, be it ever so little, means 
a livelihood, or a help to one.

Besides, to the average girl there’s

a glorious glamour about the stage.
I defy anyone to deny the assertion 

that most girls in their, teens look 
upon it as a rose-strewn way to fame 
and wealth, and a title and endless ad
miration.

And the »odd thing is, that even 
when they are actually “ on” it, and 
find the rose to be thistles of the 
prickliest kind, and their pay weighs 
lighter than its envelope, and they 
have such humble parts that no on® 
can distinguish, them, and the nobility 
is non-existent, even then they cling 
to the life, and would not give it up, 
save in the rarest cases, for the “sure” 
dullness of a berth in some business; 
or even marriage with a youth who 
offers a little “ semi” villa, and five1 
pounds a week for income. The glam
our still allures— the excitement of 
the life, its very hardness, because 
that is borne by many in company and 
in electric light, fCnd amidst a dozen 
perfumes and the haze of powder.

A  girl at the' scent store had gone 
to the “ Dukes.”

I took her out to lunch at the. Corner 
House, and asked her if she could help 
me.

“ Shouldn’t  wonder a bit, old dear,” 
she said,, “you see you’ve rum looks. I 
mean they’re different— those dark 
eyes and gold hair, and that white 
skin, and your lips being so red. Talk
ing of style, as I said, it’s rum looks 
that get there nowadays— there’s too 
much curls and pink and whiteness 
and cupid’s bow, and all the rest of it. 
I got on because I’d hair like cape 
gooseberries and eyes like the sea (I 
don’t think) but any old way I got on 
on me looks, for I didn’t know one 
step from another then, let alone a 
note of music. You bet I stuck to the 
learning job when I got started, and 
I’ve been taking my three-fifteen reg
ularly now for two months. I’ll speak
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to old David about you— the boss. He* 
likes me because I don’t feel fright
ened of him, and I know he's wanting 
to fill in the big scene— that new 
Revue got some of his best girls. You’d 
best come along with me now, he’ll be 
up at the theatre.”

David was there, curt, and Scotch 
and bald.

He stared at me and said:
“What can you do, eh?"
‘1  can dance," I said nervously.
“Dance then,’ ’ he said.
“ Hi, you!” he called to a man who 

* was sorting some music. “ Start a 
tune, will you ?”

The youth sat down and began to 
play a fox-trot, and I slid off all alone.

“That’ll do,” David ordered, and' 
then demanded: “D’you sing?”

“A  bit,” I answered.
- “ Go on, tell the pianist what he’s got 
you know.”

I chose “Rose in the Bud” from a 
great pile of torn songs, and the youth 
muttered:

“Keep on the note even if you have 
to whisper— Dave’s nuts on trueness.”

I didn’t whisper— no one could say 
I made the place ring, but I did sing 
true, and David, after listening to one 
verse, made no comment.

Instead he shot at me in his deep 
voice:

“Address— age— name. Parents liv
ing?” and added: “ Here, sign this. 
Read it first.”

I read the contract. It offered me 
two pounds a week for three months.

I signed gladly.
“Show her the ropes,” David or

dered Nina and dismissed us both.
“Well, that's slick,” Nina comment

ed, “ you’ve got lock. Come on. I'll do 
the intro biz.”

We went into a big room, where 
about twenty girls were sitting, sew

ing, drinking beer or cocoa, reading, 
talking, laughing.

“ Miss Cissie Maine,” Nina an
nounced, and then poured out a stream 
of names, all of which were ornamen
tal, and began with Phyllis and ended 
with Geraldine.

For the first time, that night, I knew 
the thrill of being “watched.” It 
sounds silly, but it isn't. We all, every 
one of us play to our audience, some 
of us to one, the best beloved, others 
to an office staff, others .to buyers or 
sellers, but always, always, to some
one. And playing to an audience of up
turned faces had an excitement all of 
its own.

I just stood in a corner for a week, 
wearing a lovely gown of tangerine 
tulle which had a huge black satin 
sash. From my corner I grew to know 
one or two faces. There were two men 
in the right-hand box, who came in 
every night about ten. One of them, I 
learned, was Lord Mandon the “great” 
Mandon, and he was supposed to be 
in love with Marie Warde, the chief 
“ star.” She was the slenderest thing 
I have ever seen, and had the loveliest 
voice. Beyond that, she was quite 
stupid, she could sing and “look,” and 
that was all. But she had diamonds 
which were real, and her own maid, 
and she rarely spoke to “ us,” who 
therefore spoke a lot about her!

I liked the look of Lord Mandon. 
Everyone had heard of him ; he was 
the joy of the illustrated papers, and 
was to be seen weekly in two or three, 
either at one of his ancestral homes, 
or else riding in the park, or hunting, 
or motoring, or just, for once, ordinar
ily walking.

He always gave an impression of 
“just-so-ness” ; his clothes were al
ways superlatively right, and his hair 
superlatively brushed, and the horse 
he rode was always so thoroughbred
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you had to notice it, and his car a 
Rolls-Royce of the very newest pat
tern.

Even when he was merely breath
ing the expensive air of Bond Street, 
his cane and booths extolled some 
famous maker’s name in shining, but 
duinb show. In appearance he was 
rather short, and rather brown, and 
had the thick, sleek hair of the day, 
parted very much at one side, and as 
far as I could see, rather light eyes 
between short, dark lashes.

He looked such a gay and self-satis
fied, happy being, so fat, and expen
sive, and “alive." His laugh rang out 
often when “George," the beloved 
comedian, gagged anew.

The second week I was advanced; at 
the end of the month I was in the front 
row and led a short dance.

You could hear what the people in 
the boxes said quite distinctly from 
the front dancing row.

I heard Lord Mandon say:
“ Hello! think David’s had a find. 

That girl on the left, daffodil sort of 
hair and narrow feet."

The man he was with drawled:
“Been watching that little lady for 

quite a time. New style, isn’t it, and 
jolly fetching.”

I could not hear Lord Mandon’s an
swer, but when I danced over to that 
side of the stage, directly beneath his 
box, he called:

“Good evening, little lady of the daf
fodil curls!”

It was rather an attractive situa
tion, and I had smiled before I real
ized I had done so.

I just looked up, smiled once, and 
danced away again.

Nina, who was just behind me, said 
breathlessly:

“Look out, Cis, for Marie’s temper. 
She’ll skin you if you get Mandon 
away from her.”

“th a t’s very likely, isn’t it?” I 
laughed over my shoulder.

It did seem absurd!
There was Marie Warde, ever so fa

mous, perfectly lovely, with heaps of 
clothes, and the glorious voice, and 
there was I, at two pounds a week, 
with no voice, and not much else 
either, except, as Nina had said, “rum 
looks.”

But when I danced over to the right 
of the stage again, Lord Mandon said 
quite audibly:

“ Look up, and smile again, please.”
I did. I hadn’t been happy, to put 

it mildly, for a long time, and any 
little thing that broke the monotony 
of life seemed exciting somehow and 
nice and amusing.

Something else which was new too, 
but not amusing, happened when I 
was running along the passage to the 
dressing room to change after the 
play.

Miss Warde’s dyesser stopped me, 
and asked me if I would come and 
speak to her mistress in her dressing- 
room. I went into the room; it was 
papered with a sort of satiny gray 
paper, and there were roses piled high 
in vases, standing on the floor. It was 
lovely and very warm, and scenty, and 
tremendously luxurious.

Miss Warde, who was wrapped in 
an ermine cloak, was manicuring her 
hands. She put the little ivory and gold 
polisher down when I entered and said 
to the dresser:

“ Clear out, Domer, just for a min
ute please.” Then, as the door shut, 
she turned to me and said:

“I’ve noticed you so often, Miss 
Maine. I like all sorts of things about 
you. I believe you’re like me, a lady. 
All these others are so hopelessly coxn- 
xrton, I sometimes feel. So one has to 
hide one’s true self to them. I don’t 
feel I need to you. I’d like us to be
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friends. Shall we?”
I felt bewildered and very shy,
I said shyly:
“Oh— er— thank you.” And then 

didn’t know quite how to go on.
“I’m going to tell David you are 

worth more than you get,” • Miss 
Warde said decisively, “Oh, yes I am. 
Don’t expostulate, dear. I can do any
thing with him, I assure you.”

I hadn’t expostulated; I’d said noth
ing at all.

She faced me altogether suddenly:
“And here’s a little present, dear, 

from one friend to another!”
And she gayly handed me a ring.
“Oh, I can’t take it,” I stammered. 

“You— ”
“Now, now!” Miss Warde said. “Of 

course you are going to wear it. I 
must fly, dear. Lord Mandon begged 
me not to be late. I wish I could make 

-  up my mind whether to marry him 
or not. How tiresome one’s affections 
are, aren’t they? But he’s utterly de
voted to me. You don’t know him, do 
you?”

Then I guessed!
“Why do you ask me that?” I said, 

and, unfortunately smiled.
Miss Warde was spraying her hair 

with scent, she put down the big cut- 
glass bottle with its gold top, and bent 
down to powder her face.

I could only see the back of her 
beautifully dressed head, and occa
sional glimpses of eyes, lips, throat 
as the big puff passed and repassed.

Then she spoke, very slowly.
“ I’ll tell you,”  she said, “ I rather 

thought you weren’t so simple as you 
looked, but I wanted to be sute. Now 
I am— and if I were you, I’d listen 
rather carefully to the rest of this 
speech. I saw that fool, Mandon, smil
ing and talking to you and you playing 
up for all you were worth, andyou can 
take it from me, my dear, that I am

not going to stand your antics what
ever I may be forced to put up with 
from him. So you either quit this glad- 
eye business with Mandon, or I get 
David to sack you, at the week.”

“ But I haven’t done anything,” I 
said swiftly.

“ Oh, haven’t you?” she stormed. 
“All right, the one of us who lives 
longest’ll see most, won’t they? All 
I’ve got to say to you now is, leave 
Mandon alone, or I’ll not leave you. 
See?”

“I see,” I agreed, and I laid the ring 
on the dressing-table, and walked out.

In the passage Lord Mandon was 
waiting; he barred my way.

“My name is Mandon,” he said quite 
gravely, “and I think you are Miss 
Maine. I wish there had been a friend 
to introduce us, but as there isn’t, and 
as we know one another now, won’t 
you be very, very kind and accept my 
invitation to sup with me ? It would be 
so ripping.”

He spoke pleadingly, almost with 
anxiety, only his eyes were dancing, 
and he looked somehow intensely 
pleased with life.

“Oh, btit you are supping with Miss 
Warde,” I said.

“No, no,” Lord Mandon said, “no, 
there you are wrong, I assure you. If 
you will not honor me, I shall be lone
ly and friendless. Doesn’t that thought 
touch your heart? Come!”

I laughed, I couldn’t help it, and just 
then Miss Warde came into the pas
sage, all ermine, and gleaming pearls, 
swirl of chiffon frock, and shining 
high-heeled shoes. -

“ Oh, Tim, how angelic of you to 
wait so patiently!” she said sweetly to 
Lord Mandon.

He looked very straightly at her, 
bowed very slightly, and said quite 
easily:

“ You do me too much honor, Marie,
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'pon my word, you do; bat as you’d 
been so undecided in your decision to 
sup with me, I've made another en
gagement..So sorry!”

He was nearly laughing as he spoke, 
and did not look sorry a bit, and Miss 
Warde, after one stare, which would 
have done injury if it had been tangi
ble, went on and vanished.

“So that's that!” Lord Mandon said 
comfortably. “ Now do cut along, little 
daffodil lady, and change. I’ll wait for 
you in the car. Be quick, like the 
angelchild you look.”

All the girls fell upon me in the 
dressing room:

“What had Marie said? What had 
Mandon said? Was he on? Was I? 
Hadn’t I better go jolly carefully?”

I told all I could as I dressed.1
The girls were awfully nice and 

helped me, and one lent me a handker
chief and another scent, and another 
silk stockings, and at last I was ready.

The car was lit up inside, and lined 
with fawn stuff, and there were big 
black satin cushions to lean back 
against.

“We'll go to Harvey's,” Lord Man
don said. “ Ever been there?”

“I’ve never been to a night club,” I 
said shyly.

“Oh, how ripping!” he exclaimed.
I liked him— he was so young, and 

nice, and happy in himself.
Harvey’s was crammed, and nearly 

everyone seemed to know Lord Man
don.

Whispers o f: “Oh, T im !” and “No, 
Tim, not another!” reached me and I 
decided that Lord Mandon must be 
very popular indeed.

We had a table just far enough, and 
not too far from the band, which was 
a good one. They played splendidly, 
and Lord Mandon and I danced while 
waiting for our supper.

He told me I danced divinely.
“ Like the flower you are!” he said, 

and added: “I say, won’t you let me 
call you Cissie? And all my friends call 
me Tim.”

He was extraordinarily calm in his 
way of taking things for granted that 
one couldnH object; it all seemed so 
harmless.

He drove me home, about three, to 
the rooms I shared with Nina, said 
“ Goodnight, but not good-by, little 
dream lady!” on the doorstep and had 
vanished a moment later; his car 
seemed to slip into the darkness al
most noiselessly.

Nina was sitting up in bed.
“Well ?” she demanded, and listened 

without interrupting whilst I told her 
every detail.

When I’d finished she said:
“ Men always are and always will 

be, beastly selfish!” and then went to 
sleep.

I knew what she had been thinking 
the next morning, when after rehear
sal David told me he should not want 
me again after that week.

Tim’s evening of harmless gayety 
had lost me my job, just as Marie 
Warde had threatened it would do, 
and Nina had feared.

I met Marie Warde on the stairs, 
and she smiled at me between her 
long, tinted lashes.

Then and there I determined I 
would make Tim care for me if I 
could, and make him hate her.

That night I danced for him, smiled 
for him, sang for him.

But he did not come to ask me to 
sup with him. The next night he was 
not in the box, and the night after that 
was my last night at the theatre.

I hadn’t got another job, all the 
plays seemed booked up.

I scarcely expected Lord Mandon to 
be at the theatre on Saturday night.
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and when I looked up at the box, it was 
empty,

I felt my heart sink.
It wasn't so much that I had liked 

him specially, but I wanted to use him 
now to anger and hurt Marie Warde 
who had out of deliberate viciousness 
made David dismiss me.

Suddenly, as I danced, a sheaf of 
daffodils fell at my feet.

I looked up and met Lord Mandon’s 
eyes.

"Sweets to the sweet!” he said, as I 
clasped the flowers.

There was a tiny note twisted 
among the flowers. It said:

Please be sweet once again, and come to 
Harvey’s tonight.

T im ,

I said carelessly in Miss Warde’s 
hearing as we cleared after the first 
act:

“ Oh, Nina, Tim’s written again! I 
shall have to go, I suppose.”

“ S’pese so,” Nina said, playing up 
like the sport she was, “how he pes
ters you!”

Oh, it was childish, and silly, and 
cheap, but I’d lost my living for noth
ing, and I was up against things.

I never told Tim, till just when we 
were leaving the night club, that I had 
been dismissed from the theatre.

We were dancing together, and he 
had caught my hand in his very tight
ly.

“ Cissie,” he whispered, “you are 
the loveliest thing.”

He was a little pale, but his hand 
burnt mine.

“ I wish this dance could go on and 
on,” he muttered.

The music crooned over us, the 
scents and colors seemed to float past.

“Do you care for me just a little?” 
Tim whispered suddenly, wildly.

The music stopped, and it was time 
to go home, and he was laughing again 
instantly.

I don’t know why, but the realiza
tion that to a man of his name and 
wealth, his “everything” that was so
cial and important, I could never 
really mean anything, that I was just 
an amusement for the hour, a girl to 
dance with and laugh with, and part 
with and forget, seemed to whip my 
soul into revolt. I wanted him to have 
to share the indifferent position, the 
galling knowledge that some people 
glanced and said: “ Oh, that girl? Yes, 
quite all right, of course, but only in 
the chorus, isn’t she ?” and all the rest 
of the petty irony and hardness of 
circumstances.

“Don’t bother to drive me home,” I 
said bitterly.

“Why not?” he said lightly. "Jump 
in, old dear. Come along, it’s cold.”

“Do you men ever think of anyone’s 
comfort or happiness except your 
own?” I asked him passionately in a 
very low voice. “Does it ever occur to 
you that anyone else’s life matters at 
all?”

“Great Scott!”  he said. “What the 
deuce is up, my dear kid? I’ve done 
you no harm, I— ”

“Because you are so important, and 
Marie Warde valued the importance, 
I have been dismissed from the 
theatre,” I said uncontrollably.

“ What?”  he said incredulously.
“ It’s true,” I answered, “but— oh! 

it doesn’t matter to you. Why should 
it? Goodnight.”

I ran as fast as I could— I knew the 
way home, but Lord Mandon ran fast
er.

He caught me up, and caught me in 
his arms. He was very breathless, and 
his heart was beating furiously.

“ Look here,” he burst out, “ I never 
knew all this! It’s a beastly shame. I
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say, Cissie— oh! for God’s sake, don’t 
cry!”

But I had to and he kissed me.
“ I'll make David take you back or 

get you another contract,”  he said 
urgently, I swear it.”

He seemed oddly boyish and unsure.
“ I say, Cissie,”  he said, “ you do like 

me and all that, don’t you?”
“ Yes,”  I said miserably.
“Look here,”  he said hurriedly, 

“ come back to the car. I'll drive you 
home. And in the car I want to put 
something to you.”

That something was the proposition 
he should make good my loss.

“ You can pay it all back when 
you’re a ’star’,”  he said, beginning to 
laugh.

“ No, thank you,”  I said.
“But why not?”  he persisted. “ It’s 

through me you’ve lost this money, 
therefore I've a right to make that 
loss good.”

“ No,”  I said again.
And then, at that one word, he 

seemed to lose his coolness.
“ By heaven, you do play up devil

ishly,”  he said breathlessly. “Look 
here, then, there’s another proposal 
which has all the honor in it I can 
compass. Will you marry me and let 
me look after you in that way?”

If I had said “ yea,”  he would have 
stuck to me, I believe.

I knew that and that was just why 
I said “ no,”  and as I said it, he took 
me in his arms and really kissed me, 
then bolted precipitately.

He never came back, but a gorgeous 
diamond ring came, anonymously, 
which I sold for lots of money, just as 
I had been meant to do.

And one of the proudest moments of 
my life waa the letter Tim wrote me, 
his first and last letter to me just be
fore he went into battle test year. Be 
wrote:

Dear Daffodil Lady:
Something toils me you are going to be 

w ry  happy. I tell you I hope so, and though 
I didn’t know it then when we met first, I 
know it now, I wish I were to be the lucky 
chap! '

Good-by, my dear! Good • luck.
'  Tim.

VI

BECAME a star.
Partly I had luck, ehiefly I had 

leoks; and I worked hard.
For a year I did nothing but work ; 

I worked at advertising myself; I used 
to go out to supper and dinner with 
such men as I thought would confer a 
certain distinctiveness upon me— I 
never wasted one smallest smile. I 
hoarded my “ delightfulness”  as ador
ers called it, as I saved my salary, 
rigorously: both were put by to come 
in at the most necessary and produc
tive moment.

No one’s sufferings touched me; I 
had suffered myself and no one had 
ever helped me. Why should I help 
anybody else?

An'actress is nearly always made 
selfish by her career, her ambition, if 
nature has not already presented her 
with that useful, but undesirable qual
ity. Introspection becomes a cult with 
an actress— all her thoughts, beliefs, 
hopes are centered on herself; that is 
part, the worst part, of the calculat
ing, artistic temperament. There is no 
more dangerous type of woman in the 
world, than the woman who is beauti
ful and has the selfish artistic temper
ament. Because that egoism negatives 
the true qualities o f the temperament, 
its generosity, its friendliness, its 
wideness of outlook, and makes for 
mercilessness, greed, and pity only for 
oneself,

I know I became like that. I did not 
care who went under as long as I went 
sa ; I hoarded my moneybecause I had
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been down on my luck; and I never 
minded seeing other girls down on 
theirs. Men, and their affection, I used 
and used.

I was very circumspect; I meant to 
marry well. And yet, when the great 
chance came 1 did not take it'. Things 
often happen in life like that, I believe. 
Life, as it were, pays you out, by never 
interfering until the crucial moment, 
and then, with sudden wholly unex
pected strength forces you to forego 
that for which you strove!

I was really a star when Berkeley- 
Rowne met me, and instantly, I knew 
he would “do.” So I set about fascinat
ing him as soon as possible. He was 
not easy game at all, he was a new 
type, too.

He said he was half Spanish, and he 
was the handsomest man I have ever 
seen. He stood about six-foot-two, and 
he had the grace of a leopard, and the 
strength of a Samson. He was very 
bronzed, and the dark color made his 
gray eyes seem extraordinarily bril
liant, the whites of them had that 
bluish clearness which tells of superb 
health. His hair was dead black, and 
he had a most attractive speaking 
voice. And he was immensely wealthy.

I thought I should be able to fall in 
love with him. I wanted to, I meant to. 
Life paid me out. I couldn't.

I liked Berkeley; he was pleasant to 
be with; he was interesting, amusing, 
chivalrous. I knew he admired me, and 
I never got beyond liking.

I had stultified my emotions so long, 
I could not now “ let them go,” how
ever much I wished to. But all the 
same, I meant to marry Berkeley 
when he should ask me.

The Berkeley-Rowne affair began 
in the spring of 1937. Kenneth Du
mont introduced him to me at the Pic
cadilly, where I was lunching with

Delia Dane, the girl with whom I 
shared a flat.

Kenneth was in love with her, and 
she with him, and they were to be 
married when Kenneth’s people con
sented, and even if they did not, as 
soon as Kenneth could earn some sort 
of living.

He was the only son of the news
paper king, who, being entirely self- 
made, had no interest in other career- 
makers until their object was 
achieved.

Ken brought Berkeley-Rowne up to 
our table and blithely suggested a 
“ foursome.” So we all lunched to
gether. I can remember that morning 
now. The band played “ In the Shad
ows,” and all the women that year 
were wearing very short dresses, and 
it was the fashion to be as slim as pos
sible.

“Rather different from the fashions 
I’ve seen lately!” Berkeley said to me 
with his quick smile. “ Fve just come 
from Spain, the northern mountains. 
The peasants there wear a sort of 
crinoline effect and a Carmen shawl 
over their white muslin blouses.”

He talked well; he seemed so happy 
and vivid that day, and he took me to 
the theatre, and stood bareheaded in 
the sunshine until I had spoken to the 
doorkeeper in the little passage, and 
finally turned the corner.

That night he had a box and I saw 
him and smiled. He smiled back and 
flung d̂ >wn a sheaf of the most gorge
ous orchids at my feet. They must 
have cost pounds and pounds.

Delia told me all about him in my 
dressing-room and while she was talk
ing, his card was given to my dresser. 
There was a pencilled message on it:

Do please be gracious and come out to sup
per. Kenneth says Miss Dane will come too.

B. B,
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I sent the answer "yes,”  and put on 
my prettiest dress.

Outside Berkeley and Ken were 
waiting, and beyond them a huge lim
ousine was drawn up.

It was like a tiny sitting-room in
side; there were easy chairs and the 
smallest table, and a writing-case ia 
the side, and roses in tall silver vases 
and a little silver clock.

“ It is like a magic car,”  I told Ber
keley, who laughed and said:

“ Then that’s all right, for we’re go
ing on a fairy ride!”

I had been wondering what restaur
ant we were going to, the Carlton 
and Ritz had flashed past.

I asked point-blank.
“ That’s the secret,”  Berkeley said. 

*. The car seemed to fly; we were in a 
field where the almond blossoms 
looked like snow in the moonlight, di
rectly we had left London, it seemed 
to me, and yet, actually, we had 
reached Surrey. It was a fairy eve
ning.

We picnicked on the thick bear-skin 
rugs, (and had the hottest coffee, and 
coldest creams, and freshest salad and 
chicken.

Berkeley and Ken had planned 
every detail and it was all perfect.

We started for home about tw o; the 
moon was like a slender diamond in 
the sky and the whole world seemed 
still.

Delia had her head on Ken’s shoul
der, his arm was around her; once 
distinctly, I heard his whisper: “ I love 
you, darling.”

Berkeley and I sat side by side, at 
that whisper his eyes met mine, we 
looked long at one another. I wondered 
whether he felt he was going to love 
me, and wished with all my soul his 
glance had thrilled me,

I wondered, too, why it had not done 
so. He was so splendid in his youth and

•
bigness, with his whimsical, charm and 
his “ other side,” which was all daring, 
and ruthlessness, one felt instinctive
ly. But he never even tried to take my 
hand, and when he bade Delia and me 
goodnight, it was quite an impersonal 
farewell.

“ There's your fate,”  Delia said 
sleepily, brushing out her thick, shiny 
hair. “ Ken says he’s simply rolling, 
too. D’you like him, Cecil ?”

I had changed into a lace dressing- 
gown, and I was kneeling beside the 
window. The flat was on the embank- 

'ment, and the river was all starry.
“ Yes, I do,” I said.
Delia knelt beside me and said:
“ Well then?”

• She slid a hand into mine.
“ Being in love’s the heavenliest 

thing in all this world,”  she said in a 
hushed voice.

I rose: perhaps already, I knew life 
meant to pay back.

“ That’s just it,” I said wearily, “ I 
feel it ought to be, and I can’t make 
myself care like that. I wish I could.”

Berkeley became an enigma to me; 
he took the box at the right for the 
season; he waited for me nightly and 
drove Delia and me home, or took us 
out to supper. On Sundays he either 
sent his car for us, or took us some
where. He gave me the loveliest 
things, and the costliest. Our names 
were coupled in every newspaper; our 
photographs shown together in every 
illustrated.

And he never spoke one word of 
love to me.

Delia supposed him to be madely in 
love with me. I believed he must be 
and yet— the fact remained that all he 
ever called me was by my Christian 
name, and that he only held my hand 
when we met«and parted.

I was piqued, but it did not make me 
fall in love. I wanted to, I longed to ;
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I thought that Berkeley guessed and 
meant to make me, and I wanted to be 
made to. And then so suddenly that I 
was utterly aghast, he came to see me 
one afternoon and asked me to marry 
him. He was rather white, and he did 
not smile.

"W ill you, Cecil?” he said gently.
I had always meant to say "yes” 

when he should ask m e; I said "yes” 
and we kissed, awkwardly, rather like 
children do.

Then I laughed, and he laughed too, 
and I could have cried. '

"Let’s be married soon,” Berkeley 
said, sitting beside me on the sofa. 
"W e ’ve nothing on earth to wait for.”

It was he who sent the announce
ment of our engagement to the papers, 
he who interviewed the reporters. He 
gave me the most magnificent ring, an 
emerald which was worth a small for
tune, and he settled another fortune 
on me, in my own name.

He never asked me about my past 
life and I never told him, and neither 
did I question him. We were like 
friends who propose to go on a pleas
ant journey together, and make their 
preparations quietly and precisely.

We were to be married at the end of 
July, and in June, Delia and Ken “did 
the trick,” as Ken called it at the reg
istrars. Delia was to go on acting, and 
they had taken a tiny fiat back of be
yond in Maida Vale. She came to see 
me directly after the short honey
moon.

“ Oh, Cecil,”  she said, holding my 
hands very tightly, "loving, belong
ing, is the most wonderful thing in the 
world. Nothing else counts.”

Just that, nothing more. Delia was 
not very expansive. But when Berke
ley came that evening to fetch me 
home, I felt suddenly that I could not 
faee life with him. I choked back the

words; it would have been madness to 
tell him.

But a new, dreadful, ignoble jeal
ousy flamed up in my heart instead of 
love. Why, why had he asked me to 
marry him when he never wanted to 
make love to me? I did say those 
words, I had to. I laid my hand on his 
suddenly, and said:

“ Berkeley, I want you to tell me 
something. Why did you get engaged 
to me— why don’t you love me?”

He went suddenly white, and he 
caught hold of my hand.

"F or God’s sake, don’t throw me 
over— now,” he said almost desperate
ly, " I ’ll be more satisfactory, Cecil. 
I ’m a clumsy brute, thoughtless. I— I 
do love you. Who could help it? You’re 
gorgeous to look at— ”

And so on and so forth, and he 
didn’t love me a bit, as a man should 
love the woman he is going to marry, 
and I knew it in every fibre of my 
being.

You can say, why should I have ex
pected love, needed it, felt it to be my 
right, when I had none to give?

I can only answer that if everyone 
were used after their deserts, how 
many of us would receive much? And 
the inability to give never yet de
prived a selfish person of the want to 
take!

How beastly it all looks- written 
down, but it was all true.

Our wedding was fixed for the nine
teenth, and my wedding dress was 
nearly finished. Then, a week before 
the marriage, I went by chance to a 
garden dance after the theatre. It was 
at Lady Torrens’, and her gardens are 
famous for their loveliness; everyone 
knows about them. I motored out to 
Richmond, and Berkeley met me in the 
hall.

I caught a glimpse of us together in 
a long mirror an instant, I tall and
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very fair, he taller much and very 
dark.

“ You are rather good to look at, 
d’you know, Ber?”  I said to him laugh
ingly, meeting his eyes in the mirror.

“ And you are quite lovely,”  he said 
gravely.

I hated that gravity, the staid com
pliment. After all, he was only thirty, 
and I was twenty-four, and I wanted 
to live, and I wanted him to make me 
live.

He led me to Lady Torrens, who 
talked to both of us for a little.

The gardens lay before us, sloping 
down to the river. Lights had been 
siung from flowering bush to flower
ing bush, and it gave an impression 
of blossoms linked by jewelled chains; 
it was very beautiful and the night 
was scented, and somehow, heart- 
aching.

I can’t describe its effect any other 
way, most people will know what I 
mean; there are such summer nights, 
and they seem to stir one's very soul.

Lady Torrens’ voice broke into my 
dreams; she was speaking to Berkeley, 
and she said:

“ Of course, you will have heard that 
Rite de Castro was married yester
day.”

Berkeley said he had not heard, but 
was not surprised and walked away 
with me.

I knew Hita de Castro’s name, she 
was the only daughter of a famous 
duke, and Paris had raved about her.

Berkeley and I talked of her, and 
then he left me with Ken and Delia.

I cannot say even now whether it 
was the knowledge of their perfect 
happiness, their need of one another 
and trust in one another, that really 
spur iced me to my final action, or the 
song I listened to, standing by myself 
in the darkness.

A woman was singing, and oh! my

heavens, her voice was beautiful. The 
words of the song seemed to drop like 
falling tears into the night, each tear 
fell upon my heart.

I seemed to wake up at last out of 
my sleep of selfishness and under
stand.

And I knew utterly certainly that I 
could not marry Berkeley; that I could 
marry no man I did not love, and not 
only love but worship with all my 
heart and soul. I seemed to get back 
my power to love and knew that I dare 
not waste it.

I went straight out of that enchant
ed garden, sent for my car, drove 
home, and kept the car waiting while 
I wrote to Berkeley and told him quite 
honestly and frankly why I could not 
marry him. Then I sent the chauffeur 
to his hotel with my note, and went to 
bed and slept dreamlessly.

And I awoke to the news that Ber- 
keley-Rowne had shot himself in his 
room, and my note had been found in 
his hand.

Oh, life pays back!
I was branded from that hour. I 

threw up my work, left town, took 
refuge under another name in a little 
village in the heart of Hampshire, and 
hid there.

Managers offered me double, treble 
salaries, and even hunted me out to 
importune me. I lived in a very hell of 
misery— the word is not too strong. I 
seemed to see Berkeley always, always 
before my eyes, so gallant and happy 
and gay.

And now he lay dead— and I had 
killed him. It came to that.

Remorse did not touch me, but 
sheer, utter sorrow never left my 
heart for the pity of it all, the blind 
waste, the selfishness which had been 
my ruin and had ruined him.

I never saw a soul I knew for 
weeks; I lived alone with the old
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woman who did not know my real 
name.

Then I met Robert Carne and in the 
midst o f all my grief and my self-con
demnation I fell in love with him. It 
may sound heartless, but it happened. 
I could not help myself, I did not even 
know whether he loved me. I simply 
met, came to know him, loved him 
wildly. ,

The days when I did not see him, 
were utterly empty, worthless; the 
hours I spent with him seemed winged 
with fire and sunshine. I loved as I had 
never known women could love, and 
when he told me he cared for me I 
could not speak for joy. That was in 
the beech wood where the leaves were 
purpling, and the ground was car
peted with gold.

Robert knelt beside me suddenly 
and said:

“ I love you, Cecil. Can you— ean 
you give me any hope ?”

I had been longing for him to kiss 
me for weeks!

“ No hope," I whispered, “but—but 
tte utmost certainty!”

And then our lips met.
It was the first love kiss I had ever 

known, and after it awakening came.
“ Now I can ask you all about your

self, darling,”  Robert said, “ I didn’t 
dare before. But I ’ve got to know now, 
I think, since we’re going to be mar
ried next week. I go hack to Malta 
then to my ship. I’ ll get a special 
license, Beautiful.”

He knew nothing— nothing—and 
he asked me to tell him about my life.

I lied to him and he listened to my 
Story of my work in an office in Lon
don, and his blue eyes grew dark with 
anger to think I had to "slave.”

He was not clever, my Robert, he 
was just straight, and obstinate, and 
true.

I made my rotten, pitiful decision

' that night, when Robert had left me 
to tramp over the heath to the inn 
where he was staying. #

I would tell him nothing— until we 
were married. I felt I could not lose 
him, would not, dared up£.

I fought over the arguments about 
the supreme baseness o f deceiving 
the one being you love. I defeated that 
argument with the counter argument 
that I had never meant to hurt Ber
keley, never dreamt I could, that all 
my weight o f sin had fallen on me un
deservedly. I had done nothing wrong, 
I had instead (cheap tragedy!) striv
en to be better by giving Berkeley 
back his freedom!

With the morning and the sunshine 
• Robert eame and I forgot all my mis
ery, my doubts, my self questioning.

He loved me as I had dreamed a 
lover should love, passionately, rever
ently, exaetijigly, tenderly—oh! He 
loved me every way that means love 
to a man who care® for the first time, 
and a woman who cares for the first 
time.

Those early autumn days were lit 
with Heaven’s sunshine, I believe— we 
were so happy.

We picnicked all the day, and sat 
hand in hand before my little wood 
fire in my tiny sitting-room every eve
ning, till the clock struck eleven. 
Punctually, then, Robert left me.

A  week west past; we had just an
other seven days to run. It rained on 
Sunday; he was to leave me to get the 
special license on Monday. I watched 
behind the streaming little pane for 
his figure to appear. At last I saw him 
and all my heart leapt in greeting, 
then fell ridiculously; he was not 
alone.

Ten minutes later he had kissed me, 
and then he presented “ Dick Burgess, 
no end of a pal of mine; he’s in my 
ship,” and Dick Burgess, looking at
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me, smiling genially, gripping my 
hand warmly said: “ By Jove, Miss 
Gharde, Fll congratulate old Robert 
all over again. He ne^er told me you 
were Miss Cecilia Maine. I saw you 
last as the ‘Starshine Girl,' I think. 
No end of a good show, I thought i t !”

I could no longer see him, I saw only 
Robert's face, Robert’s eyes, and I 
knew what my own face told.

I had given him another name"; I 
had lied to him, lied, lied.

Dick Burgess went off at last for a 
tramp and left us alone, and then I 
went up to Robert, and stood beside 
him, not even touching his hand and 
said tonelessly:

“ I dared not tell you. I felt I could 
not lose you— you mean life— and—  
and more than that to me. All I told 
you about my past was lies. Ever since 
I was sixteen I have been fighting the 
world. I've kept straight because— be
cause I was a coward, not because I 
was good. Once I nearly starved; al
ways I was lonely. I was anybody’s 
prey, really. And when I did get on at 
last, I stifled every decent feeling I 
possessed— I meant to gain a secure 
life. Berkeley seemed to offer it. So I 
became engaged to him and then— I 
dtte’t love him, you see, not one heart 
beat, the®, that night he killed him
self, I—I felt somehow I couldn’t 
marry him, not loving him. I couldn’t 
— ao I wrote the letter telling him he 
was free, the letter found in his hand. 
I have told you everything now.”

I looked into his eyes, and he looked 
back mto mine.

"Robert,”  I whispered, and I fell on 
my knees before him and hid my face 
In my hands.

He had gone when I looked up— left 
me, given me up for good. Even in my 
anguish I was glad I had not married 
him, a lair. I had been saved from 
hurting him Ike that irretrievably, I

forget how that day passed; I forget 
the night— I can . only remember the 
day that followed. For on it, Robert 
came back to me, and he came and 
stood beside me, and watched me read 
a letter he had put into my hand.

It was from Berkeley-Rowne to 
him, and it had been written immedi
ately before he had killed himself.

It was not very long:
Dear Bob:

You, of course, will know Rita is married. ‘ 
I only heard it tonight. So all my engage
ment plan is valueless. I did the decent thing 
by the girl; she does not care an atom for 
me and never will, any more than I have 
cared for her, and I have settled a sufficient 
sum on her to soothe her wounded vanity.
I believed Rita wo 'd come back to me 
through jealousy. I have her final answer 
in her marriage, and she will have mine when 
she hears I have killed myself. I am all sorts 
of a fool I know, but that one frail woman's 
name spelt life for me. Don’t judge me too 
hardly.

Yours,
B erkeley.

I looked at Robert and shook so that 
I could not stand. He put his arms 
closely round me,

“ I came here to tell you the truth,” 
he said, “ I only heard about you when 
I reached Engl anti, who you were and 
so on, and I felt it the only decent 
thing to do. I found you here, so 
afraid, so sad, I couldn't open the mat
ter. I used to see you on purpose at 
first, and then I fell in love with you.
I used to long for you to tell me the 
truth, but I couldn’t drag it from you. 
I'd sworn never to ask you. I couldn't 
bear to torture you by questioning 
you. I never knew Burgess had seen 
you, naturally. When you told me all 
the facts yesterday, I— I simply felt 
I'd only one answer to make to you. 
Cecil, look.”

He held our marriage license before 
my eyes, bent and kissed my lips, and 
we went out to our wedding in the 
sunshine.



Designing smart clothes for classmates 
icon fame for Ray.

Fetters of Fancy
By PHILANDER KNOX

IT so happened that there were to 
be three men who should play dis
similar but important roles in the 

life of little Ray; but Ray— who was 
seventeen, and one of those small 
waifs that spring up along life’s by
ways like wild roses, to be gathered 
by the first passer-by— wasn’t a seer- 
ess nor a crystal-gazer. Anyway, if 
you had told her that her destiny 
would hold so much, she would have 
looked at you very straight out of her 
eyes, blue as larkspur, and told you 
that truly, truly, there jutft couldn’t be 
anyone but Jimsy. Not ever!

To Jim Woodward she offered up 
the secret prayers all women in love 
make; even if, like little Ray, they be 
mere fledglings in passion’s nest. She 
gave to him honestly and deeply, and 
there wasn’t a moment of the day 
when she didn’t remember how he had 
lifted her from the dingy back room

of Madame Celeste’s millinery shop, 
where she strained the lovely larkspur 
eyes, and put her into this tiny, com
pact but artistie apartment. Yes, poor 
little Ray Wiggins loved to touch the 
heavy hangings and the dim pictures 
and the quaint mirrors, but she 
couldn’t have explained at all just 
what they meant to her.

Jimsy’s signal sounded then upon 
her delighted ears —  two staccato 
rings of the bell four floors below, be
fore he came up. She clasped her 
hands ecstatically across her imma
ture chest, then fluffed up the undulat
ing wealth of her burnished hair be
fore a French mirror. Next, as had 
become her custom, she sought a hid
ing place. She crouched in an alluring 
heap of pale gray filminess behind the 
fire-screen. She was waiting for the 
big moment of her narrow day. Jim 
had taught her to expect a great deal
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of men and he was presently to teach 
her, paradoxically enough, to expect 
nothing.

Meanwhile, Woodward was riding 
up in the elevator, and anyone study
ing his face would have noted in it a 
certain hardness of glance. He had the 
unpleasantly repressed look of a man 
who has long rebelled within, with no 
outward demonstration. He was just 
thirty and, being the last of the Wood
wards -^the illustrious, impractical 
Woodwards), it had been his unpleas
ant task always to curb inherited 
tastes and live within the tag end of 
the Woodward fortune. You knew in
stinctively— noting his immaculate 
litheness, his aloof expression and 
smallish hands— that his forefathers 
had invariably dressed for dinner. 
You were sure that he believed in 
traditions and heirlooms and educa
tion, and you wouldn’t have dreamed 
that there would be a little Ray wait
ing upstairs. Jim wondered about it 
himself at times. It was simply that 
it was one of those violent, unexplain
ed attractions. Ray got at your heart 
when you’d known her a while.

Woodward let himself into the 
apartment, but he didn’t follow his 
usual routine— which was to seek out 
the piquant hider, catch her up in his 
arms, rain kisses on her vivid face and 
set her down at last, before the ab
surdly small gas range in the kitchen
ette. Instead, tonight, he threw his hat 
and overcoat and evening paper across 
the settee and called out impatiently:

“ Ray !’*
A small giggle floated out from be

hind the screen.
“Ray, don't be silly! Come here,” he 

said, and she knew that his nerves 
were on the ragged edge.

She emerged then, eyes hurt, bud of 
a mouth tremulous. He didn’t make 
any move to kiss her. She came over

to him and stroked his coat sleeve 
musingly.

“Sick, or awfully tired, honey?” she 
asked.
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“ No. And please don’t fuss around 
so, Ray,,” he said petulantly. “ Dinner 
ready?”

“ We cant get married, Ray,”  Jim Woodtvard 
stated boldly.

She sighed and went to the kitchen
ette sadly. But of course, when he saw 
what she’d made for dinner—

She set down the salad before him 
hopefully. It was his favorite; toma
toes, their jackets bursting with their 
filling of peas and wax beans, and 
topped with a heavy yellow mayon
naise. She watched him pick at it list
lessly.

“ You’re worrying about horrid old 
money again,” Ray insisted.

He didn’t answer.
“ Is the salad as good as usual ?” she 

asked anxiously.
“ The same; no better, no worse," he 

answered indifferently.
“Then I can save some extra mon

ey!” Ray laughed joyously, the lark
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spur eyes across the gate-legged table 
commanding his attention at last. “ Be
cause, you see, I mixed peanut oil with 
the olive oil and you never knew the 
difference! It’s just as good for you, 
Jimsy, and not nearly so dear. And,**

"Not—get—married,”  Ray slowly sobbed.

she continued breathlessly, “ I washed 
this gown with white soap instead of 
sending it to the cleaner’s ; and I dis- 
covered a store where they sell soups 
two for a quarter; and— ”

But Woodward had jumped up as if 
he couldn’t stand it, sitting there as if 
everything were the same. In the 
doorway he buried his head in his 
arms as he leaned against the jamb.

“ Don’t say those things,” he said in 
a queer muffled voice; “ it makes it—- 
agony.”

“ Makes what?” Ray whispered. 
“Jimsy, what’s h a p p e n e d ? ” She 
scarcely dared put it that way, make 
the question so clear. And now she 
knew that all these days the fear had 
been there in the back of her mind.

She went over to him. He was hers

yet. She put a consoling, faithful little 
arm across his shoulders; she pulled 
his face around to meet her vision. It 
looked dreadful; white and terribly 
narrow.

“W e can’t get married, Ray,” he 
stated it baldly. He was glad now he’d 
gotten it out

“Not— get— married!”  she repeat
ed very slowly. She stood so for a full 
minute; then she dropped down to her 
knees and moaned. She beat the floor 
with her fists in an impotent par
oxysm; then fought for enough com
posure to frame the helpless cry:

“But why? W hy? I’ll do anything 
for you, Jimsy. W e can manage; I’ll 
save more— ”

It wasn’t going at all the way 
Woodward had thought it would. He 
had planned it impersonally this after
noon, and now the personal aspect of 
the thing rose up to make him suffer 
horribly. He couldn’t look at the poor 
distorted face, the larkspur eyes all 
tear-blurred; but he told her— told her 
how M r. Howland, who spelt Big Busi
ness, had taken such a faney to him; 
how there was a greater chance for a 
young architect in the West, where 
buildings and fortunes were new and 
architecture was democratically di
versified.

Even so, the girl clung desperately 
to the hope that, after all, that 
couldn’t make such an awful differ
ence. But the crushing face came out; 
he would be travelling out there with 
the Howlands, would become part of 
their menage.

There was, seemingly, no place in 
that arrangement for little Ray W ig
gins.

“You would be ashamed of me,” she 
said with misleading calmness; under
neath, the currents of fury were rac
ing in her blood. “ You don’t think I 
should be near —  Alice Howland.”
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(She had had a secret dread of Miss 
Howland every time Jimsy mentioned 
that the lady had visited the offices.) 
“ You, ashamed ©f me!”  She laughed 
rather wildly. K was the first sneer he 
had ever heard issue from that bud of 
a mouth. “ You’re just plain cad!” she 
went on wonderingly, as though she 
would have to convince herself.. “ Jim, 
do you think I should have been here 
all these days if you hadn’t— prom
ised ? Now —  I’m so a s h a m e d ,  
ashamed!”

She flung herself across the lounge 
in the living-room and he let the first 
flood of emotion rack her and wear it
self down to an occasional deep-drawn 
sob. He was going to take her in his 
arms but she beat him away with her 
small fists.

“ You’ve done what they always do,” 
she accused him over and over. 
"That’s the way it always ends, and 
each one of us has to discover it.”

“ Don’t put it that way, Ray,”  he 
implored her. "You know it was dif
ferent ; we weren't like those others.”

“ We were, when this happens,”  she 
pointed out.

He studied her a moment, then 
with an almost imperceptible gesture 
of distaste turned away from her 
grief-ravaged face, so unlike the blos
som it usually resembled.

It was his turning away that cut 
worst. Deep down in her heart she 
recognized that motion as the symbol 
o f his soul-smallness. Small indeed 
was the heart that could sense such 
details when it watched another heart 
writhe in abysmal anguish.

They put in two terrible hours.
“ It came so suddenly. Why, just last 

night— !”  the girl concluded, twisting 
her hands together, her head hanging 
listlessly. “ It's all over, Jimsy; all 
over. Only two months together, and

all the time you said it would be all 
right.”

"Well, it came suddenly to m e; only 
this afternoon, Ray. I’ve explained all 
that. Anyway, if it had to be-—”

“ If ad to be ?”  she challenged.
“ Oh, well!”  He was clearly wearied 

of this. Frankly, he didn’t want to feel 
so badly about it; he was absorbed in 
his own selfishness. The Howland 
proposition had temporarily swept 
him along in its golden tide of wealth- 
to-be. He thought he would better tell 
her now the final fact which would 
close this episode. It did take a certain 
kind of courage to tell it to the forlorn 
heap of pale gray georgette and cop
pery hair.

“ I may as well tell you, Ray, that 
we’re leaving at midnight. It came up 
suddenly; Mr. Howland himself didn’t 
know before.”

There was no answer. He waited 
there a long time, he didn’t know just 
why. Only her deep, irregular breath
ing fell upon his ears as she lay face 
downward on the lounge. One arm 
hung down, and even her hand ex
pressed utter exhaustion and lassi
tude.

Doubtless she heard him in the bed
room, pulling out bureau drawers hur
riedly, stuffing things into his bag 
haphazardly, rummaging in the 
closet. Still she gave no sign. Even 
when he at last stood beside her and 
whispered her name she didn’t turn, 
though she knew this was a good-by 
of sorts. He should not again see her 
face, she resolved, since he had turned 
away from the piteous mask excessive 
weeping placed there. But when the 
door closed she gave a high, smothered 
scream.

Little Ray did not rouse to normal 
activities for three days. She wan
dered around fee small rooms with
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their ghostly memories, pale and tear
less, munching indifferently on the 
store o f food in the kitchen cupboard. 
At fee end o f  that period, when she 
hadn’t heard from Woodward, she be
gan to see him more as he was. If she 
had had philosophies or older view
points, her recovery would have been 
swifter.

She fought down the pain of re
membering him as he had seemed, and 
concentrated bravely on the facts as 
they were. It hadn’t been fair at all. 
Knowing his inherited differences, 
Jimsy should never have invaded the 
stratum in which life had placed her. 
Like any invader, he had plundered 
and gone his way. She felt, sadly, that 
the blot of those two months must 
necessarily follow her through the 
dull, disillusioned years ahead. There 
was, in her tired pretty head, no way 
in which one eradicated a thing of 
that sort.

The lovely things in the apartment 
were hers to do with as she pleased? 
Jimsy had made that clear in a faintly 
grandiose manner. She put them to 
the best possible use, for there was a 
wholesome vein of shrewdness in Ray. 
She kept the apartment long enough 
to find a tenant who, much taken with 
the complete effect o f the furnishings, 
bought them as they stood. Of course, 
she didn’t get their value by any 
means, but she had more than enough 
to carry her through the difficult pe
riod of readjustment.

Ray didn’t contemplate going back 
'to  Madame Celeste’s or to any similar 
occupation. She had made up her mind 
that, having put forever the bright 
kingdom of love behind her, she would 
absorb herself in business achieve
ments. The institution which had har
bored her early years, had given her 
one year of high school before turning 
her adrift upon the uncertain sea of

human apnpatlif. She would haeve 
liked more of those pleasant, carefree 
days, but she pvt the thought &vmp 
now. I f  there were to be school, it 
must be school that prepared her for 
the hard poad ahead; so she very prac
tically took some of her capital and 
invested in a course of typing and 
shorthand.

She succeeded m acquiring the 
necessary knowledge in record time. 
She applied herself with almost in
human intensity, because she simply 
must banish spectres. She reduced the 
one overwhelming sorrow to a half- 
impersonal bitterness. The blue eyes 
looked up from copybooks and type
writers so'earnestly that Ray Wig
gins’ name headed the list o f promis
ing students and she was presently 
told to report at the offices of Eugene 
Sears.

That was in April, and Ray entered 
the elevator o f  the Exchange Building 
in a panic. It wasn’t altogether un
pleasant though; here was some one 
or something to be conquered. She had 
the air o f looking very business-like 
without in the least shedding the ador
able mark of femininity. Her suit o f 
blue serge was brand-new and the 
coppery hair rolled in shiny waves 
beneath a crisp black sailor.

She knew no more of the prosper
ous Mr. Sears than his startling ad
vertisements and his door told her. 
The latter bore his name in gold let
ters, supplemented by the announce
ment: "Everything in Real Estate * 
Ray smiled slightly and went in. She 
was passed from an office boy to an 
efficient girl in an inner office, and 
finally propelled into a luxurious room 
which commanded a view of the Bay 
and the towers of commerce that 
stretched ever upward.

A young man rose to meet her, and 
be was to play the second large role



in M ile Ray’s destiny. Be was young' 
or aid; one of those men whose age 
can’t be guessed correctly. He must be 
young, because his jaw was fairly 
chiseled in its strong line, and his dark 
eyes laughed inwardly, and his hair 
rose up buoyantly on either side of the 
part. He was as tall as Jim Woodward, 
but he didn’t have that narrow, aloof 
look. But he wasn’t so young, when 
one considered his phenomenal suc
cess and the air of utter assurance and 
capability and experience he radiated. 
Be might have answered to Words
worth’s description of a character: 
“A  man . . .  of cheerful yesterdays 
and confident to-morrows.” Physically 
speaking, he was twenty-six, but al
most any age mentally, since he was 
boyishly gay or maturely serious by 
turns.

Ray’s face looked less scared and 
more smiley as she said:

“Mr. Sears expects me, I think, I’m 
Miss Wiggins from the Business 
School.”

“Mr. Sears does,” the young man 
smiled with his alert dark eyes, 
“Won’t you sit down, Miss Wiggins? 
Perhaps you’d like to hang your hat 
and coat on the rack by the window.”

“But don’t you think I ’d have to see 
Mr. Sears first?” she asked bewil- 
deredly.

“ Most assuredly. I’m Mr. Sears, you 
see,” he said, with a perfectly com
posed face, though you knew all the 
time that he was laughing inside with 
plain everyday fun,

“Oh!” Ray laughed, though she was 
afraid he’d think she was a foolish lit
tle b u s i n e s s  woman. “Why, I 
thought— ”

“You thought I’d be some old duffer 
who’d be gruff and try to scare you 
and ask what system of shorthand you 
knew,” la  interrupted, with & tre
mendously engaging grin.
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Ray smiled siwwtag ter m m  
of small teeth, Mfee com  kernels, and 
turned up the earnest larkspur «yee 
for directions. Eugene Sears turned 
her over to the other girl— Miss C % ,  
his secretary— who put Ray at typing 
in the outer office. Here Ray was con
tent all through the tender spring 
months, to take refuge'at te r  incon
spicuous desk where she quickly 
picked up the routine system. She 
learned so arduously that Miss Clay 
came to depend upon her for anything 
special.

Ray learned that Sears was known 
as the “happiness broker,”  so satisfied 
were his clients invariably; and it was 
really true that he had a genius about 
finding anything in real estate. He 
was the sort of fellow whose em
ployees called him “ Gene” after they’d 
known Min'awhile, and he didn’t lose 
any prestige thereby either; which 
meant that he had a personality at 
once lovable and commanding.

Ray didn’t know him well enough' 
for that yet, but she did know that in 
the gay, peaceful shelter of his large 
offices, she had conquered her vagrant 
thoughts of Jim Woodward and made 
up her mind that she could live fairly 
comfortably without him. There was 
still a stab of pain when she thought 
of those days together, and she was 
human enough to feel a wee bit elated 
when she read of the engagement of 
Alice Howland to another man. She 
didn’t want him herself. She supposed 
it was a matter of mere pride.

When Miss Clay went on her vaca
tion in the middle of June, little Ray 
Wiggins slipped noiselessly and com
petently into her place in Gene’s pri
vate office. He, being aware of this, 
remarked, as fa® said good-by to Miss 
CSay:

“ So you wished that pair of wistful 
eyes o* mo, efa? Bow the dickens is a

o f  W A m r m
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fellow to work when— *'
“ I’ve wished her perfectly good 

brains on you, ungrateful man!” Miss 
Clay retorted, “and a term in the hap
piness broker’s office will cure her, 
won’t it?”

Sears did his best. He’d come in 
swaggering in the morning with that 
delightfully busy air of his and sing 
out “good morning” so boisterously 
that Ray must perforce smile. She

Gene Sears suggested to Ray, “ Enter 
school as Rachel Garrison"

even suspected his scheme.'But one 
noon, returning for a forgotten paper 
after he had started for lunch, he 
came upon her in the office, bright head 
buried in her arms, crossed on hi* 
very own desk, and the convulsive 
movements of her shoulders told him 
that she was crying hard. He tiptoed 
away.

He would never have thought of 
tracing it back to a conversation of 
the morning, when he had said casu
al’ y :

“ Here’s a chap who saya you have

to trample some one to get success, 
We won’t believe that, will we, Miss 
Wiggins?”

“ I guess most people do,” Ray had 
said sadly, with that straight blue 
gaze he liked immensely. “ I knew a 
man— he was young too. He thought 
he had to trample one soul to find his 
own. So, of course, he lost both . . .”

Sears was puzzled but infinitely 
sorry whenever he recalled that piti
ful tableau he had witnessed uninten
tionally. He found the little blot on the 
letter on his desk, the little tear-blot 
she had left. It got an awful grip on 
his heart— that little blot.

Ray could have found no surer, 
swifter way to make a definite appeal 
to a young man of Gene’s impulsive
ness ; yet that’s just what she wouldn’t 
have wanted to do. As it was, he was 
consumed with interest in her; for 
Ray— though she had naturally lost 
faith in her ability to charm— had a 
subtle something about her that 
caught him in its web of allure and 
awakened all sorts of tender ideas and 
fancies in him.

He was thinking regretfully that he 
shouldn't be able to study the entranc
ing and dolorous creature quite so well 
when Miss Clay resumed her work. 
In the midst of that thought he had a 
wire from Shadow Lake:

" May I have an extra week?
“ M ildred Cl a y .”

To which he replied delightedly,
“ You bet

“ E. S.”

“Now why did I do that so quickly ?’* 
he pondered to himself. And the an
swer surged over him as he watched 
the silhouette of Ray Wiggins etched 
against the blue sky.

“ R ay!” He spoke her name softly.
She looked up surprisedly, and then
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fear came into her face. He had never 
called her that before.

“ Yes?” she ventured, almost for- 
bidingly.

“Well, don’t make it so infernally 
hard for a chap to invite you out,” he 
grinned.

Poor Ray! If she had been just 
emerging into her heritage of girl
hood how swiftly she must have re
sponded to that most engaging of 
young men.

“ Invite me out?” she repeated 
mournfully.

“ Yes, you’ve got to go to a comedy 
with me. I’ve simply got to find out if 
you can laugh. It occurred to me the 
other day that perhaps you never had, 
you know.”

She smiled weakly. She might have 
known this was coming, though, she 
supposed. Oh, if only hwhad let her 
alone— just a little longer; she was 
still so tired out!

Nevertheless, she did go with him 
and no one but a petrified man could 
have withstood the farcical situations 
the young wife in the play managed 
to create. There was the usual absurd
ly jealous husband, and the old lover 
who came to live across the hall, and 
the janitor who had a talent for telling 
things literally. It bore the stamp of a 
well-known humorist and the piquant 
title, “Look out, Lucy!”

They rode home in the lovely limou
sine Gene had purchased after a re
cent deal of magnitude. Ray drew an 
inadvertent, contented sigh.

“ You can laugh! You’ve been hold
ing out on us,”  Sears accused.

“There’s no use laughing unless the 
opportunity arises,”  Ray protested.

"But there’s always something to 
laugh at,”  he insisted. “ That’s what 
life is. Like everything else, it has its 
component parts. One’s tragedy, the 
other, comedy. There’s always a little

of one where you find the other. 
You’ve been looking through the 
wrong specs, that’s ail, Ray.”

“ I’ll try,” Ray promised.
Miss Clay, returning, professed to 

see a great difference. Gene grinned 
complacently and Miss Wiggins was 
heard to hum occasionally. Sears 
missed her strangely from his private 
office. She had become his obsession. 
He had discovered all her lovable 
traits, her loyalty and earnestness; 
now he was mad to get her away some
where, where the world was beautiful 
and summery, and tell her all about it.

He wished Ray wouldn’t have such 
a meek air of obedience whenever he 
asked her to share some diversion. She 
always wrung his heart terribly. 
There were moments when he felt 
that he’d barter the world away to 
have her in his arms, wearing the look 
of a woman beloved.

They went, on a perfect afternoon 
of his choosing, on an excursion boat 
which sailed down the Bay to an is
land where one might dance or go on 
a variety of “jiggers.”  The sail down 
was wonderful, for there was a stiff 
breeze ruffling the trees of the shore
line and scuffing up the waves in 
whitecaps, apd sky and sea were as 
blue as Ray’s eyes.

When they reached the island it 
turned out that Gene Sears had come 
for none of its stereotyped amuse
ments. Instead, he searched out a 
charming nook, hidden from the eye 
of the passer-by, where one might sit 
on the seawall, with scrubby trees 
at his back and feet swinging over the 
mocking water beneath.

Ray sat down beside him with many 
misgivings. This was what she had 
been dreading. She had wanted so to 
believe that there was one man at 
least who was “ different.”

The prelude to the big, splendid
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thought that was m his heart was the 
remark:

“Here's the world at its best all 
around us, Ray. Everything at the 
height of its glory, ail resurrected 
from winter. People are like that— ”

“ Everything come to life, but dead 
hopes,” Ray interrupted, speaking 
from the dramatic vein in her nature. 
The man looked at her surprisedly; 
then frowned as he ran his hand 
through his boisterous hair.

“You are the most determined little 
person— bent on being unhappy,”  he 
told her sternly. Then he took her by 
the shoulders* She looked at him 
squarely.

“I know exactly what’s the matter, 
Ray,” he said gently, almost caress-' 
ingly. “ Something came along and 
nipped your girlhood in the bud. Did 
you think I couldn’t understand that, 
clear? It’s just as though you were 
crushed down before you had a chance 
to see life right.”

She dropped her eyes as a sweep of 
crimson rose in her pale cheeks. He 
understood, then.

“ You’re making the mistake of 
thinking that alters your whole life,” 
he went on seriously; “but it doesn’t.”

It was good to hear him say that, at 
any rate. Ray was listening intently.

“ Ray, something comes to everyone 
once in a lifetime, I suppose; some
thing indefinable— ” He broke off and 
stared out at a passing steamer. Then 
he went on. She had never imagined 
that the snappy, business-like Gene 
Sears could show such evidence of a 
deep, emotional upheaval. It was 
rather magic to see the subtle change 
that spread over his features and 
touched his voice.

“ I used not to take much stock in 
the proposition,”  he admitted boyish
ly, “but you’ve made me all over, Ray, 
without even trying. There is some

thing in you that ealls to me. I can’t 
analyze it; I’m awfully afraid I can’t 
make you see. I used to laugh at other 
fellows when they raved about love; 
but, you see—  Do you know, Ray, 
you’se going to grow into the kind of 
woman who can make life everything 
for me? You’re going to be marvelous 
in a few years.”

His avowal had been tender and 
slightly embarrassed, and so very dif
ferent from Woodward’s sophisti
cated wooing. The phrases were obvi
ously new to Gene’s lips. There was a 
moment when Ray half wished she 
had been starting womanhood all over 
freshly and could rise to meet this lov
able, attractive man in the wonder
land he unveiled for her vision. But 
the wish was crushed down, just as 
she had stifled all emotion for months. 
She sighed and plucked idly at some 
loose stones in the wall.

“ You aren't ready to hear it, little 
Ray,” he said sadly. “You shrink 
away, or maybe I imagine it. But, you 
see, I don’t want to take you when you 
are just emerging from the chrysalis. 
I'm older. I want—  I hardly dare tell 
you what I want!” he ended helplessly.

Ray Wiggins' heart pounded; she 
was horribly afraid of what he might 
say. She wished he wouldn’t say any
thing about— things.

“ I’m going to tell you now,” he said 
abruptly. “This isn’t the way I 
planned it. I’m bungling it, and the 
funny part of it is that I know I am 
all the time. I can sell lots in Hades 
to a plaster saint, butt'll be darned if 
I can talk to you, Ray dearest! Just 
the way you get me . . .  Do ‘you sup
pose you’d ever care a whack about 
me?”

“ I— I don’t know,” she mused. “ I ’d 
want to be terribly sure.”

“That’s i t !” he agreed eagerly. “ I’ve 
loads of money, you know,”  he con-
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Med ingenuously; “ I can’t bear not 
to give and give to you, Ray. And I 
want you to wait until you’re a 
woman. What do you suppose I want 
you to do for four years T’

“What?” asked Ray with real inter
est.

“Go to school.”
“ School!” she exclaimed in dismay, 

Yet, there was a responding enthusi
asm in those wistful eyes now.

“Y es! I want to gamble,” he stated 
it tersely; “ I want to stake you to a 
fuller education— you’d get the most 
out of it, Ray— against the chance 
that you’d— you’d eome to me after
ward.”

“Oh!” she responded faintly. Gene, 
then, was like the rest to some extent; 
less selfish, of course. Reduced to its 
naked truth, it came to this: he want
ed to possess her.

He had forgotten to mention the 
actual word “marriage,” so clearly 
was it all defined in his mind and had 
been for weeks; and she— poor disil
lusioned, little flower! —  expected 
nothing. No, she reasoned, it was be
cause Gene understood about that 
something. She didn’t blame him ; but 
it seemed to make clear th,e fact that 
that was the way life would barter 
her about always. One paid over and 
over. Through the glimpse of endless 
pursuit, the thought of those four 
cloistered, unharried years in school 
beckoned like a beacon on a storm
bound sea.

They sat in thoughtfulrsilence, pro
bably the strangest two who had ever 
lingered there. Finally it came t© Ray 
that she, too, would play for high 
stakes. She would gamble that he 
wouldn’t want her at the end of four 
years. There was a certain humility in 
the innermost depths of Ray’s soul, 
never to be guessed from her piquant 
exterior.

»
“I’d like to go,”  she said at last.
“Ray! Honestly?” Ho laughed hap

pily and, snatching up her hands, he 
kissed them. It was like him not to ask 
for more.

They jumped up hurriedly to eateh 
a returning boat, and sat by the rail
ing, oblivious of the rest of the world 
while they talked endlessly of the 
strange project before them. Ray’s 
thoughts unconsciously drifted back 
to the impatient and all-demanding 
ardor of Jim Woodward. And then she 
thought of Eugene Sears.

He was different, even if the ulti
mate end was to be the same. It must 
be an emotion somewhat allied to real 
love, that made him give her four 
glorious years.

Ray was human enough to entertain 
the fleeting vision of a future meeting 
with Woodward when he should see 
her as the finished product. She 
thought it rather an unworthy wish.

“ Your first name is really Rachel, 
isn’t it?” Sears was asking,

“Yes. W hy?”
“There’s a good deal of dignity in 

that name, Ray; and— you’ll forgive 
me, won’t you?— your last name 
doesn’t come quite up to it, does it?”

Ray laughed a gay little laugh.
“ I’ve never had any illusions about 

the name of Wiggins, Gene.”
“Let me lend you a name that’s in 

my family,” he “Suggested. “Enter the 
school as Rachel Garrison.”

“Rachel Garrison,” Ray repeated, 
"That is nice, Gene.” This last timid
ly, as she slipped her hand into his. 
“You are so good to m e!”

ON the day she was eighteen Ray 
said good-by to Eugene Sears 

as he stood grinning at her bravely, 
his head bared so that one saw the 
jolly buoyant spring to his dark hair, 

“ This is the very best birthday
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present anyone ever had,”  she told 
him happily, and he saw that the lark
spur eyes were going to try to see life 
right.

He had arranged everything compe
tently and thoughtfully for her com
fort and pleasure. It had been fun, 
after all, those days when they

“I'm Bruce Carney of PI etc York," he 
mid, “ Been scouting the country for 

fresh ideas."

browsed among school catalogues and 
finally selected Tetherell Academy, be
cause it was only fifty miles from the 
coast city of Gene’s spectacular activ
ities.

“ I can’t let you get too far away,” 
he had warned her, with one of hia
Sunny smiles.

The danger signal rose up in the 
depths of the blue eyes again. Perhaps

it was not altogether veiled from the 
keen dark eyes above her.

"These years are going to belong 
solely to Rachel Garrison,” he told 
her; "and I'm not going to mention 
the ‘afterwards' again, dear, in all 
that time.”

So there came to Tetherell Academy 
a very winsome young person— Miss 
Garrison, an orphan whose legacy al
lowances were paid through the Union 
Trust Company back in the city. Here 
was a girl who turned eyes that were 
a trifle sad upon the scene of her new 
life. There was a composite picture of 
gray stone buildings, calm and ivy- 
clad, and elms with wide-arched 
boughs and winding paths converging 
at the portecoch&re of the dean’s par
ticular edifice.

“ I'm not like the rest,” thought 
Ray, as she watched them all that first 
day, chatting in groups or comparing 
the treasures in plethoric wardrobe 
trunks.

Nevertheless, all the shadows fell 
away inevitably before the sunshine 
of carefree endeavors and blithe com
panions. It was impossible to have 
anything but a joyous heart as she 
wandered over the leaf-strewn cam
pus with gay-sweatered groups, or 
carried off small triumphs in the gym
nasium, or gained the first rungs in 
the ladder of knowledge. Perhaps she 
appreciated it just a bit more than 
any other girl at the academy.

It was one of the kind chances of 
life that sh^should room with Eunice 
MiMs, a girl with a touch of Ray’s own 
seriousness bat an abundance of 
whimsical hnmor that lighted the 
dark, lonely paths of Rachel’s intro
spections.

Ray wrote about it all in a spirit of 
excessive delightedaess. Gene could 
see the new Ray emerging from every 
fine of the letter:
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"It ’s aM heavenly, Gene. I f  you 
could only know ,what you've given 
me! I'm afraid I could never make up 
for it all.”

He wished she wouldn’t stick to 
that pay-up idea.

" Eunice Mills is the one girl I 
should have chosen for a roommate. 
She has one of those interesting, 
tragic faces— dark eyes and sad lips 
— and the merriest heart beneath. 
She’s a fascinating contradiction.”

Quite futile to attempt to interest 
Gene in anyone else.

“ I’ve been learning so much about 
thoughts in the psychology class. I ’m  
beginning to see that it’s altogether 
possible to leave Ray Wiggins behind 
utterly. Who would have thought that 
I’d show great talent as a— pole mutt
er! I shall jump off the earth one of 
these days and lose my head in the 
sunset clouds . . .  I didn’t care to go 
to the Halloween masquerade. 1 
stayed upstairs'instead and prepared 
a perfectly good theme on the Renais
sance period . . .  You surely are m y 
happiness broker! . . . ”

Gene liked the sound of that last. 
He carried the letter about for days 
in his vest pocket. Back of that mas
querade business he sensed her exag
gerated idea of being strictly loyal to 
him.

Eunice Mills had been indignant. 
“Look here, Rachel Garrison,” she had 
said severely, shaking Ray by the 
shoulders, “you haven’t looked at a 
boy since you came here. Every time 
we go past the university you act as 
though it contained lunatics instead 
of oerfectly good fellows. Has some 
dreadful he-ereature signed up your 
future with rash promises before you 
came?”

• “Well, I suppose that’s about it,” 
Ray laughed, though she wondered 
what Eunice would ever do if she told 
her of Gene’s supposed proposition. 
“But I don’t care a thing about going 
around, Eunice. Honestly!”

"Fiddlesticks! Anyone wants to 
dance; anyone who can dance the way 
you can. It’s just another evidence of 
the selfishness of men. The foolishness 
of it! You’re only eighteen; how old 
is he?”

“ Twenty-six,” said Ray meekly.
“ Exactly! He’s ready for all that 

sort of thing; settling down to slip
pers in the evening and a hearthside 
slave to wait on him.”

“ Hardly at twenty-six!” Rachel 
laughed out loud.

There came a time when Miss Mills 
took it all back. That was at Thanks
giving time when Miss Braithwaite, 
the dean, chaperoned a danee at which 
the Tetherell young ladies were per
mitted to have the young men from 
their various home towns. Ray had 
written timidly to Gene suggesting 
that it might be nice if he came as her 
escort. Otherwise, she didn’t think 
she’d attend the party.

Sears, wild with the desire to 
glimpse the vivid face and burnished 
hair of the new Ray, answered exu
berantly. The old fear crept up vague
ly. She needn’t be afraid of Gene— yet, 
she reminded herself. It was absurd; 
one of the inexplicably dull twists of 
an alert brain, that it never occurred 
to Ray that he wanted to marry her. 
If he had not forbidden himself the 
subject it would doubtless have come 
out clearly in some letter or conversa
tion. If it did occur to Rachel’s subcon
sciousness, born of the knowledge of 
his goodness, it was submerged by her 
magnified consciousness of unworthi
ness. She had taught herself persist
ently that she had forfeited the right
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to certain recognized beauties of life. 
Even so, the episode of Jim Wood
ward faded daily to the shadowy, 
realm of nightmares.

The larkspur eyes were starry with 
youthful gaiety as Ray walked proud
ly with Sears in the colorful grand 
inarch about the flower-bedecked gym
nasium. Eunice Mills, on the arm of a 
stoutish boy who made silly puns, 
stared at Sears with new comprehen
sion. She got Ray aside at the first 
chance, to whisper ecstatically:

“ I don’t blame you, Ray! It doesn’t 
matter if he’s as selfish as a pig.”

“ We either do put up with their sel
fishness or— do without them,”  said 
Ray wisely.

“ Why don’t you write epigrams for 
the Tetherell Foolscap?” E u n i c e  
teased her.

There was a marked difference be
tween Sears and the rather callow 
youths cavorting about so gaily. He 
had made his attainments, he had a 
sureness, a dominant force, about him. 
All of these things were not lost upon 
Ray, and she wasn’t entirely unwilling 
to be led to a palm-screened oasis for 
a quiet chat.

They sat on a settee, over which an 
old trapeze clung to the grim walls of 
the gym, and Gene studied her at close 
range. If she had been desirable as 
sad little Ray Wiggins, she was in
finitely more so now that the bright
ness of her heart lighted up her eyes 
and features with a swift array of 
fascinating smiles. She seemed more 
sure of herself and sure of the wel
come of the world. Her hair was 
knotted low upon her neck girlishly, 
and a slender fillet of pearls went 
across her forehead and bound the 
coppery locks. She whs his creation. 
Yes, he had made her exactly what she 
was at the moment; had bought the 
charming trappings she wore. The

m

ages-old sense of possession was too 
inherent to be stifled.-He caught her 
in his arms and kissed her on her 
rosebud mouth.

It was her utter passivity that 
shamed Sears; a pitiful attempt to let 
him take payment for his generosity.

“ Honestly, Ray, I didn’t mean to do 
that!” he said, eyes averted so that he 
didn’t see the tears that had sprung to 
her eyes. It had brought back so clear
ly so much that she wanted to forget.

¥> ACK in town, Sears plunged as- 
siduously into all sorts o f proj

ects, and presently Ray’s letters were 
just as easy and chummy as before 
and things slipped back to normal.

Their second meeting was ar
ranged in blissful ignorance by the 
capable Eunice, who more than half 
wanted another view of the charming 
young man whom Rachel took so cas
ually. Mrs. Mills wrote a motherly 
letter to the orphaned Miss Garrison, 
asking her to spend the Christmas 
vacation with Eunice. The Mills were 
going to their lodge at Lake Chippewa 
and would inaugurate several old- 
fashioned week-ends. The letter hint
ed at a series of alluring mind pic
tures : popcorn about a crackling 
hearth, skating under a pale moon, 
charades . . .

The gist of Ray’s letter to Gene, 
explaining it all, might have been 
summed up as, May I?

He responded humorously:
‘‘Yes, my child, you can have a 

penny for candy; so run along. Seri
ously, Ray, why don’t you just take 
your four years and dojwhatever you 
want to with them ? Honestly, girl 
dear, you make me feel like one of 
those dreadful creatures—-the scrub
woman in the building calls it being a 
‘gmrdeen’ !”



Meanwhile Eunice, having gained 
Mr. Sears’ address, sent him an un
conventional invitation (carefully sec
onded by Mrs. Mills) to join them for 
one week-end as a delightful surprise 
for Rachel. Gene was doubtful as to 
the wisdom of seeing Ray so soon 
again, but he could no more have re
sisted the chance to be with her than 
a steel bar resists a high-powered 
magnet.

Coming down the rustic stairs of 
the delightful Mills lodge on Christ
mas Eve, Ray saw him standing by 
the fire in the big hall, while Eunice 
laughed up elfishly from the Navajo 
blanket on which she was sitting in
formally in Turkish fashion.

"W e put one over on you, Rachel!” 
she laughed, and noticed nothing deep
er than surprise in the larkspur eyes. 
Indeed, Ray realized suddenly that it 
was rather nice to see his pleasant 
face, touched with a glow from the 
bright logs. He seemed to fit in, some
how. One fancied him as no newcom
er, but rather an old friend who had 
enjoyed many a te£e-a-tete on the old 
carved chimney-seat.

"Gene, I am glad!” she repeated 
several times as he took her hands in 
his two strong ones; but he knew that 
the tiny shadow that flickered across 
the radiant face on a level with his 
shoulder, meant that the barrier he 
had raised during that brief dance 
night had not passed.

He wasn’t sure, the first two days, 
whether or not it was accidental that 
he found himself most often in Miss 
Mills’ company and that he and Rachel 
were never alone; but the third night, 
the last of this week-end, found them 
all out on the mirror-like stretch of 
Chippewa, their long black shadows 
floating over the frozen lake, always 
in twos. It was natural that he and
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Ray should clasp hands and sway to
gether with smooth strokes.

It was the loveliest night Eugene 
could remember. Somewhere beyond 
that line of dark pine shore, some
where beyond this silence and silver- 
cold beauty, was the world. But this—  
this was isolation with the most ador
able girl in the universe, where only 
the twinkle of distant icy stars was 
watching. The wind was at their backs 
as they went down the lake and with 
scarcely ah effort they glided over the 
moonlit stretch. There had been no 
wind the day Chippewa froze, so the 
surface was unmarred by ice ripples. 
Presently the lines of various happy 
twos diverged sharply. Each was left 
alone with "the one other, alone with 
an all-absorbing chance to ask the 
questions that bring sighs or shy, 
swift nods.

When they had left the bonfire far 
behind, they decided that they must 
turn back. Now it was battle against 
the frosty wind, heads down, hands 
tight together, stroke labored. Despite 
the exhilaration they found in con
quest of the elements, the wind had 
nipped through Ray’s little fur jacket 
and the scarf and cap she wore so 
rakishly. Gene found a shelter where 
they might catch breath, so they halt
ed in the lee of a great pinetree on the 
edge of the shore. There they talked 
hurriedly and self-consciously.

Once again the utter charm she 
had for him rose in Sears. He fought 
it down desperately. He didn’t want to 
tear down the confidence he had built 
up so cautiously; but it was so quiet 
and wonderful there at the end of the 
bleak forest—  She was distractingly 
near.

She leaned forward then to ask him 
a question, put her hand on his arm. 
Once again he crushed her lithe form 
in his rough arm s; once again his lips
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found ecstasy against hers. Again she 
rested, still and unresisting, as he 
showered her upturned face with ten
der kisses and rough ones; long kisses, 
swift ones, She was his if he wanted 
payment.

Now a shame far greater than the 
other shame came to Gene. He fell 
back against the tree; stared out 
across desolate Chippewa.

“That will be the thing you’ll re
member— whenever you think of me,’’

“G en e! Can /  pay you back in money 
for everything?" Ray said breathlessly.

he said finally, in a constrained voice. 
“ I didn’t keep that promise. Oh, 
Ray! . . .”

“ Never mind, Gene,” she said sad
ly, for the old pain of memory had 
stirred to defeat the pleasant months 
of normal girlhood.

“ Listen, Ray,” he was saying eager
ly. “ I'll not see you alone again— do 
you see, dear? Not alone again— un
til—  It’s because I love you so, Ray! 
Don’t you know that? Believe that 
it won’t happen again, will you?”

“Yes,” said Ray without much con
viction.

She might have been sure, for this 
time the word of Sears stood staunch 
and unshakable. When summer came 
he packed her off to the Canadian 
Rockies with Mrs. Hanlon— safe, 
stod&y Mrs. Hanlon.

The next three years of Ray’s school 
life he saw her only at odd times, al
ways with Mrs. Hanlon at hand. He 
wached fascinatedly the blossoming 
of the bud to the flower. He had said 
that she would be marvelous; he had 
never dreamed she would be so— so—  
He couldn’t find the word that fitted 
R ay; perhaps there was none but some 
lovely unknown word in his big heart. 
They had some really good times to
gether, when his hope soared swiftly 
and Ray seemed to have lost the little 
shadow from her blue eyes. The sum
mer before she graduated the three 
of them went camping in the woods, 
and that was, possibly, the best period 
of Sears’ long waiting. Mrs. Hanlon, 
having been lavishly paid, trudged 
faithfully at their heels over the most 
impossible trails.

Ray was twenty-two now. Com
mencement was drawing near and she 
had a very substantial amount of 
knowledge stored away in her pretty 
head. She felt that immature little Ray 
Wiggins had been completely dropped 
out of her life. Yes, Rachel Garrison 
had nothing in common with that 
earlier phase of her existence. She had 
dropped it all from her soul and there 
was in reality no stain there— except
ing the one the world ould insist on 
stamping there, if it knew the circum
stances. She rebelled at times against 
the manifest injustice of making 
Rachel Garrison pay for Ray Wiggins. 
At such time she rebelled against Gene 
as well, and her letters reflected a dis
turbing mood. These moods were not 
frequent, Usually, Eunice would come 
barsting in upon them with her abun
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dant capacity for joy.
Ray dared not vision what her Mfe 

might be when the doors of TethereM. 
closed upon her for the last time. Only 
i  week away! . . .  But she had deter
mined that Sears should not see how 
laggard she was in coming to him. He 
still wanted her; that was what she 
had gambled against. There was no 
doubt of it; he wanted her with the 
greater tenacity of a thirty-year-old 
man. She would pay gamely for four 
years of almost unbroken peace and 
splendor.

Tonight she was going to be gay, 
however, with a last typical school 
frolic. There was to be a pajama pa
rade at midnight in the corridor; the 
east wing dormitory in competition 
with the west wing for beauty of cos
tume. Some way or other, it had 
become the custom to appeal to 
Ray whenever anything was being 
planned. The west-wing girls had 
voiced the cries: “Rachel Garrison can 
design all of ours. You ought to see 
hers I Let Rachel do them. Where’s 
Ray?”

Ray had entered into the spirit of 
the thing with the earnestness she had 
applied to everything all her life. The 
girls had ransacked the village shops 
for materials, ribbons, fancy papers, 
notions and everything else. The dor
mitory had been a merry confusion of 
color and frills and patterns and 
laughter. Ray, having won exemption 
from the dreaded “finals,” worked dili
gently, and now the twenty-five sets 
of faneiful pajamas lay folded on the 
twin white beds, hers and Eunice’s, 
and they were very beautiful to be
hold.

At midnight the west-wing girls 
emerged in conscious glory, each bear
ing a quaint candlestick with a lighted 
taper, and met the east-wing young 
ladies at the head of the stairs. Eve*

their opponents had crowded about 
Bay in a whirl of sincere praise, and 
there was no question of winning 
against such naive artistry.

“Take your candles back to your 
rooms and we’ll stage a rhumba,w 
commanded Eunice, as she wheeled 
out the vietrola which was forbidden 
duing the stricter days of the semes
ter. The faculty had a way of not see
ing and hearing these last festivities, 
when their seniors gathered together 
for the last rites of your.

It was careless, gay*Mollie Harbi- 
son who- set her candle down jauntily 
on her writing table and didn’t  wait 
to blow it out before dashing away to 
the scene of mirth; but it was the 
sweet breath of early summer that 
fanned the filmy curtains directlyover 
the sturdy little flame and, contrarily 
enough, didn’t  Wow it  out. Then the 
curtains blackened and doubled up like 
something in anguish, and presently 
an untidy gilt wastebasket was crack
ling warningiy. Then an orange 
tongue shot out to lids the bureau 
hungrily and rust in a hissing path 
across, the rug. Beyond the turn in the 
hall came the biting rhythm ©f a pop
ular song.

STRANGELY enough, the man who- 
was to play the third part in Ray’s 

life was at that moment turning out. of 
the gate of one of the prettiest 
shingled houses in Tetherell village. 
He was Bruce Carney a swagger man 
of forty or so, almost foppishly 
dressed and certainly conscious of his 
young figure; but Bruce was energetic 
and hearty of manner and, on the 
whole, likable. He wrote his* income in 
very taxable figures and had pulled 
more than one Broadway success out 
of the hackneyed rut of sameness. 
Some people called him lucky, others 
thought him a genius, and one mana
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ger of musical comedies considered 
him indispensable.

Beneath the veneer of sleekness 
and sureness there was still an un
pretentious strain in Carney’s make
up that drove him back to his little 
h*me town to tell hfc mother about 
any particular problem which seemed 
likely to defeat him. She invariably 
gave him advice which was absurdly 
futile and made him cross, but they 
understood each other perfectly.

This time, however, a great depres
sion had driven away sleep and Bruce 
tiptoed out at this late hour— early 
enough for him— to walk away the 
jumble of ideas which refused to be 
formulated into any one plan. He must 
face the fact that the costumes for 
the chorus in “Betty's Boudoir” were 
trite, a failure. He had scouted up all 
the designers he knew and many he 
had never met, and had even consulted 
Ada Neville, the dainty star. That was 
scarcely in her province though, and 
the others had gone stale. That was it. 
The sad part of it was that Carney 
himself would get the blame; his name 
on the program would stand for it. No 
one knew better than he that one fail
ure wipes the slate of success blank 
where the public is concerned.

He walked with his head down as 
he whacked out aimlessly at dusty 
weeds with his light walking-stick. 
Then, glancing up, he caught sight of 
a peculiar reddish glow up on the hill 
where Tetherell Academy stood. Even 
m  he studied it a billow of smoke, 
flame-flecked, coiled its way upward.

"Good Lord, the thing’s on fire!” 
he exclaimed and broke into a run. He 
forgot “ Betty’s Boudoir” as his heart 
was filled with that elation all human 
things feel when a blaze consumes 
something belonging to someone else.

The village apparatus'was out in all

its glory and the fire was practically 
under control, the dormitory being the 
only building damaged. Eminent citi
zens in scanty attire mingled with 
hysterical seniors on the wide lawns. 
Inside That smoldering mass were 
vanishing cherished wardrobes, grad
uation gowns and all. But Bruce Car
ney’s gaze had left the fire and was 
riveted bewilderedly on a group of 
pajama’d creatures who were clinging 
together dismally. Those were star
tling pajamas, glorious even; strange 
costumes for seniors to be wearing. 
Unconsciously, he pictured them flit
ting about in the first scene of “ Betty’s 
Boudoir.” He narrowed his eyes for 
the effect. They were quite the most 
ingeniously conceived things he had 
seen in three tired months. He 
summed up his impressions appreci
atively: “ Oh, boy!"

There was one petite blonde in sea- 
green and white, a water-lily with 
mammoth petals; and a piquant bru
nette in a delicious affair— pajamas 
with a little tunic wired to stand out 
saucily, from which were suspended 
tiny bells which tinkled merrily in this 
scene of dismay. His eyes made swift 
inventory of them all, each one so in
dividual yet blending into an en
trancing whole.

“Where on earth did you young 
ladies get your costumes or your 
ideas ?” he demanded as he saw a glim
mer of hope.

They looked at him with pretty, 
tearful faces, and as there was no 
room for conventionality on such a 
terrible night, they answered in per
fect unison:

“Rachel Garrison!”
He laughed. They were like a 

chorus.
“ I'm afraid the name is not fa

miliar. Can you tell me where I might 
address Miss Garrison?” he wanted
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to know her business address.
But Miss Garrison, it turned out, 

was the wholly charming person in 
the center if the group, an unbeliev
ably young somebody with eyes as 
blue as twin spire.. of larkspur and 
hair almost as arresting as the con
flagration. She was considerably much 
of a picture herself, in pale yellow, 
trimmed oddly with great bands of 
black velvet and an enormous black 
velvet butterfly perching between her 
shoulders airily.

"I  am Bruce Carney of New York,” 
he introduced himself. “My mother is 
one of the oldest inhabitants here if 
you want credentials.”

“But, why should we want creden
tials?” Ray asked absurdly.

He laughed aloud. She was alto
gether refreshing. It was that which 
told in her designing.

He explained a great many things 
in a surprisingly short space of time. 
The seniors, crowding about excitedly, 
almost forgot the ruined dormitory as 
he concluded with the amazing propo
sition that Miss Garrison come to New 
York directly after Commencement 
and collaborate on the costumes for 
the musical comedy.

“You want— me?” Ray echoed, in 
that funny, modest way she had. “But 
— why, I really haven’t had any ex
perience. I’m afraid— ”

“But you have genius, young lady, 
genius!” Bruce insisted. “ I’ve been 
scouring the country for something 
fresh.”

“Oh!” said Ray breathlessly.
“ Oh, Rachel, isn’t it wcm-der-ful!” 

the impromptu chorus sighed.
“ Oh, I just love i t !” Ray said, with 

a happy little laugh. She hugged 
Eunice gaily. “But I’ll have to ask my 
guardian,” she told Carney, with such 
adorable seriousness that his eyes 
twinkled in anticipation.

Ray was up in the air, occupying 
the most fascinating mind castles. 
Just down the coast a hundred and 
fifty miles was— independence. Yes, 
the fire or anything was worth while 
if it brought something so glorious in 
its wake. Then joy would come tum
bling down whenever she planned the 
letter to Gene. She explained it anx
iously, eagerly:

‘‘It’s one chance in a thousand Gene, 
and it does seem like Fate. (1 know 
you’ll laugh at that.) It really needn’t  
make any difference between us, need 
it? 1 am yours, you know, Gene. The 
four years are up; only, 1 would like to 
show you that 1 can amount to some
thing ‘on m y own.’ But remember, I  
want to please you first of all. We 
could have week-ends . . .”

It had taken courage to write that 
last line. She hovered about Tetherell 
pale and uneasy until the answer he 
had framed bravely from a disap
pointed heart came to reassure her. 
You could almost see his laughing 
dark eyes and buoyant hair from the 
pleasant lines. She Bad a tiny mo
ment closely akin to remorse.

ACHEL GARRISON arrived at 
the mammoth-pillared Pennsyl

vania Station on a hot, hazy morning, 
and was met by the assiduous Mr. 
Carney in one of the youthful suits he 
always wore. He seemed to think his 
rightful forty years too much of a bur
den, and his tailor had a way of chop
ping off a year here and there.

Bruce understood human nature 
rather well; so he told the taxi-demon 
to take a circuitous course. He didn’t 
attempt to talk to her, because he saw 
her cunning nose flattened against the 
window as she drank in her fill of the 
city. She had seen this or that spot in
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the movies, or such-and-such was just 
the way she had pictured it, and she 
professed not being the least bit dis
appointed.

His office was tucked away in a cor
ner of a Broadway theatre. The walls 
were completely covered by an array 
of autographed sepia prints. Here 
they were to spend many absorbed 
hours, planning things which should 
awaken an overfed town. No easy task 
that.

“ Adventure " said Richard Corran. “ Life would 
be dull without it.”

“Oh, I can work here!” she cried 
delightedly, much to Bruce’s joy, since 
this untidy room was his shrine.

“ I’m going to be a great friend to 
you, kid," he told her; “that is, if you 
believe any man could be friends with 
you. I won’t promise I don’t fall in 
love with you sooner or later,” he 
teased her.

“ I came here to work,” Ray told 
him, so seriously that he laughed for 
a full minute. Ray never did know 
whether Bruce Carney laughed with 
people or at them.

Some way or other, the most re
markable hunches would come to

Rachel when she was lying dreamily 
in bed mornings, prior to getting up. 
She wrote faithfully to Gene and her 
letters were a complete history of her 
victories. It was as though she thought 
quantity might make up for a certain 
quality Gene would be searching for. 
He came to New York when “ Betty's 
Boudoir” opened there for its long 
run. Ray, sitting with him in an in
conspicuous spot of the first balcony, 
clung to his hand nervously. He liked 
that feeling that she depended on him. 
She wanted him to come home with 
her, and they sat in the lobby of her 
hotel awaiting the early papers.

“ I should think you might have 
liked Carney here,” Sears suggested 
casually.

He watched her closely and caught 
the little side glance from her deep 
eyes as she said shyly:

“ No, Gene; this was our night. You 
understand more, I think.”

Then he had moved a trifle closer, 
perhaps, and the faint shadow had 
flickered across her face.

The printed approbation seemed to 
make the success more real than the 
kind praise of those who were, in 
their several ways, fond of little Ray.

Even Hawley Trask, whom she had 
dreaded, said:

“ The costumes by Rachel Garrison 
deserve more than passing comment. 
They reflect the delightful verve and 
freshness of youthful conception.”

There were other clippings, all 
favorable.

“That puts me over, Gene! You see? 
I ’m made!” Ray rhapsodized, oblivi
ous to the white look about Sears’ 
mouth.

He had given her the four years 
that she might become the wonder 
woman she was, and, in giving, he 
had lost out himself. He went back to
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his own sure-fire cleverness and left 
Ray t6 be taken up promptly and 
feverishly by the city of many chances 
and changes. You might say that 
Rachel Garrison became a vogue that 
winter. Her name came to mean some
thing on theatre programs and bazaar 
committees. Stout matrons clamored 
for the naive masquerade costumes 
Ray created, and brides were ever 
seeking novel trousseaux.

Gene could picture it all. More, her 
letters were full of a new alarm for 
him. The phrase dominated his 
thoughts: “Bruce Carney helped me 
with this” ; or “Mr. Carney is vgally a 
genius” ; or Bruce teas telling me late
ly . . . "

The name rose up before Eugene 
with maddening persistency. He felt 
at times that he would take Ray any
way, marry her the very next day. She 
wouldn’t refuse. Her letters had borne 
the pitiful stamp of “ For value re
ceived . . If he had really known 
what Ray did expect of him he 
would have burned the road to get to 
her and tear down the sad fancies of a 
humble heart.

As it was, he did take the chance to 
be near her, to see her daily. Sears 
was becoming too great an influence 
in his own city to remain long undis
covered by still larger interests. He 
had been debating an offer for some 
time. His appearance in New York 
was bound to have some definite effect 
on Ray’s attitude; but whatever cau
tion had guided him before was aban
doned now in the larger need of com
peting with Bruce Carney. He came 
brilliantly as one of the heads of the 
big, new Homemakers Corporation, 
to inaugurate a series of whirlwind 
publicly campaigns. He came to con
quer the city of Ray’s choice— and 
Ray herself.

Ray sat wither dazed over his

startling letter. Then rising, she went 
to her mirror and whispered to the re
flection with stiff lips?

"H e is coming for me this tim e!”
“I came because I’m a jealous old 

rascal,” he told. Ray half-seriously, as 
they dined together the first night of 
his arrival. Gene knew a great deal 
about practical psychology and he had 
chosen for this first, trying situation, 
the brilliant Riviera Inn, where they 
might dance between courses and Ray 
would sense the atmosphere of gay 
carefreeness. He would never have at
tempted a private dining-room after 
seeing the scared larkspur eyes. “ I 
came because that Carney man-— ”

Ray interrupted with a laugh.
"Gene! Do you know why I’ve al

ways liked Bruce? It’s because he’s 
really wild about Ada Neville, star of 
'Betty’s Boudoir I’ He made her— got 
her the right play and the chance to 
play it; so, of course, he wants her 
now !"

She broke off-abruptly, her cheeks 
red. She hadn’t quite realized at the 
moment that she was stating Sears' 
own ease.

TTiey danced a bit. That was fun, 
and it was hard to be unhappy when 
one had such a partner as Gene. When 
at the close of the evening he had 
made no move to take her in his arms, 
her heart lifted with the old sense of 
freedom. Perhaps she would have a 
little longer time.

^TYHE fame of Rachel Garrison 
-® spread. One read of it in the 

papers and some magazines, and quite 
naturally it came to the attention of 
a certain prosperous architect, who 
sat in his newly-opened office and re
flected that there were few really in
teresting women in the world. There 
had been just one who had had the 
peculiar charm for him, and that was
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so long ago. Not a pretty episode, that. 
Being a Woodward, and a devotee of 
all that was artistic, and not in the 
least connecting New York’s latest 
brilliant personality with poor little 
Ray Wiggins, he set about the busi
ness of meeting Miss Garrison.

At thirty-five his face was more 
high-bred and narrower and peculiar
ly smug; yet watching the set of his 
lips, one knew he had missed out some
where. That was the face Rachel 
turned to meet as a brand-new throng 
clamobed for an introduction.

It was Bruce Carney who presented 
“ Mr. James Woodward,” and all un
consciously set tiie stage for this cli
max. Ray had dreamed about this mo
ment in college days. This was her op
portunity to put him down neatly in 
the most subtle manner. Strangely 
enough, she didn’t care much about it 
now when it was happening.

He stared at her searchingly and an 
amused flicker in h§r eyes told him 
that his assumption was indeed cor
rect.

“So, you are Ray W iggins!” he .said 
wonderingly.

“No,” she returned with a cool, 
little smile, “ I used to be!”

Then she was gone on the arm of a 
fresh adorer. He watched her 
throughout the evening and most 
often saw her in company with a 
young man with humorous dark eyes 
and buoyant hair.

Indeed, in the many times he sought 
her out in the next few weeks, half 
provoked with himself, he found her 
with the same chap; and Eugene 
Sears had a faintly proprietary air 
which maddened Woodward. Further
more, he was unbalanced by the re
flection that he had once actually pos
sessed this most desirable of women. 
And yet— had he? He half suspected 
tiiat underneath the icy armor of

6i

Rachel Garrison ran the warm im
pulses of Ray Wiggins. If Ray had 
known his charm once, he could ap
peal to her again. He had not forgot
ten her utter grief when he left the 
tiny flat that night" so long ago.

As he was riding out of the west 
end of Central Park one aftertioon—  
riding behind his own chauffeur in his 
own elegant car, of which he was 
acutely aware— he saw Rachel enter
ing on foot and alone. She had a quick, 
dainty step, and her feet seemed more 
than usually trim and well-shod as 
they peeped out from the wide edge of 
beaver.which bordered the skirt of her 
ultra-smart suit. She did not refuse & 
lift from him.

Woodward seemed to have lost a bit 
of the finesse which had formerly- 
characterized him.
. “This seems good, Ray,” he sighed; 

“where you belong.”
“Really?” Rachel laughed. She gave 

him the uncomfortable sensation of 
continually finding him amusing.

“Yes. Call me Jimsy, R ay; I rather 
liked it in other days. You remem
ber?”

“I’m afraid I have a very poor mem
ory for personal details,”  said Miss 
Garrison indifferently; “ like news
papermen, I have to have a twenty- 
four-hour memory. There’s something 
new each day crowding out yester
day’s trifles.”

“Are you going to pose?” Wood
ward demanded gruffly.

“ I don’t believe I need to,” Ray 
smiled. “ And aren't your reminis
cences in glaringly poor taste, Mr. 
Woodward 7 ’

The thought of her, after she had 
gone up to her apartment, stung him 
into depression. He was finding it dif
ficult of late to put her out of his 
thoughts for a minute. He was a tiny 
bit afraid that he had been a fool. Yes,
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if he had married her in the begin
ning, and taken her out West with the 
Howlands, she would have adapted 
herself; would have shone in what
ever niche she was placed, like a rare 
jewel making any setting glorious. 
She would have made him loom great
er in the field where he had staked off 
his claim to success. More than that, 
Ray was the one woman who had the 
power to dominate his consciousness 
even to the extent of obliterating the 
thoughts of self at times.

He had gone on many frank quests 
after such a wife. He didn’t seek 
Rachel as a wife now; that is, not yet. 
There was the always present hesi
tancy one finds in a man who has con
quered the woman of his choice with
out vows or witnesses. He will even 
destroy himself with his stupidity, un
less, like Woodward, he loves his peace 
of mind more. He had seen her a half 
hour ago and already he was con
sumed with the need of hearing her 
voice. He rang her up.

“You belong to me, Ray,” his voice 
came, subdued and startling, over the 
wire. There was no preamble to this 
statement. As her voice, impersonal 
and cool, answered him calmly, he re
flected the entire glory it would be to 
bring her to her knees, bring back the 
supplicating Ray Wiggins, bearing 
the outer charm and graces of Rachel 
Garrison. He never dreamed that he 
was contemptible. He had the thought 
of marriage in the back of his head; 
that excused hirp to his unwary con
science. Her surrender first was 
merely to heal his pride.

“ You are only creating a mirage 
before your heart when you think of 
the Sears man, Ray,” Woodward went 
on daringly. “You belong to me, Ray; 
always have. Why deny it?”

“I do ?” she repeated. “ I should be
long to some one who has cheated in

the game, who had always taken and 
never given ?— rather than some one 
who had given and given and never 
asked ?”

His reply was cut off by the sound 
of her clicking receiver. The thing was 
not to be borne by a Woodward, He 
was scarlet with rage. He made a 
swift, futile resolve to stay away from 
her forever.

But to Ray the two brief encounters 
with the man in a single afternoon 
had been enlightening. She had dis
covered her own soul, found its in
most recess of bravery. It belonged 
to herself, no one else. Woodward’s 
words had seared her, made her 
acutely aware of her own desire to 
get away from it all. Away from 
Gene.

She wondered why she could have 
believed she could do anything else; 
there were the four years when she 
had had time to think . . .  Gene must 
suffer (and he would suffer) rather 
than that she should give up the lib
erty she • had won fairly from the 
world. She was not enslaved to mem
ory or duty; there was something 
higher than that. A  repetition of that 
early disillusionment would strip her 
down utterly, be greater in exact ratio 
to her deeper capacities.

She went through her several bank 
books feverishly. The total had grown 
amazingly; money had poured in for 
months and months on the tide of pop
ular demand. She would pay Eugene 
in a material way; the balance— the 
lost hope, the lost woman herself—  
must be his to sustain. She had lived 
through anguish; he could.

She cashed several checks and hur
ried to Sears, lest she lose the resolve 
if she waited. She found him at the 
office, fortunately, for she was at the 
height of her emotional rebellion. 
Barely had his secretary shown her
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back disappearing out of the door 
than Ray began feverishly, jumping 
at once into the climax of it all.

“ Gene!” — she was white and he, 
sensing something ominous, was pale 
too— “ can I pay you back In money 
for— for everything?”  she said 
breathlessly.

She had dreaded that moment when 
he should look at her with his eyes 
tortured, his lovable face distorted; 
but, aside from a quick tightening of 
his fists go that the knuckles showed 
white, he had perfect control of»him- 
self. After a moment he managed a 
smile:

“ My dear little Ray, of course you 
can! Do you suppose I haven’t seen * 
this coming?”

“ Oh!” said Ray, limp with reaction. 
She brought out big bills, laid them 
©it Ms desk. They looked so flimsy and 
futile. She couldn’t go, just yet. If only 
Gene had raved about, it would have 
been easier. He was so—  “ Gene! This 
doesn’t pay you at all. Why do you let 
me do it?”  she sobbed.

He put his arm gently aeross her 
shoulders.

“ Ray,”  he began slowly, “ I've never 
been able to reach you somehow. It 
just came to me lately, the reason. 
You were a prisoner to the idea of 
paying back. Now I want you to'know 
that you’ve paid me back in full. Oh, 
my honey dear, be free to love me, 
won’t you? Can’t we start on a new 
basis as if I were anyone ? It will seem 
different to you then, Ray. I can’t seem 
to believe that that little quiet wed
ding I’ve been dreaming of, that 
spring day when we’re married, is go
ing to vanish!”

“ Going to be married!”  she cried, 
back, raising, larkspur eyes that were 
filled with the battle of an did idea 
against a new and lovely illumination. 
“ Oh, Gene!— I never knew.”

m

His surprised eyes saw her crouch
ing at his feet then. She was kneeling 
there, humble before a great heart she 
had never recognized. She snatched 
his hpnd; kissed it.

“ Ray, don’t ! ”  he said, as though it 
hurt him. He lifted her up. “ You 
didn’t know?" he laughed boyishly. 
“What on earth did you suppose— ” 
He was studying her face queerly: 
“My God, Ray, you didn’t think— !” 

She nodded in shame. “ I thought 
that!” she confessed.

She was stifled with the enormous 
wealth of love that had been growing 
all the time subconsciously.

“ Ray, I see now. If I’d only known! 
Oh, what a waste! You couldn’t let 
love come! Love could never come 
from— that.”

She was in his arms and at last the 
red bud of mouth was warm and re
sponsive beneath his own. She clung 
to him crushingly. He exulted in her 
fierceness. Then he held her off a bit.

“ Ray, why, why did you think that? 
My dear, did I ever do anything to you 
except love you like mad and never tell 
you ?”  he reproached her,

“ Why, because— you knew,”  she 
whispered. “ You remember that day 
on the sea wall when you said you 
understood ? That something had 
crushed my girlhood? And there’s 
only— one thing that— does!”

He laughed, a sickly laugh. “ What 
are you saying, dear? That’s just like 
you; to test me out in some dramatic 
way, What are you expecting me to 
know about, Ray? I didn’t know any
thing really about you, dear.”

He was trying not to think. He won
dered if  this would be a nightmare 
from which he should awaken to re
freshing morning.

“Oh, you didn’t know ?” she echoed. 
“Then, it isn’t going to be beautiful! 
I can’t get beyond it, after a ll , , .  Oh,
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Gene, why didn’t I die, or something? 
I never would have tried, you know, if 
you hadn’t said that— that it wouldn’t 
matter.”

He couldn’t doubt now. He could 
only stand there and wish dully that 
the heart of earth would swallow them 
both up in oblivion forever,

“But, you see,” he tried to say, while 
his teeth chattered with a terrible 
chill, “ I never could have thought that 
— about you, Ray. I only— supposed—  
some little disappointment —  mag
nified—  Oh, God!”

He dropped into a chair, hid his 
head in his arms, crossed upon his 
desk, the way he had come upon little 
Ray Wiggins once. His shoulders 
heaved in anguish,

Ray’s tears were hot on her cheeks, 
scalding.

“ Gene, Gene, you are torturing me 
all over again for it! I suffered enough 
for that. I would rather die than have 
you pay for it too! Two mustn’t pay; 
two mustn’t !” she ended rather wild
ly. “No— no. Gene, I’ll give you all; 
you needn’t— marry me, now!”

“I can’t talk yet,” his muffled voice 
came in a deep groan. “I ’m so sick, so 
sick! Go away for a little while, will 
you, Ray?”

IF the night Woodward left her so 
long ago had been a living hell, this 

was a thousand infernos. Why was 
life so hard, so final? Gene, Gene, with 
his tender dreams, all those four 
years! But she ’syas to learn that you 
couldn’t buy back time with tears of 
blood, or writhing on the floor, or the 
black nausea of two days’ fasting. No, 
one only emerged still living, breath
ing; living to suffer. That could have 
been endured. It was the picture of 
Gene, wandering off ip some lonely 
haunt or lost in the swirl of New 
York’s assorted humanity and lack of

humanity, that drove her to the verge 
of madness. No one knew where he 
was, that was the worst of it.

Have you ever seen a flower that 
was hanging its head on a dry, dusty 
stem, revive to its velvety beauty with 
the cool contact of fresh water? Just 
so Ray lifted her head and reached 
out toward the possibility of sane liv
ing as the envelope bearing his writ
ing came softly under the door.

Rachel snatched at it, held it close 
to her breast. The postmark told her 
that yesterday, at least, he was alive; 
and, having survived those first 
frightful days, he would Hive now. 
Never mind what fresh wound the 
words within would make, if only he 
lived! But there was no wound within 
that envelope; only a bit of paradise, 
captured from a heart that knew a 
love greater than life or death:

“I was so ashamed afterward, my 
little Ray! How much more soul it 
took for you to leave it all so far be
hind than for me to forget! Rachel 
Garrison —  the new woman —  who 
stands for purity in m y mind; I know 
that now. You are wonderful; more 
wonderful for your own resurrection. 
The look in those blue eyes of yours! 
I should have understood. 1 have 
emerged with a new understanding of 
flow we make our own heavens or hells 
. . . Poor little dear, tortured those 
four years by the dim spectre of what 
\might be; and then I failed you when 
you had at last opened up your heart 
to love . . . I shall reach you almost 
as soon as this letter. M y arms and lips 
will tell you more.’’

For a moment the room was silent; 
then the silence was punctuated by a 
sob; then a more happy sigh, as its 
little mistress put her arms high 
above her head and turned her face 
to the bright window.
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Ttyjs. James W oodward knocked 
at A  grumpily at the door labeled 
“ Rachel Garrison.” -

It was just two weeks since he had 
promised himself not to see her. It had 
been an unspeakable interval— and 
here he was. He didn’t care if he had 
to grovel at her feet; he, a Woodward!

Her face had a new radiance about 
It, She was more beautiful to-day, 
with a beauty that defied analysis; she 
was divine. He blinked before the 
quality of her gaze. He had the 
strange feeling chat if he didn’t get 
her now she would soon become so de
sirable that no one on earth could win 
her.

“Well, I’m defeated,” he said stiffly, 
his high-bred features seeming to dis
approve of the admission; “you’ve 
beaten me, Ray. I'm here to offer you 
anything. I’m going to marry you.”
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“ Haven’t you let your imagination 
run away with you, Mr. Woodward T 
I’m not interested, really.”

“ G l. yes you are, Ray! You know 
that I know it. Do you suppose either 
of us could ^forget— ”

A shadow flicked over her eyes, dis
solved.

“There are too many lovely things 
in life worth remembering to bother 
remembering the things we’ve thrown 
on the ash heap,” said Ray firmly. 
“ Furthermore, I have never contem
plated committing bigamy.”

“Bigamy ?” he echoed clumsily. 
“Yes. You see, I was married just s  

week ago,” Ray mused, the wonder 
look coming back to the larkspur eyes; 
“married to a man so infinitely great
er than you, Jim, that you could never 
even approach the slightest conception 
of what he is like.”

WHAT SHALL IT PROFIT A MAID?
By Leslie Shaw Pearson

Our Marion was the kind of girl that men 
Could call a pal. She golfed, she tennised; when 
She swam you saw she had a shapely figger;
Yet, spite her charms, this maid'was no gold-digger;
When suitors brought her gifts— who wouldn’t?—
She oft replied, “Old top, you shouldn’t.”

Now, Hc»en was a dear— a little blonde 
Who never overshot her mark, grew fond,
Perchance; they said, “She’s always just the same.”
She, wjien invited to amend her name,
Was coy but cool. No gift would she eschew;
She murmured only, “Oh, how nice of you!”

Therefore, when Helen’s birthday came around 
She had a mere corsage or two, a five-pound 
Box of candy, else a bit of jade,
Or some such dot; but Marion, our maid,
On hers, received from each admiring bard 
A tasteful and expensive art post card!



“My Mistake”
By LEWIS WEST

FOSDICK was known as a cagey 
bachelor; that is, he gave a wide 
berth to the deb, with matri

mony at the back of her busy little 
brain. He devoted himself to the un
happily married woman- who seeks 
consolation at dances and parties.

Fosdick was a guest at the open
ing dance of the season at the Coun
try Club. It was not the first time 
he had been a guest of the club, and 
he looked forward to renewing ac
quaintance with some unhappy young 
wives. In preparation whereof, he 
said “how” to innumerable male mem
bers in the locker room.

The first thing that smote Fosdick’s 
eye, as he picked his way toward the 
ballroom, was a man he had met on 
former visits. The man was escorting 
a perfect peach!

Fosdick banked, to assure himself 
that there was one peach, not two. 
Then he recalled having heard that 
Brown had married since his last visit 
to the club. Brown certainly had good 
taste, and he deserved congratula
tions.

He sauntered leisurely along, tim
ing the meeting so that it would oc
cur at the entrance to the ballroom, 
when he planned to whisk Brown's 
•wife away from her husband. No wife, 
he reasoned, ever came to a dance 
with the thought of dancing with her 
own husband. And it must be quite 
a year since he had heard of Brown’s 
marriage; long enough for a peach 
like that to desire a change.

Fosdick timed his arrival perfectly. 
He held out his hand to Brown, while 
his eyes caressed Brown’s lovely lady.

“ Congratulations, old m an!” he 
said, “Meant to write, but knew I’d

see you here again dnd preferred to 
say it; you’re just about the luckiest 
fellow on earth.”

“Thanks. This is------- ”
But Fosdick would not let him claim 

the peach publicly:
“ I know it. And now, with your per- 

mission, old man, I ’d like to give the 
lovely lady a whirl.”

She was a peach in every particular. 
Just the right size for a dancing part
ner ; her coloring pleased him in every 
detail: big brown eyes; brown hair 
that rippled close to her head; a mar
velous complexion; and lips— luscious 
and red and pouting; and she did not 
seem to care for conversation with 
jazz. A girl after his own heart. He 
looked forward to the interlude be
tween dances, in a darkened corner 
of the piazza.

“Shall we get a breath of air?” he 
murmured, as the last encore ended.

The peach nodded. Fosdick led her 
outside. From the tail of his eye he 
made sure that Brown was not lurk
ing in the offing, ready to spirit his 
lovely lady away. But there was no 
sign of him, and the lovely lady did 
not seem to miss her natural protec
tor. Fosdick found a darkened corner.

“Where have you been all my life?” 
he murmured. It was a good line; 
overworked, but still effective.

The lovely lady dropped her eyes:
“ Here since last------- ”
Determined to ignore the obvious, 

he would not let her finish with the 
date of her wedding.

“Think of the time I’ve wasted!” 
he murmured reproachfully.

Evidently, she was not used to hi# 
methods. Fosdick searched his mind, 
but he could not remember any de-
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tails concerning Brown’s teife; mere
ly that he had married. Apparently, 
he had chosen an unsophisticated little 
person. Perhaps her line was the baby 
stare ’n’ everything. He'd try.

That corner of the piazza was very 
dark. He put his arm about her, to 
banish fear from her mind. He felt 
a tremor go through her frame.

He had been right; that was her 
line. Now he would play up to it.

He tilted her chin so that a ray of 
moonlight through the trellised vine 
made her face stand out as i f  illum
ined. Even in that unearthly light her 
lips were cherry-red.

“ Lovely lady, let's forget every
thing but that the night is young and 
you and I are here together."

She was no talker, but her eyes, 
struggling to meet his, did not forbid 
him. Again that slight tremor shook 
her frame. Fosdick bent his head and 
their lips met.

They spent the rest of the evening 
dodging Brown. His name was never 
mentioned. He was referred to— when 
it was impossible to avoid his mention 
—-as “ He."

But the “ Lovely Lady” — (Fosdick 
had no wish to learn the name by 
which Brown called her, and “ Lovely 
Lady”  came readily to his lips after 
years o f practice)— seemed no more 
anxious to talk about Brown than Fos^ 
dick was. She preferred to dance; and, 
when they were not dancing, the dark
ened corners were not conducive to 
conversation.

Fosdick’s mind, confused with sam
pling the bottled contents of several 
lockers, became more hazy under the 
influence of the moon and the Lovely 
Lady. He pitied her, married to 
Brown; Brown with a soul bounded 
on one side by the stock market and 
on the other by golf. He pitied her to 
the point o f wondering if it was not

TO

his duty to rescue her from Brown. 
Those lips, w a s t e d  on Brown 1 
Brown's clumsy arm about that slen
der, yielding form ! All that charm 
labeled “ Brown!”

As night waned and morning ap
proached, Fosdick became conscious 
that Brown was on their trail. Did 
she know? He couldn’t tell, but she 
lent herself readily to his whispered 
suggestion that his car, parked in the • 
darkest part of the driveway, offered 
a deeper seclusion than any they had 
found so far.

I f  he had not been a professional 
bachelor, he would have found him
self envying Brown.

His lips left her, sighing at the 
sweetness of that kiss. And then 
Brown’s voice thundered in his ears. 
Brown had tracked them down, his 
brow twisted by a scowl, his fae® 
red, his mouth flattened in anger.

“ See here, Fosdick; what do you 
mean by bringing my sister out 
here?”

Lightning flashes played before 
Fosdick’s eyes. He wilted. Stunned to 
silence.

Brown went on, in his explosive 
way: •

“ I’ve been hunting all over the 
place for you. My wife’s just had 
twins, you know, and, even to give 
Madelon a good tipie, I can’t stay 
away all night.”

Fosdick gibbered like an idiot. He . 
must have been more than half-seas 
over to have balled things up like this; 
his congratulations (which Brown 
had accepted for the birth of the 
twins), his assumption that the Love
ly Lady did not need to be explained.

“ Your sister!”  he mumbled, not 
knowing where to hide his shamed 
head; he had never been in such a 
predicament. “ My mistake. I thought 
all along that she was your w ife!”



The Spanish Comb
B y  COURTENAY SAVAGE

Muriel, the spirit oj youth.

MAUDE CASLON switched on 
the full cluster of lights that 

framed the mirror of her 
dressing-table, and with keen, set eyes 
Searched her own countenance, calmly, 
collectedly. For five minutes the 
scrutiny went on, and then, with a 
half smile, she turned off the lights 
and sat there in the dim room, think
ing, thinking.

Mrs. Caslon was thirty-seven, and 
that afternoon she had seen her hus
band’s eyes as they followed Muriel 
across the tennis court, seen the little 
light that played there, the swift
changing expression that showed how 
pleased he was that Muriel had come 
home early, how relieved he was that 
he would not have to spend the eve
ning with only the company of his 
wife.

Of course, Maude Caslon had sus

pected; for weeks she had seen Er
nest’s interest in the twenty-year-old 
Muriel, who was his fourth or fifth 
cousin, and who was spending the 
winter with them while she studied 
music; but Maude had not realized 
how serious it was until this evening, 
when Muriel had stayed downtown for 
dinner after a matinee, Ernest had 
asked for Muriel as soon as he came 
home, had showed that he missed her 
all through the dinner hour by being 
irritable, complaining. When she had 
come home, just in time for coffee and 
dessert, explaining that she had had a 
late tea, not dinner after all, Ernest’s 
mood changed and he was as bright 
as a golden sunset at the end of a 
cloudy day. After they had retired to 
the living-room he brought out a box 
of candy, a newspaper clipping that 
he felt would interest Muriel, and,
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seemingly quite forgetting Maude, he 
began to describe a piece of music he 
had heard a hotel orchestra play at 
luncheon, and how he had immediate
ly sent to a music store and ordered a 
copy of the composition. It was then 
that Maude left them, making no stir 
of her going but slipping quietly away 
to her own room, to the brilliant glare 
of the lights which would tell her the 
truth— if she was growing old.

And the mirror had told her that 
she was still a handsome woman; tall, 
splendid as to figure; her eyes still 
glowing with the fires of her vivid per
sonality ; her hair, untouched by time 
or dye, still glossy black . . .  No, it was 
not because she was growing old that 
his attention wandered; there must 
be another reason than that.

Maude shook her head and won
dered. As if to seek a clue, she allowed 
her mind to go back over the years: 
how she had met Ernest at a frater
nity dance; how he had asked to write 
to her; how they had seen one another 
occasionally; their engagement the 
spring that he graduated from col
lege, and their marriage a year and a 
half later . . . No, she could find no 
clue in those years.

After that had come the busy, 
climbing, period of their lives; when 
they lived, first in a small apartment, 
then a small house, then one still 
larger, and so on until they built this 
place they now occupied, this show 
place on the Shore Drive. Ernest had 
worked very hard during those years 
—the grilling, often disheartening, 
labor of the man who strives and who 
does not visualize attainment until he 
is actually upon it. Maude had worked 
with him— a helpmate. She had helped 
him save for the time when he would 
need money to invest; had sacrificed 
•—done the housework when other 
women would have demanded a
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servant, kept Ernest's home happy 
and comfortable, so that when it was 
possible for him to allow the cares 
of the business world to slip from his 
mind he would find complete rest, and 
inspiration. Also she had brought two 
children into the world— sons; sturdy 
lads who were now away at school . . .

No, certainly not in those building 
years was there a trace o f wandering 
affections. If he had shared his heart 
in those days it was between Maude 
and his work.

Of late years, since the strong tide 
of his finances had made it possible for 
them to enjoy the good things of life 
—really enjoy them, for they were 
both under forty— Ernest had been 
the devoted husband and lover. They 
had even had a second honeymoon, to 
Nassau. After they had finished their 
new home they had gone in for the 
society of the country club, for smart 
clothes, for dinners and elaborate 
dancing parties. Many beautiful 
women had crossed Ernest Caslon's 
path, but he had never been more than 
politely interested.

Then Muriel came. Muriel was a 
very distant relation of Ernest's, one 
of those almost indefinable cousins. 
She was twenty, Ernest’s sister had 
hunted up her family in a middle- 
western State and brought Muriel to 
the city for a visit. Maude had helped 
to entertain her, and— with a sudden 
rush of sympathy for the girl who was 
sincerely interested in music, but had 
no proper place to study— she had in
vited Muriel to spend the winter with 
them, and so take advantage of the 
Conservatory. Ernest, playing the 
role of patron of the arts, was highly 
pleased. So was Maude until tonight, 
when she had seen the most dreaded 
light in her husband’s eyes— his deep, 
affectionate interest in another 
woman.
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It was only natural that Maude 
should ponder as to who was to blame, 
Ernest or Muriel. Ernest was cer
tainly devoted to the girl; Maude could 
see that now. Ernest ought to realize 
what he was doing. Why, Muriel was 
only a silly, gushing girl! Some day 
she might become a wonderful wom
an, an artist; but at the moment her 
character was undeveloped. She was 
rather pretty, but in a colorless way, 
her chestnut hair, her soft white skin, 
her soft blue eyes, all proclaiming her 
youth. Youth— that was her charm! 
And—  Maude wondered how far that 
youth and youthful beauty might at
tract Ernest, for attracted he was, 
and at any hour that attraction might 
blossom into love— the illicit love 
Which has no fragrance, but gives 
forth to the air the poison of unhap
piness.

It must have been more than an 
hour that Maude Caslon sat there, 
busy with her thoughts, while her 
imagination saw the future stretch
ing ahead as a grim, black trail along, 
which she would have to stumble. Of 
course, she could send the girl away, 
so came the thought; but she was 
worldly-wise enough to know that at 
such a time as this it would be a fool
ish move. That would create a scene, 
and give both Ernest and Muriel the 
opportunity of becoming martyrs, 
misunderstood. No, whatever hap
pened she must never send Muriel 
away; neither must she let Ernest 
know that she saw the truth.

At eventide she switched on the 
lights again and studied her features, 
her figure. No, she had been right the 
first time; she was not getting old. 
After that she dabbed a little powder 
on her face and went downstairs.

And the next day she went home to 
mother.

Maude’s mother— Mrs. Shaw, as

the people of her apartment hotel 
knew her— was sixty-five years 
young and wordly-wise. She lived in 
a downtown hotel because it was near 
things. She had an income sufficient 
for her needs, and offered daily thanks 
that she was quite independent. She 
did not rely upon her children— they 
relied upon her; and she sat by a sun- 
swept window, polishing her very fine 
old jewels (she always polished her 
jewels on Thursday mornings), lis
tening intently while Maude tpld her 
of Ernest’s straying affections.

“It won’t amount to much,” Mrs. 
Shaw commented when the recital 
was completed, “and if you could fix 
Him now you would never have any 
such annoyance again.” She was so 
casual, yet so positive, that Maude 
started with surprise.

“ I am afraid that I don’t under
stand,” Maude confessed.

“No? Well, your Ernest is rather a 
safe man; he is not really interested 
in 'other woman. This girl has come 
right under his nose, and she stands 
for all the youth he^realizes he is be
ginning to lose. She’s charmingly 
young, Maude, and quite pretty; she 
makes me think of a bird, fluttering 
about. You couldn’t flutter— you’re 
not small and blonde— and, of course, 
there’s a contrast.”

Maude’s face grew suddenly hard, 
drawn.

“Mother, do you think I’m getting 
old?”

Mrs. Shaw raised her eyes to look 
sharply at her daughter.

“Well, you’re not girlish any long
er, like Muriel. You’re not old, Maude, 
but— but you’ve got what your dear 
father used to call a handsome ma
turity. It’s very becoming to you. The 
thing to do is to make Ernest realize 
how handsome you are.”

For a minute the two women sat in
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silence.
“ I don’t quite know how you are 

going to open Ernest’s eyes, but you’ll 
have to watch for your chance. I don't 
think the time will ever come when 
he’ll really cause you unhappiness; 
he’s not that type. What you've got to 
guard against is the annoyance of fu
ture flirtations. And you must not 
worry; worry is the worst thing in 
the world. I  told that to your sister 
Ethel only yesterday." Mrs. Shaw 
paused a moment. “Your sister is;hav
ing trouble, too. Ethel's husband’ is a 
natural born philanderer, and nothing 
will ever change him; his life is—  
well, one woman and then the next. 
Fortunately, he’s more fond of his' 
children than anything else in life; 
so he’ll probably never leave Ethel; 
he’ll always come back to her between 
his affairs. It’s too bad— for Ethel.”

Maude’s eyes glowed. “Ethel— hav
ing trouble?" Then, after a minute: 
“A wife to come back to? Why, I’d 
leave him! He could never touch an
other woman and— he could never * 
come back— ”

“Nonsense!”  Mrs. Shaw cut her 
short. “Women talk a lot about leav
ing their husbands, but when they 
really love a man, and when there are 
children to be considered, and when 
a husband is a good material provid
er— well, wometi don’t leave; they like 
the respectability of being Mrs. Some
body. More than half the time, when a 
woman leaves her husband the only 
reason is that there is another man 
waiting for them.”

“Mother! You’re too sophisticated 
for words.”

“Yes, some of us get that way 
through our experience with life. But 
to get back to your own case: Some 
day Muriel will do or say something 
that will displease Ernest, and if  you 
are acting and looking your nicest

he’ll begin telling you all the things 
he dislikes about Muriel. Of course, 
it would be better if you could make 
him see your superiority before he 
gets tired of the girl. He’d never for
get that— and— well, from that time 
on I don’t think he’d ever send his 
thoughts in any direction but your 
own.”

“I think I understand; though— ”
“And there’s just one thing more," 

Mrs. Shaw interrupted, “Don’t start 
to dress as if you were twenty pdon’t 
put rouge on your face and frizz your 
hair; in other words, don’t enter into 
competition. You’ll only emphasize 
the fact that she’s twenty— and. 
you’re thirty-seven.”

Maude sighed.
Mrs, Shaw looked at her out of the 

corners of her eyes and read the lines 
of unhappiness in her daughter’s face. 
She wrinkled her brows and looked at 
the jewels she had spread on her 
dressing-table. Then she looked back 
at Maude.

Mrs. Shaw reached across to the ta
ble and picked up her Spanish comb, 
one that had come down to her from 
her great-great-grandmother, and rep
resented the day when a by-gone mem
ber of the Shaw ancestry had sailed 
the seas as a freebooter, a pirate, 
Maude, unnoticing her mother’s ac
tion, had walked to a window and 
stood staring'down on the street. Mrs. 
Shaw studied her and then the comb. 
It was of silver, delicately filigreed 
and jeweled. There were tiny emer
alds caught in the silver pattern, with 
five large, deep-set diamonds forming 
as many starlike points.

“I have been thinking, Maude, that 
you could wear this comb of mine. I 
can’t wear it and it will be very be
coming to your aark hair. I gave your 
sister the old pearls a month ago; 
now I ’ll give you the comb.”
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Maude turned. The Spanish comb! 
To be her own! The dreariness van
ished from her eyes and she stepped 
forward. For the minute, at least, a l  
else was forgotten but the glory of 
possession. She protested to her moth
er that she should not give up the 
jewel, but Mrs. Shaw laughed and told 
her daughter to take off hei hat and 
try the effect of the comb in her dark 
hair.

In the minutes that followed Maude 
felt so much better mentally that 
when her mother suggested lunch 
and a matinee, she accepted imme
diately, telephoning home to say that 
she would not be there until it was 
time for dinner.

The chief topic of conversation that 
night was, of course, the Spanish 
comb. Maude told Ernest and Muriel 
about it during dinner, and imme
diately afterwards she went upstairs 
to get it. The three sat before the Mv- 
ing-room fire, handling and admiring 
the jewel. For Maude there was the 
pride of possession; for Ernest, re
membering the pirate ancestor, there 
was a certain glamour of romance, and 
the money value; and for Muriel there 
was a longing. Muriel held the comb 
and let the dancing firelight play 
along its silver tracery, let the flames 
find reflection in the hard gleam of the 
emeralds and the deep-set diamonds.

“It’s the most gorgeous thing I ever 
aaw,” Muriel said softly, “and so very, 
very fashionable! Everybody’s wear
ing their hair piled high, and a Span
ish comb. Oh, I wish I had one!"  There 
was more than envy or longing in her 
voice; there was almost a demand, and 
Maude felt that it was addressed to
wards Ernest.

"Perhaps some day you’ll have one,” 
Ernest told her.

"Perhaps, but I want one now while

they’re fashionable,”  and Muriel 
laughed lightly as she went over to 
the grand piano to play soft music 
that she knew Ernest loved, music as 
enchanting as the beauty of the comb.

“ That comb really is a wonderful 
thing,” Ernest Caslon told his wife 
that night as she put the Spanish 
comb into the small jewel safe built 
into the wall. “I don’t wonder that 
poor little Muriel wanted one.”

“ Yes, it’s very beautiful.”
There was a strained silence.
"You know,” Ernest was hesitant, 

“I’ve been thinking. Muriel is going to 
have a birthday next week, and— well, 
the youngster hasn’t had many of the 
nicer things of life; her family have 
lots of money, but no taste. Now, why 
shouldn’t we give her a comb?”

“A  comb 1” Maude turned and faced 
him. So he had heard the demand in 
Muriel's voice! And the little affair 
between them had come to a point 
where he was going to give Muriel 
presents, where he wanted Muriel to 
have the same things that his wife 
possessed. A  flaring pain bit into her 
heart, but she steadied her crying 
nerves and smiled.

“Why, a comb would be very nice, 
but I’ve already planned to give her a 
new evening gown. It’s only two 
weeks to the Charity Ball, and I’ve 
ordered a new dress for Muriel; it’s 
soft and blue, just right for her col
oring— very youthful.”

“Well, you give her that and I’ll 
give her the comb.” Ernest was quite 
triumphant over his decision,

Maude turned away and began to 
unfasten her hair. She felt that this 
was the most critical moment in her 
life. What should she say? What 
should she do? If she told him that he 
must not spend the money, it would 
only be urging him to do so; if she 
fiorbade him, he would say that she
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mm mean; or even worse— jealous.
“I really don’t know what to say,” 

she tried to be very casual. “ I don't 
know if she really wants the comb, or 
if she’d rather have something else; 
furs, or— ”

“ Of course, she wants the comb. 
Didn’t she even talk about piling her 
hair high and sticking in the comb? I 
think it will make a very nice pres
ent,”

“ Yes, it would be a very nice gift; 
but I was thinking of the practical 
side o f the matter.”

“ Don’t ! Don’t! At twenty the prac
tical side of life isn't the most inter
esting,” he laughed. Then he changed 
ttte subject, and only once, just as he 
put out the lights, did he mention the 
comb: “ It’ll be great to see Muriel’s 
surprise when she gets the comb.**

Maude made no comment.
The next morning, however, after 

lours of wakefulness, Maude had ar
rived at a very definite decision— one 
teat helped to banish the heavy ache 
of her heart and to make her tired 
eyes glisten. Ernest usually break
fasted early, and neither Muriel or 
Maude appeared regularly; but this 
morning Maude shared the meal with 
ha| husband.

“ I've been thinking, Ernest, that 
as I have to go down to the shops this 
morning, if you like I can meet you 
and help you pick up Muriel's comb.”

Ernest looked up sharply. “ That 
would be very nice,”  he told her. He 
had no.t suspected such an offer, but 
he appreciated that Maude had good 
taste. Also, that she should offer to 
go with him eased his conscience, 
though he felt that Maude's being 
with him would mean a quarrel, for 
he had made up his mind to buy a 
handsome, expensive jewel. Would 
Maude object to him spending a con
siderable amount o f money on Muriel ?

U

“AH right. Then suppose f  meet you 
—where ?”

“Why, at Callo’s. I think their jew
els have a distinction.”

“ Oh, yes; but I was just thinking 
about lunfch. Shall we lunch first, or 
afterwards ? Maude was being her 
very nicest self. “ Suppose,”  she wept 
on without waiting for him to answer, 
“ suppose we meet at Henri's at twelve- 
thirty and pick out the comb later? I 
know that you always feel better af
ter lunch.”

“Fine! Fine!”  he told her. Over hia 
being a decided sense o f relief was 
settling.

Ernest was still further relieved 
when he found that Maude did not 
attempt to dictate to . him in regard 
to the gift. She sat beside him at the 
long, velvet-covered counter aad 
made minute examination o f  the 
combs that were shown to them. She 
did not even object when he chose one 
that was very expensive— foolishly 
so; a beautiful jewel, large, brilliant, 
made of finely wrought shell inlaid 
with gold and set with many small 
diamonds— many o f them only chips, 
but the effect being one of great lus
ter. It was a gorgeous bauble and Er
nest's eyes feasted on it with delight. 
When the jewel was paid for and had 
been carefully placed in a velvet ease, 
Ernest put it into his pocket. He was 
ready to leave. .

“There's— there’s nothing in tee 
jewel line that you want, is there?”  
His question was almost an after
thought.

“ Oh, no," Maude assured him, 
“That’s a lovely gift, and, Ernest, i 
want you to do something for me; 
I want you not to give the comb to 
Muriel on her birthday. I’ve got the 
dress; there will be other presents; 
so save the comb and give it to her 
the night o f tea Charity Ball. It will
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add so much to her pleasure if the 
eomb is a complete surprise.”

“Not give it to her on her birth
day?”

“No. save it; it will only be for a 
few days, and when she is just ready 
to dress for the ball— can’t you imag
ine her excitement, with the new 
dress, and then, as an added attrac
tion, as they say, the comb?”

Ernest did not quite understand, 
but Maude seemed so set on the idea 
and she had been such a brick about 
his spending the money on Muriel, 
that he consented without further con
versation.

The days passed, rather feverishly. 
At evening, when they were in their 
own room, Ernest would take out Mu
riel’s comb and let the light play over 
its jewels. He gloated over it, almost 
with an unholy glee. The incident of 
the comb seemed to make him bolder, 
for he paid Muriel a hundred little at
tentions and before Maude’s eyes. He 
even told Maude that Muriel was a 
wonderful girl. Maude smiled, and was 
silent.

Even though she stilled the words 
that would have rushed to her lips, 
Maude could not silence the question
ings of her heart, the vivid thoughts 
that flashed across her pain-racked 
mind. She would sit in the big living- 
room, with a smile on her lips as if 
nothing unusual was happening when 
Ernest’s fingers would play lustfully 
over the girl’s hair, or travel ap her 
arm; but while she smiled she sighed. 
More than once she wondered if she 
really cared enough to go on with the 
battle that lay before her; but each 
time the answer came strong and clear. 
She loved Ernest, she wanted him for 
herself.

One night he telephoned her that 
* he would be late in leaving the office, 

that she need not wait for dinner. It

was not ten minutes later that Muriel 
telephoned to say that she was going 
to stay downtown and have dinner 
with two girl friends from the Con
servatory.

As Maude hung up the receiver the 
world went black. Could it me? Had 
it— ? She managed to stagger to her 
room, and she paced the floor in agony 
of doubt. She did not touch the meal 
that a servant brought on her tray, 
but paced— thinking, thinking. There 
were moments when her heart was 
filled with hate, with bitter scorn—  
with murder.

A t nine o’clock she heard Ernest 
come home. She went downstairs to 
face him, accusingly. As she did so 
she supposed that Muriel would come 
in at any minute. Did they think her 
a child?

But Muriel did not come in, and 
Ernest was very tired. He wanted to 
go to bed at once. She had hardly 
spoken to him, but she followed him 
to their room. Tired, was he ?

“I’ve been fussing over that Curtins 
deal all day,” he told her as he dropped 
his head back on the pillows of a huge 
chair before the fireplace. “I haven’t 
been so worn out in years. Come and 
run your fingers through my hair, the 
way you'used to when— when we were 
young, and not so rich.”  He laughed 
lightly; like a boy, Maude thought.

She dropped to the floor beside his 
chair.

“Ernest— ” she started.
He smiled at her, and circled her 

with his arm.
“I guess I’m getting old— t# be so 

tired; but I don’t mind working for 
you, dear,” and he leaned forward to 
kiss her, to clasp her close to him, to 
whisper in her ear. Maude’s heart 
beat a startled tattoo. Had she been 
wrong? Why, Ernest—-! No, he had 
not been with Muriel; she knew he
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had told her the truth. He had been 
working. It was like the old days, 
when he would come home and tell 
her of his love for her.

A great engulfing wave of happi
ness passed over her; it was not too 
late. And immediately afterwards 
shame flooded her soul; she had sus
pected Ernest and Muriel. She had 
done them goth a great wrong.

But the following evening, when 
she saw the way Ernest smiled at the 
girl, the old worry, the old wonder, 
came stealing back to her;

Then came the night of the Charity 
Ball. Ernest came home in the middle 
of the afternoon. He had always been 
fond of parties, but he had a strange ‘ 
boyish zest for this affair.

Before dinner— they did not dress 
until after dinner—-he gave Muriel 
the comb. Maude, sitting apart, a fixed 
smile on her lips, watched them both 
and could not decide which was the 
more pleased. Ernest or the girl. Mu
riel fairly danced in her joy ; Ernest 
was less physically moved, but he was 
very happy. Maude thought, with a 
little pang, that he had never seemed 
so interested in any gift that he had 
given her— not even her engagement 
ring. Still, she was her usually calm 
self— outwardly, at least— and she 
hurried through the dinner hour with
out much attempt at conversation.

Then they went to dress.
No woman of the theater preparing 

for a gala night ever clothed herself 
with more care than did Maude Cas- 
lon the night of the Charity Ball. 
There was no haste in her actions, 
nothing to show that her heart beat 
so madly in her breast that there were 
moments when she felt faint, when 
the world grew black. She had ban
ished Ernest to a.guest room and shut 
the door. She needed to be alone as she 
dressed.

Carefully, she piled her luminous 
dark hair high, in Spanish fashion, an 
the top of her head, and carefully t he 
placed the Spanish comb that her 
mother had given her. Then she did 
something she had never done before 
— touched her lips with carmine and 
her cheeks with rouge. She powdered 
carefully, and the result was bril
liance. She was not overpainted; her 
skill was such that only another wom
an might have guessed that she had 
called on the art of the cosmetic.

Her gown was the dream of an art
ist. Maude had gone downtown many 
days during the two weeks that had 
just passed, and she had taken her 
Spanish comb with her. The comb and 
the gown matched to a perfection that 
was harmony. The dress was of green- 
and-silver, shimmering, alive, follow
ing the lines of her handsome figure 
and trailing in little wisps of chiffon 
to the floor.

When the maid she summoned had 
helped her dress, Maude turned on 
every light in the room, even took the 
soft shades from the lamps, so that 
she might see herself in a hard bril
liance of light. And she was quite sat
isfied; her appearance was striking, 
beautiful. She picked up the large 
feathered fan of green that completed 
the costume, asked the maid to carry 
her evening coat, and went downstairs 
to join her husband. As she neared 
the living-room she heard Muriel’s 
voice. '

For a moment her heart ^avered; 
then she went slowly into the room, 
head high, eyes sparkling. It was as if 
the ancient pirate ancestor was as
serting himself; as if the Spanish 
comb carried with it a spell of beauty 
and romance, and that spell had come 
over Maude.

“Maude, how wonderful you look!”
It was Muriel who exclaimed, and
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there was a quick note of surprise and 
envy in her words. Ernest— his back 
was to the door as she entered—  
turned and looked at her, and there 
was a song of satisfaction in Maude 
Caslon’s heart as she read in his eyes 
the slow dawn of the light of his pleas
ure.

"Maude— yes, you are very beauti
ful !” He almost whispered the words; 
as if he had come suddenly upon a 
vision that surprised and delighted 
him.

"Thank you. Thank you, both!”  
Maude smiled, and she turned to look 
at Muriel.

It was as she had expected. The 
blue dress, charming by itself, youth
ful, richly simple— it had been won
derfully bright'and pretty when Mu
riel had first tried it on. Now it seemed 
to have faded, to have become insig
nificant. And the pale, small features, 
the ash-blonde hair that was so pret
tily curled, it was— well, just hair and 
a face. In her hair the gold and dia
mond comb glistened, hard, brilliant 
— too brilliant; so hard, so brilliant, 
so beautiful, that the girl’s beauty 
and her charmingly youthful clothes 
faded into nothingness.

"Isn ’t my comb just too wonderful 
for anything ?” Muriel demanded, and 
Maude’s smile deepened. At least, the 
girl was spared the realization that 
by comparison the comb made her look 
faded, almost tawdry. She watched as 
Muriel danced about the room, paus
ing to smile at her reflection in the 
long mirror. Muriel’s youth might be 
wonderful, but far more wonderful 
was the way in which Ernest’s eyes 
watched only his wife.

"Y es, it’s a beautiful comb,” Maude 
said softly, and then, "but it’s ten 
o’clock; the car is waiting for us.”

She almost laughed at the manner

in which Ernest hurried to hold hex1 
evening coat.

It was a night of triumph. Men told 
Maude Caslon that she was wonder
ful ; the women forgot their envy and 
enthused as women do, demanding the 
name of her dressmaker; and Ernest 
danced with her continuously. When 
she asked him if he had danced with 
Muriel he said that Muriel had found 
two boys home from college for the 
week-end, and was thoroughly enjoy
ing herself.

It was towards morning when Er
nest followed his wife to their room 
— tired, but somehow strangely hap
py. Maude dropped to a chair before 
her dressing table. Her evening coat 
dropped from her shoulders.

“Don’t you think it was a great suc
cess?” she asked.

"Y es, great!” He chose a chair so 
that he might watch her. "And  
Maude, I never saw you look as charm
ing as you do tonight.”

She smiled. For a minute they were 
silent. She saw that Ernest was look
ing at her intently, and she felt that 
she read his thoughts. He was wonder
ing how he had ever thought Muriel 
was so charming; how she. had even 
seemed slightly attractive, when his 
wife was so splendid. In that moment 
Maude thought of her mother and her 
mother’s wisdom.

" I ’ve been thinking,” Ernest said 
presently; " i t ’s almost spring, and I’m 
tired. The Curtiss deal will be finished 
in about ten days, and then how would 
you like to run down to Florida for a 
couple of weeks?”

"That would be wonderful,”  she 
turned to him eagerly; then, after a 
second’s pause: “Shall we take Mu
riel?” A  fear gripped her as she asked 
the question, but she felt that an its 
answer depended her future happi
ness.
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“Oh, no!” Ho did not hesitate be
fore he answered. “Just we two. Mu
riel has her studies, and the house will 
be here just the same.” Then: “I sup
pose she’ll be going home in a short 
time,” he reflected.

Maude could not suppress her smile, 
but so that it might not be too notice
able she turned towards the mirror 
and, as a preparation for the night," 
she took the Spanish comb from her 
hair.

As she did so, something caught her 
eye; something that startled her. She 
looked closer. Yes, there it was! A  
gray hair! She was growing old after 
all. But there was no sting of bitter
ness, no tragedy, in the discovery.

Ernest had risen, and was standing

back of her chair, his fingers on her 
bare shoulders, lightly caressing her 
neck and arms.

“And, Maude, I’ve been thinking," 
her husband said softly, “ I don’t sup
pose that the comb was the best gift 
for Muriel. I should have followed 
your advice and got something more 
practical.”

“Oh, no!” Maude assured him, 
“Why, in a woman’s life it's often the 
impactical things that count the 
most. You can’t appreciate what this 
Spanish comb means to me! W hy!” 
and though Ernest could not know 
why, she was so very happy, he joined 
her when she laughed— a  mirthful 
laugh that filled the room with the joy 
of living.

THE GALL OF THE WILD
By J. Parley Robinson

A man there was and he made his speech 
(Even as you and I.)

To a beautiful bird way beyond his reach—
For a fellow might as well try.

Now the lady, of course, could not understand,
When he tried to teach her to eat from his hand;
But she giggled “ Te he!” She laughed “ He haw!”
When he fitted the diamond onto her paw.

Now the man at first thought he’d picked a peach 
(E ’en as we often think.)

But she turned out to be just a beautiful screech,
And drove him ’most to drink.

But at last he was able to understand,
That a bird in the bush is worth two in the hand;
So he left the jade half his worldly goods,
And like all the rest of us— took to the woods.

For the song of the wild birds, saifch the sage,
Is a greater lure than the birds in the cage—
Though the wild girls’ wiles and the wild girls' chants 
Leaves us empty pockets in our pants!
But ever sinm Adam and the Fall,
It’s been human to answer She Wild Bird's Call,



Three Day Pass
By LUCILLE O. HAYUM

“ How long are yom good for?" she ashed. “ Three, days,” Jim answered.

RAINING in Hollywood! Buck- 
etsful. Just Jim Carver’s luck! 
And to hit the beach dead 

broke. Or almost. About three pieces 
of folding money, a few chicken-feed 
coins and— three days to kill.

Hell, you couldn't grab a girl— or 
could you?

Luck usually put a half dozen veils 
over her face when she saw Jim com
ing. Been that way all his life. But 
tonight—

He was heading far out the Boule
vard where some kind civilian soul 
had told him— free eats— free bed and 
girls. Sure— girls. But really decent 
girls. Girls who didn’t talk Jim 
Carver’s lingo. Why, Jim had crossed 
a half dozen ponds. Jim had gone na
tive. Sure he had. He’d been a sailor 
in the United States Navy ever 
since—  Gone straight from college 
and now three red stripes below the

eagle. First class petty officer.
Hitch hiking on. Sunset Boulevard 

to save a dime. Yeah ?
“W anta lift, Sailor?” Lady Luck out 

on a rainy night with a lantern look
ing for him.

Jim stepped off the curb and over 
towards the long, de-luxe convertible.
A  woman’s voiee. Don’t  kid yourself. 
Here was the answer.

But Jim was due for a spill.
“Want a lift, Sailor?” She repeat

ed the inquiry when he reached the 
open car door. And just then, Jim's 
world stood still. Stopped revolving 
around its axis. Or something fike 
that.

She had gray hair. Nice gray hair. - 
Older than his mother if his mother 
were still alive. She had died when 
Jim was born. Maybe he missed hav
ing her. Sure thing. Maybe mothers 
are swell. But not when a fellow gets

a



82 T H R E E  m m  P A S S

a three-day pass from a P.O.E. and 
knew that any day he’ll be confined 
for the big dash into the South Pa
cific.

“Thank you, ma’am.”. Think fast, 
Sailor. '

“1 always pick up servicemen. Yon 
see that’s what I’d want somebody to 
do to m y boy.”  She talked fast, stffl 
holding the car door open. The rain 
had called in a reserve force and was 
coming down more plentiful than ever. 
Filling Jim’s little white cap, rolling in 
rivulets down his pea jacket. "Get in, 
Sailor, you’re getting wet. Get in and 
I’ll take you home. A big wood fire— 
a good dinner.” Then just a bit of face
tiousness. Poor dame. "Maybe some 
wine to thaw out the cold. Hurry, 
Sailor. You can have a good night’s 
rest, too. In my boy’s room. Listen to 
his radio—”

And while she talked, Jim’s eyes 
were trying to pierce the gray foggy 
rain-—his brain was trying to conjure 
up something to say before he was 
trapped. Hi-yah—think fast, Jimmie.

And just then his eyes caught a 
sign shimmering through the rain. A 
sign across the Boulevard, which said 
Joe’s Place. And the light was just 
defiant enough to let him see two girls 
open the door and walk in. That’s 
what he wanted. A girl. Not comfort. 
He was twenty-one. Guys, when 
they’re twenty-one don’t go looking 
for fireplaces and burning logs and 
radio programs on a rainy night. Not 
sailors headed for the Big Show.

"Please come. I’m lonely. My hus
band sits there reading law briefs and 
I want to talk—”

Don’t be a sucker, Jimmie. That’s 
what he was telling himself and he 
usually listened to himself. All his life. 
That’s why his father and he used to 
have those Class A rows during sum
mer vacation. Jimmie had rea# too

many times about wild •ate and he 
always believed what he read.

"Thank yo«, ma’am but—” Lights 
over at Joe’s Place seemed to use the 
navy code. “Come in, Sailor. Juke bos 
ahd girls and cheap beer.”

"You won’t be any trouble. You can 
sleep as late as you want in the morn
ing.” Then, even in the dim light, Jim
mie saw tears in her eyes, “ i’ll bring 
your breakfast to bed like I used to 
bring Ted’s when he had shore leave.” 

Men got the electric chair for be
ing less cruel than Jim.

"Thank you, ma’am but I was just 
heading for a place in this block. Sorry 
ma’am. I’d sure liked to have taken 
you up on that invitation. Sounds 
swell, all right.”

Her lips quivered.
"You look so mueh like Ted. He—** 

Then she straightened up. Brave as mi 
Admiral. "My name is Gibson. Mrs. 
Theodore Gibson. If you get lonely, 
call me up. I’ll keep that bed for you. 
Sailor—Goodbye.”

"So long, ma’am. And thanks.” But 
she didn’t hear the thanks. Bhe wan 
speeding down the boulevard and Jim 
was standing in the ram.

Joe’s place wasn’t much. A  half 
gray light. A misty damp seaell from 
the wet uniforms gathered aronnd the 
bar. Joe himself was well cast. He be
longed behind that bar. Fat, a bit 
greasy, a soiled apron and a toothy 
grin for servicemen. They were good 
gyp bait.

Jim stalked in. Where were those 
skirts he’d glimpsed from the middle 
of the Boulevard. The light, feeble as 
it was blinded him a little at first. 
Then it cleared and he saw them.

Bunny was little and dark and had 
on a glaring red raincoat. Not worth 
splitting a beer with her. Jeanne—No, 
he wasn’t seeing right. Jeanne was 
beautiful! Blonde heir loose as corn
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silk, cheeks pink as the camelia stuck 
in her hair. A wet camelia, perhaps 
but suggestively elusive to a girl- 
hungry sailor. Her raincoat was, seem
ingly some soldier’s trench coat. Too 
big for her but somehow adding some
thing intangible to her beauty. And 
on a night like this, when he’d been 
heading for a respectable free eats— 
free bed affair.

Some corporal was buying drinks 
for the girls, when Jim crowded in. 
He could always do that. Jim’s black 
hair, his black eyes, that crooked little 
smile of his had made girls forget to 
be good, too many times. So why shy 
off this time. Even though he was 
short on folding money. He could af
ford a couple of rounds at a cheap 
joint like Joe’s place. Then—

"Room for one more?” Jim’s entree 
into the contest. Pushing aside a little 
sailor boy with nary a stripe on his 
arm and only two white ones on his 
cuff. The little sailor boy wasn’t in
terested in girls anyway. Just stopped 
off to keep out of the rain and linger 
thirty minutes over one glass of beer. 
Much to Joe’s chagrin.

Jeanne liked that voice. Had class 
to it. Not some garbage man turned 
sailor. Then she faced him. Jeanne was 
just as tough and hard boiled as Jim. 
Jeanne had shifted for herself since 
she was ten. Ever since her father 
took a short cut to freedom and her 
mother became a movie extra. Her 
mother had seldom remembered right 
from wrong so couldn’t help Jeanne 
distinguish the difference.

"Sure, there’s room for one more, 
when a good looking sailor moves in. 
Hi-yah—”

“What will it be?"
“Rye"
No time wasted. Minutes were 

scarce and Jim believed in squeezing 
ail he could out of them.

"First time in Hollywood, Sailor ?” 
Drinking, not like a lady but like a 
skid-row drunk. Gulping it down too 
fast. According to that, Jim’s folding 
money , wasn’t going to last long 
enough to make the grade.

"Yeah!’’ Why tell her that as a ci
vilian, he’d flown out there in his 
father's private plane and hit the high 
spots. Get down to her level and have 
a three-day pass to remember when 
he was out on the high seas, surround
ed by nobody but a lot of homesick 
blue jackets. Why not ?

“How long are you good for?" she 
asked.

“Three days.”
Another round of drinks.
"O, boy. And payday just over. 

Say, you can have a swell time, Sailor.” 
She looked straight at him. Her eyes 
bluer than ever. Her soft hair flitter
ing around her face like filmy lace. Jim 
caught hold of her hand. That was 
what she wanted. What he wanted too. 
He’d better slow down on the beer. 
Had to save a few cents for—well, 
maybe a room in a third-class hotel.

Bunny broke in just then. Bunny, 
the little dark-haired girl who was 
Jeanne's partner.

"Can you beat that? Listen here, 
Jeanne. Know what that dope next to 
me ran out on me for? Going to put 
in a long distance call to New Jersey. 
Wants to talk to his mom. Just wants 
to tell her goodnight. Spending all that 
dough when he could have seen how I 
needed a few more drinks. Okay— 
here I go for that sergeant over yon
der, Wish me luck, kids.”

Jim lit a cigarette. Almost auto
matically. Something deep down in
side of him began to make him take 
notice. By golly it must be sort of nice 
to want to say goodnight to somebody 
off in New Jersey. To want to say it 
hard enough, bad enough to split your
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month’s pay in half to do it. His father 
wouldn’t even be ho-me. And ten to 
one if he was he’d turn the conver
sation into a free lecture.

“Say, you ain’t even hearing a word 
I said, Sailor.” Jeanne was fingering 
an empty glass.

“Sure I was— Say, you never told 
me your name.”

“You’re trying to change the sub
ject, Sailor. What the devil do you 
care what my name is. I just told you, 
I’d fallen for you like nickels into a 
slot machine. Then you get moony
eyed and look far off into space. Speak 
up, Sailor. Do I click or don’t I ? I 
ain’t got no time to lose.”

Sure she clicked. Her fingers were 
pushing back his black hair— her red 
lips were on his. Joe allowed such 
things until somebody warned the 
gang that the S.P.’s or M.P.’s were 
about to push open the door. Then all 
arms, all lips went back into plaqe. 
Joe didn’t want to be put out of 
bounds.

“You’re sweet— I like you. What 
say we get out of this place.”

“Okay.” She answered without hes
itating.

Jim didn’t have much left after he 
paid his bill. A taxi just wasn’t in the 
cards.

The rain seemed to have called for 
reinforcements and received them, 
when Jeanne and Jim stepped out to 
the sidewalk.

“Hell, what a night. Where we go
ing, Sailor?”

“Where do you want to go?”
“Out of the rain, that’s for sure. 

Where you staying?”
“No place. Yet.”
“Well rent a room at a hotel. There 

ain’t no hotels out here on Sunset. We 
got to get a cab and get down town. 
Hey, taxi— ”

Jim felt like a dummy. Hell, but this

was cheap. She was hanging on to his 
arm. Just a little woozy after she 
stood up. Too much beer. She had out- 
ordered him, two to one. But— she was 
pretty. ,

Luck took time out and gave Jim a 
break. No empty taxi cruised along 
the Boulevard. They waited. Rain 
soaked.

“Listen, Honey— ” And suddenly, 
when he said Honey, he felt like the 
romantic lead in a trashy movie. 
“W e’d better just hoof it.”

“You kidding? It’s a mile. Say, the 
lieutenant that showed me the hot 
spots last night had a car. You bet. 
And did we have a good time.”
* “What’s a mile more or less. And 
we’re just as wet as we’ll ever be. 
Come on, Honey.”

Jim caught her to him there in the 
night and held her close. Jim’s kisses 
worked wonders. They didn’t  fall short 
even now with hard-boiled Jeanne.

“Okay, you win.”
There wasn’t much to say as they 

splashed along. Dark empty streets—  
few pedestrians. Arm in arm—

“I don’t usually go for enlisted 
men— ” she told him after a block of 
absolute silence. “But on a rainy 
night like this you can’t hold out.” 
Then— her arm tightened. “But want 
me to tell you something? When it 
comes to looks and a nice way of talk
ing and looking at a girl, well— Sailor 
you got the whole U. S. navy beat a 
mile.”

Jim didn't answer. Somehow he was 
agreeing with his father, just then. 
He— well, he just wasn’t any good. 
Cheap. That’s what he was. Haunting 
a beer joint and then quitting the 
place with a blonde floozy hanging on 
his arm and heading for a third-class 
hotel to register as Mr. and Mrs. 
Somebody. Jim halted himself so much 
that he bit a cigarette in half.
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“Say, Sailor, didn’t you just hear 
that build-up I gave you. You’re solid 
with me. May be for keeps. Maybe. 
How you fixed for dough ?”

That was the climax. Like a spark 
on a can of gasoline. Jim forgot that 
he was classed as a gentleman. Had 
been brought up along those lines 
anyway.

“Why you cheap little gold digger.” 
“Gold digger. Don’t make me laugh, 

Sailor. You can’t do much digging and 
find gold in a sailor’s wallet. His I.D. 
card and a few stray coins. I was just 
asking because— I know you’re about 
broke. I saw your wallet back there at 
Joe’s, Still I come with you, didn’t I?” 

Stumped, he was. The girl had 
something there. He wished that she 
would play another record. He didn’t 
know what to say. W as she on the 
level? About liking him?

“There wasn’t much to choose from. 
Was there?”

“Why, damn you— that was a nasty 
crack. There were fellows in there 
throwing money away like peanuts.” 

“Maybe they were decent chaps. . 
Not on the make.”

“Say, are you trying to make me 
hate you, Sailor ?” She stopped short. 
“I’ve half a notion to go back to Joe’s.” 

Jim stood still watching her. Thd 
rain had flattened the blonde hair. 
Had splashed some of the rouge to 
places where it wasn't meant to be. 
Her lips were not smiling now. Set in a 
thin straight line. And hard.*God, was 
this what he’d been planning on a 
three-day pass—

“Well, Sailor, what’s the answer? 
Going to let me go back?”

“Do you want to go back ?”
Jeanne thought fast. She was half

way to town. Halfway and the rain 
was faster than ever.

“No, Sailor!” Her arm tightened 
over his. Like a vise. On, they walked.

Lights flickering ahead like Joe’s 
place. This was Gobo’s. The name wag 
the only difference. The same raucous 
music flaring out and inviting them in.

“Let’s take time out for another 
drink, Sailor,’ huh ?”

Jim thought fast. Sort of confused
ly. But down deep he got hia answer. 
What in hell did he expect. Shouldn’t 
have been a terrible disappointment 
to him. Any of it. Hadn’t he been 
planning drinks and girls and all the 
et ceteras every night aboard ship 
after he hit the sack. Sure thing. But 
— somehow—

“Okay, Honey.” That Honey came 
out without invitation.

They had to wait at a stop signaL 
Lights turned red, just as they halted 
at the curb. He was still clinging to 
her arm or vice versa. A t least they 
were headed in the same direction—  
Jim and his cheaper than cheap blonde.

Then—
Jim could always remember things 

he’d seen once. Little out of the 
ordinary memories made photographs 
on his mind. Even now when that 
brain of his was beer filled and topsy
turvy with disgust for himself. Even 
now, as they stood there waiting, his 
eyes took in the big car just in front 
of him. O, sure it was a de-luxe con
vertible, all right. But— there were 
stickers on the windshield that he rec
ognized. One, especially. Navy. And 
set off in a corner. Yeah— that was 
Mrs. Gibson’s car. The gray-haired 
lady who had tried to ruin his three- 
day pass by wanting to mother him. 
The lady, who had let tears fill her 
eyes when he had said thumbs down.

One hour ago!
Jim thought fast. The rain made a 

curtain around the windows of the 
ear. But Jim knew that a woman was 
at the wheel. By the shape of her head 
silhouetted against the mist.
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"Wait here a minute, Honey.” 
“What do you mean—Wait here 

Think I was going to leap in front of 
them cars. What’s up, Sailor? Dog
gone it, but that signal is slow.”

Jim jerked away.
“Wait here because I see somebody 

I know in that car. I’ll be back—” 
He knocked on the closed window. 

Knocked just as the signal changed. 
There went his luck again. Always 
missing fire by a half second. But the 
car ignored the signal. Just drew in 
towards the curb and switched off the 
ignition. Might have guessed that Mrs. 
Gibson would do a trick like that. A 
nice motherly trick. She had caught 
sight of him through the glass. .

The car door opened. So what?
Jim asked himself the question and 

couldn’t find the answer. What was he 
planning to say—to do. Why in heck— 

The door was still open and he heard 
a voice—

“Want a lift, Sailor?”
A low throaty voice. A voice full of 

laughs and tears and love and youth. 
Jim looked up.

“Say, I’m sorry. Darn sorry. I 
thought you were the lady who had 
offered me a lift earlier. I thought I 
recognized the car. Say, I’m sorry—” 

She looked like his girl back home. 
The kid he'd taken to junior proms 
and things like that. Betsy Hall. Once 
he had almost thought he loved red
headed Betsy. But she’d met some 
South American over in Washington 
and that was that. Jim stood and 
stared. And as in a trance, through one 
far-off corner of his eye, a slim girl 
was still standing there on the corner 
in the rain. His girl. His girl for the 
night!

“Maybe I’m guessing wrong, Sailor. 
Anyway no harm in trying. I am Cyn
thia Gibson. Mother told me she tried 
to pick up a sailor tonight who looked

just like Ted. My brother. Okay am I 
right? Because you do look like Ted. 
Am I right?”

“Yeah—yeah, you are right.”
Pause. With the rain still working 

'overtime. Neither seemed to know 
whose turn it was to speak next. Cyn- 
Ifeia took it up from there.

“I’m on my way to the postoffiee 
now with a V-mail for Ted. He's in 
the South Pacific and Mother went 
right home to write him. After seeing 
you. I’ll be going back home then. 
Changed your mind, Sailor about com
ing out to the house ?”

The street lamp shone on her. 
Made her seem terribly young—0r» 
not too young. But that light succeed
ed in imbuing her with a sort of halo. 
Jim hadn’t gone in much for halos. 
Except on saints in a cathedral. But 
suddenly with Gobo's lights inviting 
him in and Gobo’s music adding to 
the invitation, halos seemed a little 
on the right side. Halos over a red
headed girl—a real girl with all the 
things he’d been used to, sparkling 
from her eyes.

“Hey there, you big jerk. Want me 
to drown?” Jeanne had waited a few 
minutes too long. Couldn’t blame the 
girl. He was rude and thoughtless. 
‘Now she called out from the corner.

Jim stuck a wet cigarette between 
his teeth and forgot to light it. H© 
had a date with Jeanne.

“Just a minute—” He started to sag 
Honey. 1?hen drew the word bask 
where it belonged. Unsaid.

“Okay, Sailor. I’m sorry. I didn’t 
know you—you had a—a girl friend.”  
Down on the starter. Cynthia's lips 
set. Maybe Jim only imagined it, but 
he thought he saw a bit or irritation 
shining out at him. God, but she was 
pretty. In the right way. Cute too. 
Little. He lfked little girls with a lot 
®f fire showing through. What did she
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say her name was— Cynthia. Perfect 
for her.

“Say, turn off that engine, will you 
— please.” One of his hands holding 
the door open. Jim Carver was talking 
r o w . Not a lonely sailor on a lonely 
boulevard begging a hitch-hike. Cyn
thia snapped off the ignition, as she 
had been commanded to- do. And she 
liked to get orders. That was why she 
had broken off with Lieutenant Louis 
Gregg. He treated her too much like 
his C.G, She couldn’t go for that. “1 * 
am going to take you up on that bid 
for the night. Will you wait just a 
minute?”

“Don’t be long, Sailor. This letter 
has to catch the air-mail pick-up. I 
promised Mother.”

Jim started back to the curb. He 
should have felt like a heel. Somehow' 
he felt anything but that.

“Honey— ”
“Don’t you honey me. What’s the 

big idea. Giving me the brush-off. 
That the trick. You didn’t  know any
body in that car. r heard that dame ask 
you if you wanted a lift ? Okay, why 
don’t you spill the truth. I hate liars. 
And getting me out here in the rain 
and dropping me and— ”

“Pipe down a minute. I do know 
that girl’s mother.”

“Don't make me laugh. And— don’t 
you dare ditch me. See!”  The girl had 
something. Yellow, that's what he 
was. Or was he? She looked smaller 
than ever, Jeanne did. Little and thin 
and wet as a drowning rat. Poor kid. 
Bad as the worst. But he had made 
hef walk through a California down
pour, promising her the warmth of a 
hotel room. And now— Jim straight
ened up. He had been home hungry, 
when he stopped that car. He’d vis
ited his soonxnaie one summer. But

Jim hadn’t felt the want of home then 
so much as tonight. Maybe thinking 
of things he’d seen across the pond 
undfbr enemy attack— his carrier in 
flames, radios buzzing hotter than 
firecrackers, men dying— yeah, men 
dying— and those orders still ringing 
louder than juke-box music in his ears 
— those orders,—Close all bulkheads.—  
Dog down all hatches— Put on flash- 
proof clothing— Maybe thinking back, 
hard made a date with a floozy seem a 
little out of place.

“Say, you don’t even know a thing 
about me. I’m just one sailor or the 
next. I hadn't planned to ditch you. 
But— ” His hand dug for his wallet. 
Out it came. Jeanne watched.

He took out his folding money. 
“Take this. I want you to. Go in to 

Gofoo’s and buy yourself some drinks. 
Then take a cab home— ”

“ Where do you get that stuff? Me 
have to use my own dough. Sailor, I 
•ain’t lost my sex appeal yet. Have I ?” 

Oye of her hands covering his. Her 
lips quivering. Her eyes blinking just 
once because a camn tear got caught 
in her lashes.

“You’re a dam good looking girt but 
— I thought maybe— ”

“Maybe you’ d- give me a handout 
same as you’d give it to some bum. I 
ain’t that old, Sailor— ”

She turned and walked away. Then 
Jim shoved the money back in his 
wallet as he entered the car.

“I’m glad I found you— What’s 
your name?”

“ Jim,” he answered.
“Home James? You bet!”
Jeanne had turned up a dark side 

street. She "was going to hoof it back 
to her furnished room. She didn’t 
have money for carfare. And some
how tonight she— she didn’t want any.



An Indiscreet Woman
By ROSE K U R L A N D

R ESTLESS— alone—lonesome ! 
Feeling isolated and stagnant, 
Babe Yanoring looked at the 

photograph of the elderly man cm the 
Louis XIY carved table. The years of' 
Paris, operas, yachts—then his death 
and now—alone—with & fortune of 
cold, glittering, little round iron discs. 
Yes, iron discs! Money was iron! 
That's all it was!

She walked to the window, looked 
out, unseeingly, walked back again to 
the photograph. Thoughts slid into her 
consciousness Kke sluggish water, 
swamplike in their years of decay. 
The thought of years ago in that smel
ly little flat in the Bronx with Bud— 
a shoe clerk’s moist hands! She must 
get out of here—or thrust the walls 
apart to liberate her. She’d call Grace 
Merwyn. Grace, always smiling, with 
autumnal youthfulness, who somehow 
managed to enjoy life. Grace would 
help her!

“Hello—hello, Grace. I had to call 
you up. I'm juet lost tonight.”

"I have just the thing for you, dear. 
We're all going to the opening of a 
sew night dab—why not join us?” 

“But I have no one to take me.” 
"Well, would you be willing to be a 

little—-a little indiscreet?”
“ Indiscreet? I'm willing to do any

thing. I’ll go any place—with any
one.”

Indiscreet! The word held intrigue, 
adventure—perhaps romance! Quick
ly, she darted into her boudoir. Let’s 
see, what gown? . . . She’d wear the 
black velvet; that made her look in
teresting. Pearls or diamonds? Dia
monds—to reflect the newly found 
sparkle in her black eyes.

The stranger should be here any 
moment. What would he look like? 
What'did Grace mean by indiscreet? 
It sounded so mysteriously alluring.

Well, why wasn't he here? Why waa 
she so nervous— so keyed up? There, 
the doorbell and the maid’s inquiring 
voice— a soft, low, resonant reply, 
strangely familiar. Quickly, she faced 
the mirror, her hands fingering her 
jewels excitedly. Soft footfalls on fee 
Saruk rug. A  most pleasant reflection 
— smart clothes, suave, a little mus
tache, dark, admiring eyes. Those 
eyes— how strange! They were some
how familiar. Strange those eyes—  
where had she seen them before? 
The eyes of—  Good heavens!

"Bud— what— what are you doing 
here?”

A different Bud— a miraculous 
change.

" I  do this for my living. How are 
you, Babe?”

"For your living?”
"You didn’t want me to be a shoe 

clerk all my life, did you ?”
"W hy— why, you’re nothing now 

but a— a—”
"A  what? Well, why don’t you say 

it? And what makes you think you’re 
any better?”

"Better? Why, I have money, po
sition, everything! What have you?” 

He turned on her savagely:
“Still, you seem to need me— my 

kind! Well, you left me for money, s© 
money ought to keep you company 
here tonight!”

She recoiled. “Y es cheap— ” 
"Cheap! Who’s cheaper, you or I?  

I, at least, give them their money’* 
worth. What did you give Mm— feat

»
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i  rich old fool ? That’s what you made 
^ people call him. An with all your mon- 

/ ey— here is your shoe clerk, come to 
^  take you out! In the end, you had to 

send for m e! Is Madame ready?”  
She whirled into her boudoir. She 

stood there in front of her mirror, 
- panting with anger. She’d show him! 

She wouldn’t g o ! She had more self- 
respect than he did. She’d prove it to 

* him. His triumph— no— she wouldn’t 
go! She’d do something else. Lord, 
what else was there to do! Oh, she 
hated him and she hated herself. She 
could see him, buttoning his glove 
now. He was right. She was no good. 
Iron discs — money — that’s all she 
had! Not even stamina to be alone—- 
alone with her thoughts. He had told 
her that years ago. She had called him 
a stupid underdog every Saturday 
night as he gave her his meager shoe- 
clerk's pay. Well, she could be alone.

She’d show him. She’d build up a new 
life for herself. She’d read; she’d take 
up philanthrophy— she'd help people! 
She’d build a life for herself inside of 
herself!

Was that fhe phone? Yes. She had 
better answer it— it seemed so insist
ent.

“ Hello, Eabe. What are you doing 
up there all this time? We’re waiting 
downstairs. And what do you think, 
we’ve got ringside seats— it’s going to 
be some party!”

She hung up the receiver. Her 
shoulders drooped as she picked up her 
wrap. She stood at the door. He bowed 
very low. The wrap was dragging oa 
the floor. He sprang forward and 
picked it up.

“ Allow me, Madame.”  He bowed 
low again. “ Is Madame ready?”

And they went out.

LITTLE BROTHER’S OPINION
B y  Marian Hamilton Wood

Grandpa’s chasing chickens, not the feathered kind;
Grandma’s with her “Cake-Eater,” so she doesn’t mind;
Mother’s dancing nightly, trying to reduce;
Father's playing races and mumbling; “W hat’s the use?"
Sister’s trying mighty hard to sit upon the lid ;
Brother is in college— a cunnin’ “Rah! R ah!”  kid.
The cook has [earned to rhumba, and does it at her work;
The maid thinks she’s an actress, and you should see her smirlfc 
The butler is a poet, because he told me so;
The chauffeur's trying manfully to be my sister’s beau.
The cat has had some kittens-—as common as can be—
And Thomas-cat, her husband, sniffs: “ They don’t belong to mat," 
The dog and I, together, are doing pretty well.
But the balance of the family has surely gone to Hell.



Checkmated
By JUDITH OLDHAM

T H A T  indefinable stillness, 
which heralds the approach of 
death, hung heavily over the 

Stenson bungalow. Within the roomy 
hall, bowls of daffodils and the small, 
bright fire of logs, proclaimed the sea
son early spring. A tall antique clock, 
which had witnessed the joys and sor
rows of many, beat with measured 
solemnity, and, in chiming the hour, 
seemed to ring up the curtain for a 
finale.

A door opened at the end of the hall, 
and two men entered, in consultation. 
Approaching the fireplace, the older 
man laid his hand kindly on the shoul
der of the woman seated there; so 
cold and quiet, she had seemed merged 
into the furniture, like a statue en
graved in dull blue and silver.

Mrs. Stenson,” said the surgeon, 
“ you are a brave woman, and I must 
tell you the truth. Harry cannot pos
sibly live. A sudden effort or exertion 
on his part will prove fatal— in any 
case, his hours are few.”

Except for a sight tremor, which 
seemed to pass over her beautifully 
gowned figure, she did not move, but 
in a singularly clear voice she asked: 

“ Does he want me ? Does he know ?” 
“ I think he realizes it, yes; he has 

sent for his lawyer.”
Like a flash the woman seemed to 

come to life, and instinctively putting 
out her hand as if to ward off some
thing, inquired in a low voice:

“ What lawyer ?’*
“Why, George Barton, of course.”  
With a slithery noise o f high-heeled 

shoes scraping the parquet, Mona 
Stenson fainted.

The man on the bed was breathing 
with difficulty. His features were

drawn and haggard. With an effort 
he beckoned to the nurse.

-“Nurse, hand me— those papers—  
and leather case from the bureau 
drawer— and when— Mr. Barton—  
comes, leave us alone for ten min
utes.”

The nurse, crossing the room to 
obey his request, hesitated at the bed
side.

“ It will exhaust you to talk, Mr. 
Stenson,” she said. “Can’t I tell Mr. 
Barton what you want?”

“What I— have— to say to— George 
Barton is private,”  said the injured 
man, testily. “ I know I’m dying— I al
ways thought that— mare would 
throw me badly— some day— please do 
— as I request— you!”

Through the silent house a bell 
rang sharply. A  few seconds later a 
firm step crossed the threshold. Si
lently the nurse left the room.

“Stenson, old man, I don’t know 
what to say; this is hard lines. You’re 
pretty badly hurt, they tell me— but 
something— ”

“Nothing,” Stenson’s voice cut in 
like a thin, sharp knife. “ Sorry to dis
appoint— you— my friend. You’re a—  
good actor; Mona’s— a clever woman 
— but— I’ve known your— secret for 
— three months!”

He was wheezing badly, and beads 
of perspiration bedewed his forehead. 
Slowly he raised himself, his right 
hand fumbling amongst his pillows.

"Mona—-won’t be— any more—  
faithful— to you— than she has—  
been-— to me. You and I will— go to
gether.”

With a superhuman effort he raised 
his arm— the shot rang through the 
silent house.

n



The Lipstick
By DOROTHY DOW

BECAUSE her mouth was the 
most alluring feature of an alto
gether lovely face, Lola Rowe 

always rouged it, ever so lightly, so 
that its beauty might be the more evi
dent, and because Hugh, her husband, 
delighted in all her little whims, he had 
the lipstick especially made for her—  
a dainty jeweled affair, delicately 
carved and fashioned, quite distinc
tive. There was none other exactly 
like it in the world, the jeweler as
sured him when he purchased it'. And 
Lola exclaimed with joy, when he gave 
it to her.

Hugh Rowe moved a little uneasily 
in his chair, in the big bay window of 
the club. He could hear quite plainly 
what the two next men were talking 
about, and the conversation did not 
please him at all. They were discuss
ing his best friend, Charles Stanton.

“ Quite rotten, the whole affair,”  
said the first.

“ They say she goes there every day, 
very openly. And yet her poor fool of 
a husband hasn't found it out. If he 
ever does, and doesn’t shoot Stanton 
on the spot, then he's a yellow cur, 
and deserves what he’s getting.”

“Yes, yes. Can’t blame Stanton so 
much, though. She’ s a deuced pretty 
woman, you know.”

"Yes—but her husband is Stanton’s 
friend, man?”

Hugh got up, and walked away. 
He felt that he ought to warn Stanton 
of all the talk. And yet it was a nasty 
thing to do, interfering in a man’s 
private affairs. Still, he was Stanton’s 
best friend.

AH the Avenue was agleam with

women in fail clothes—expensive, 
luxurious looking women, all rose and 
cream,"and heavy furs. Birds of Para
dise— moths— joy hunters! Now and 
then some one bowed to Hugh from 
the depths o f  a limousine. Absently, 
he nodded back. He was absorbed in 
what he was about to say to Stanton. 
He didn’t wonder, even once, who the 
woman in the case was. That was' not 
his affair- All that concerned him, 
was to help his friend out of an un
savory mess.

In Stanton’s apartment the valet ad
mitted him. Mr. Stanton was not at 
home, but was expected any minute. 
Very well, Mr. Rowe would wait.

He was quite at home there, and so, 
as he waited, it was not strange that 
he wandered about, instead of sitting 
still. At the door o f the bedroom, he 
smiled a little grimly, for a brilliant 
rose robe lay across one chair, and 
from its folds a tiny slipper peeped. 
Hugh frowned and shrugged— then 
walked back to the big divan before 
the fireplace.

Sitting there, wishing that Stan
ton would come, his hand began un
consciously to play with a small hard 
article that was hidden in the mass o f 
pillows. Half absently, he pulled it out 
and looked at it.

It was a lipstick. Worse than that 
-—it was the lipstick.

“ None other like it, in the world, 
sir,” he heard that jeweler saying.

The lipstick he had bought for 
Lola! There was no doubt about it—  
that queer setting o f the diamonds 
and that odd carving. Lola’s lipstick 
— in Stanton’s apartment! It seemed 
as if he was numb— somehow he could
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not think plainly. Pom a long way off,
he seemed to hear echoes of those mem 
at the club. What were the phrases 
they had used? "H er husband's 
friend" . . . “He doesn’t know it” . . . 
“ A deuced pretty woman” . . ,  “And 
she goes there every day” . . .  and last 
of all they had said he would be, what 
was it, “a yellow cur” if he didn’t MB 
him. A yellow curl Damn those old 
he-gossips. Damn Stanton! Damn 
Lola!

He’d show them— he’d show them. 
Lucky that he knew where Stanton 
kept his gun 1

Stanton let himself into the apart
ment whistling gaily,

“Do you hewr me culling 
When the dew ut fatting— •"

and on to the end of the measure. 
Rowe walked out of the bedroom, gun 
level.

"You dog!” he said— and fired.

Very slowly, Hugh ascended the 
steps to Lola’s bedroom. It seemed a 
long time since he had left Stanton 
lying quite still, and had rushed out 
of the building. He dimly recalled that 
Stanton had moved a little— groaned.

Lola lay ou a eheim  tongue, bine 
draperies making a mist about her. 
Her face was very lovely, as she 
turned it at her husband's step.

“Dear, what is the matter?"
He didn’t answer—-only went up 

elose to her, and extended his hand.
Lola— I found this in Stanton’s 

apartment.”
His voice broke.
She looked at it, with a curious, sad 

little smile. He wondered that she 
did not seem alarmed, or afraid.

“Yes,” she said at last. “ It’s Mol
ly’s lipstick! But of course you sus
pected before this.”

"M sily’s Bpstidt," ha repeated, 
dumbly.

“Why, of coarse, she copied the one 
you gave me, dear. It's got her name 
inside— see! But I'm sorry you found 
i t  I hoped they’d come to their senses, 
before you learned about it. I knew 
how you’d feel if you found out your 
bast friend was the lover of— your 
brother’s w ife! Of course I knew. But 
I wanted to keep it from you.”

She touched him, tenderly.
Molly! So it was Molly! And he had 

thought aH the time it was Lola. He 
hadn’t trusted her. Molly— lovely, sil
ly, Molly, who had eloped with Dick 
Rowe when she was only sixteen. 
Thank heaven— it wasn’t— it wasn't 
— his Lola! With a half sob, he buried 
his head in her lap.

Quite slowly, he realized what he 
had done. He had killed Stanton. 
There would be —  death, for that. A t 
least, no one would ever know why he 
had dene it. They might think it was 
to protect his brother’s honor. Let 
them think what they pleased. A t 
least Lola was stiff Lola —  not the 
thing he had thought her for so short 
a time in Stanton’s apartment. Only 
— he wouldn’t have her long. He was 
going to die— because he’d been a 
fool—

There was a servant in the door
way, with a message.

“From the St. John Hospital, sir, 
Mr. Stanton has been hurt, a flesh 
wound. He discharged his gun acci
dentally, but the bullet was deflected 
by a notebook he had in Ms breast 
pocket. He wants you to come and see 
him.”

“ Oh, poor Stan," cried Lola,
“ He’ll get well." Hugh put his arms 

about her. “ I know ho’l  get w e#! And 
I'm going to him now. I have to tell 
him I was mistaken— about some
thing”



Sailors’ Sweetheart
By H. 0 . STER

IF her intellect could have encom
passed the flight, Connie Cronin 
would have told you that poverty 

fosters the predatory habit. All of her 
eighteen years had been lived in the 

* slums. When a girl sweats all day at 
a factory bench to wrench from drab 
existence her need of food and shei- 

«.ter and covering for her body, she 
snatches what pleasure she can in the 
hours between, and isn’t meticulous 
about it— my word, not Connie's.

At the fag end of a hot June day 
* Connie tottered home to the dark, ill- 

smelling flat in Gold Street. Her 
mother met ha* at the door; her eyes 
were blackened, her head was swathed

in bandages. She bore the convinced 
air of one in whom the inevitability 
of marital infelicity had once more 
been vindicated. Connie cast a casual 
glance at the battered countenance of 
her parent.

“ A g’in, mom ?” she asked. “ Old man 
in jail?”

“Thot he is, th’ dirty bum! An’ fer 
six months. But what’s the good it 
do me? I dunno; fer it’s the aisy toime 
he had there, wid me wurrkin' hard 
an’ him livin’ on the fat o’ th’ land. It 
was afther he’d beat me up th’ day he 
ses, ses he, ‘Sind me to jail, thin. Be- 
gorry the grub I do be gittin’ there is 
befcter’n any ye have in this j ’int; an'
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tig & bit exthry I’H be havin’ loike th’ 
las’ toime whin they made me a thrus- 
ty fer me good behavyour.’ Fer his 
good behavyour, do ye moind?”

As susceptible to fleeting impres
sions as a cinema film, and with as 
much soul, Connie surveyed her moth
er wearily. A  softened look came into 
her eyes.

“It's a darn shame, I ’ll say,” she 
commented. “Never mind, mom, meb« 
be I'll git a raise at the fact’ry some 
time, an’ we kin duck out and leave 
the old man hussel fer hisself. . . . 
Watcha gotta eat?”

It was that night that Connie out
rageously jilted Jimmy Dolan. *A 
month previously, when Jim came 
ashore from the torpedo boat flotilla 
— in Brooklyn Navy Yard for re
pairs— Connie had captured him 
twenty feet outside the yard gate. 
Blond Jimmy fell hard. A t once the 
Adonis and the Hercules of his ship, 
he boasted a broken heart and the 
same average of broken heads at every 
port the flotilla entered on the South 
Atlantic station, but he had never be
fore met anyone just like Connie. In 
the month that followed she had him 
acting like a navy marine on a prac
tice cruise. He was as assiduous as 
that. A t the end of the first week they 
had their pictures taken in a Coney 
Island gallery. The next night Jim 
hung around Connie’s neck a cheap 
heart-shaped locket. In the center of 
a lot of curley-cues it bore the inscrip
tion, “1 love you.” Inside their photo
graphs faced each other affectionate
ly. Jim laid great stress on that lock
et— his picture and hers so close to
gether. It was something tangible. He 
had never gone that far before. It 
stood him back five dollars.

“I want yuh should wear it alia 
time fer me, willy*, Connie?” he

asked.
“ Sure I’ll wear It," she answered. 

“ It’s swell.”
Jim spent an afternoon gazing at 

Wedding-rings in Fulton Street shop 
windows; and speculated on the 
chances of getting a job after the war 
ended. He was a sad sea dog. Then, in 
an evil hour the tramp ship Indus, 
from Straits Settlements ports, 
warped into Pier 52. Rajpoota Singh, 
purser of the Indus, hadn’t the bulk 
of Jim, nor his free and open Amer
ican ways. He was slender and wiry; 
there was a blend of Javanese in his 
Lascar blood, and he had a furtive 
manner and a mean look; but he had, 
also, a melancholy cast of counte
nance, and a soft, ingratiating voice. 
He was something entirely new and 
romantic to Connie; and he had six 
months’ pay in his pockets. A t the 
height of a dance in Diana Hall, while 
all the world of the dock section looked 
on, Connie turned her back on Jim,' 
and walked off on the arm of Rajpoo
ta Singh.

But the romance was short-lived. 
Something happened —  something 
which was reflected in the philosoph
ical observations of Connie Cronin 
when, washing up at quitting time in 
the factory the next afternoon, she 
declared herself on the eternal mas
culine.

“The kinda feller I like,” she said 
vigorously applying a soapy cloth to 
her face, “ is one ’at ain’t always want
in’ yuh to go the limit after he ain’t 
made yer acquaintance but fer on’y a 
couple hours. Youse girls knows what 
I mean.”

Connie elaborated th#point.
“ Fellers is all right when yuh 

knows how to handle ’em; an’ they 
ain’t so many yuh kin afford to be 
hauty-like. What's the dif about Idee-
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in’ an’ pettin’ ? Gee, gi’m a thrill! Bat 
girls has gotta know how to take care 
of theirsel’s when a guy gits too 
fresh.”

As she paused to locate a clean spot 
on the towel, Aggie Reilly interposed.

“Goin’ t’ th’ dance tonight, Con?”
“ I ain’t  made up me mind yet,”  re

plied Connie, sharply compressing her 
lips.

“ I thought mebbe you’d gi’s a 
knock down to yuh'r new feller.”

Connie glared.
“ I seen yuh chucked Jimmy las’ 

ni’ ,”  persisted Aggie.
Then Connie bristled, and flashed 

steely eyes at her shop mate.
"Say, lissen, Ag,”  she said crush- 

ingly, “ it ain’t my practice never to 
discuss public my private relations 
with my boy friends. Yuh jist lay off 
Jimmy Dolan an’ me, git me?”

“ Well, yuh needn’t git spotty,”  Ag
gie retorted. "Gee, we was all a-think- 
in’ mebbe yuh was goin’ to git mar
ried to Jimmy.”

“ Me?”  Connie strode a satirical 
note. “ Me git married? Say, when I 
pull that trick I’ll let you Janes know.”

In this frame of mind she turned 
homeward. She and Jimmy get mar
ried? She had never thought of that 
before; bat after last night? Ha! Ha! 
But gee, she mused, girls like some
thing different, now and then. All of 
which was beside the point, however. 
The thought whieh had burdened her 
mind all afternoon was of the dance 
at Diana Hall .tonight. She had 
chucked Jimmy; and after what had 
happened Rajpoota— the fresh thing 
—was impossible. It was half-past 
five and Connie had no one to escort 
her to the dance.

“ I shou’d worry,”  she said. “ I’ll take 
a chanst.”

She donned her red polka-dot gown, 
sleeveless and cut low at the neck; and

at the other extremity so high that it 
neatly cleared the point where a dim
pled knee peeped out above her leg 
makeup. Before a bit of broken mir
ror she applied lipstick and rouge to 
her piquant Irish-American face, with 
its slightly up-tilted nose, big blue 
eyes and sizable mouth— capable on 
provocation of either billingsgate or 
blarney. Tossing back a wisp of brown 
hair she jammed a red hat over her 
left ear; as an afterthought, she gave 
her suede pumps a few dabs o f ink to 
hide the cracks, Then, kicking her 
shop clothes under the bed, she hung 
a leather bag over her arm and was 
ready.

Twilight was deepening into night 
as she rounded the corner into Sands 
Street, where, between Manhattan 
Bridge Arch and the Navy Yard, is 
reflected all the bizarre glory of an 
international port of call. The Yard 
had already disgorged its quota of 
shore-leave gobs into the cosmopoli
tan aggregation. From the East Riv
er docks a galaxy of deepsea going 
buekos, from all points east and west 
o f Suez, were in eager pursuit of the 
diversions of the quarter. Chinese and 
Lascars, French and Italian hard- 
boils, nattily attired marine®, white- 
jacketed Filipinos from the mem 
rooms of the warships, longshore
men, and the nondescript hordes 
which the scores o f nearby tenements 
nightly empty into the district, breast
ed their way along. Greek, Hungarian 
and Chinese restaurants emitted rau
cous sounds of clattering dishes and 
rancid odors of dubious cuisine.

A jargon of tongues, a pandemoni
um of sounds, swelled above the 
throng—-canned music from juke 
boxes, the notes of a hymn floating 
through the windows of the Navy 
Y.M.C.A., jive from Diana Hall, a 
plaintive love-song which some home-
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sick Spanish lover was picking from 
the strings of a guitar. Men of all col
ors and climes in linked-arms with 
women of all sorts and conditions—  
surged back and forth with the rest
lessness of the sea which had borne 
them in and would shortly claim them 
again. On the fringe of it all, Connie 
Cronin, lurking in the shadow of the 
Bridge Arch. There was mingled un
certainty and resentment in her face. 
What’s the fun at a dance without a 
boy friend? It was bum luck that the 
fresh thing from Callamacutta had 
tried a funny crack. Her eyes blazed. 
Trying stunts with her, and he a mere 
acquaintance! Connie Cronin wasn’t 
1 prude. By the tenets of her own code 
of philosophy, she knew where to 
draw a sharp line, and was able to 
take care of herself. Why can’t a guy 
play the game square, she thought, as 
she stood there, with the strains of 
dance music from Diana Hall ringing 
in her ears. Aggie Reilly swept by on 
the arm of a bo’sun’s mate. Connie bit 
her lip and shrank back. She hoped 
she had not been observed. Sailormen 
ambled by without noticing the trim 
maid back in the shadows. She was 
weighing her bravado against her 
pride— on the point of boldly entering 
the dance hall unattended, and steal
ing Ag Reilly’s boy friend away from 
her when, as she peered wistfully into 
the depths of the quarter, she sighted 
Jimmy Dolan swaggering down Sands 
Street in her direction, and alone.

A while back, a confident smile 
would have lighted up Connie’s face, 
and she would have sallied out to meet 
him. Tonight, Jim’s appearance only 
increased the burden of her woe. She 
had an acute sense of her bad strat
egy in tossing the sailor away for the 
Lascar. She didn’t feel ashamed. She 
felt sore. Jim was bearing straight 
down upon her, but Connie wasn’t the

sort to run away.
“I shou’d worry,” she repeated de

fiantly.
Abreast of her Jim stopped short, 

surprised and hesitant.
"  ’Lo, Jim,” she said nonchalantly.
"  ’Lo, Connie,” haltingly, uncertain.
He gazed down upon her— Connie 

at her conquering best— and his heart 
quickened. But his face clouded as he 
recalled the Raj poo ta incident of the 
night before. She caught the first ar
dent glow of his eyes, and quickly 
seized her advantage. Tilting her nose 
at a fascinating angle, she flashed a 
smiling challenge at him, then 
drooped her lashes and waited.
• "Goin' anywheres tonight, Con

nie?” he asked.
“Nowhere# in perticaler.”
..Then, timidly: "Come to the dance 

with me?”
Would she S But her reply was non

committal enough.
" I f  yuh want me.”
Three minutes later, they were 

whirling across the dance floor, but 
Jim was not at his ease. He had her 
iniiis arms, but a sore spot burned in 
his breast.

"Y u h  threw me down, Connie,” he 
stammered, as they swung around the 
room. She remained silent; but 
pressed her arm against his. " I  didn’ 
think yuh’d do ’at.”

"A s  if yuh cared,” she whispered 
softly, with a renewed pressure of his 
arm.

"Sure I care! What’m I here fer 
Connie ? I ask yuh that. I’m here be
cause I think yuh’re the best skirt 
I ever met. ’A t ’s why I’m here.”

His voice rang with hearty earnest
ness, and Connie darted a look of tri
umph about the hall.

“Yuh cou’dn’t a-liked me much 
when yuh let him take me without a 
scrap,” she murmured, tightening her
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»nm about him,
“ Where's ’at guy now ? ’ he flared. 
"Cats it out, Jim,”  and then, with a 

subtle concession. “ I ain’t carin’ 
where he is. Him? He’s nist to me!”  

“ Honest, Connie! Yuh ain’t gonna 
see him ag’in !”  He felt a sudden con
cern for her. “ It’s hot in here,”  he 
said. “ Le’s git sumpin’ to eat.”

At the Greek’s, while a crowd of 
revellers ate with ravenous clamor, 
he faced her.
1 “ Tel! me about ’at guy."

"Oh, what’s a-use? He’s sailed al
ready.”
• "Oh, sat so ! Mebbe th’s why yuh’re 
with me tonight.”

She protested hurriedly.
"Yuh’n’t no right to say ’at, Jim. 

It's just—” and then, her eyes flash
ing, she leaned over the table and 
fcoM him.

’I t  was awful, Jim! It was fieree. 
My new dress, which it ain’t paid fee 
yet^-in rags; an’ a big bruise on my 
breast, here!”

"The dirty rat!”
"Yeh. An’ my leg scratched—•”
His eyes blazed. He bent close to 

her, his fists clenched.
“ Tell me, Connie, did he— did 

he— ?”
“ Yuh beteher life, he didn’t !”  sbe 

flashed. “ Watcher think I ana? I f  a 
girl’s gonna fall for any guy ’at makes 
a play fer her, I ain’t gonna work in 
a fact’ry fer eighteen per, am I ?”  

“ Well, I didn’ know, Connie. I see 
’em Hindoos in Bombay do magic bet- 
ter’n anythin’ you’vex seen in the the- 
ayter. I thought mebbe—  Wha’ju do, 
Con?”

“ I mus-a kick a hole in his shin, an’ 
I scratch ’is face plenty, an’ wreck a 
tea-pot over ’is conk!”

“ Serve ’im right, the— ”
"Yeh. I give ’im what he n ipt look

in’ fer.”

Jim struggled with Ms impotent 
rage. Then, “ Yuh gotta gimme credit, 
Connie, I ain’t never tried nothin’ 
like 'at with yuh.”

"I  shou’d say not!”
gimme credit, I always treat 

yuh like a lady.”
"An* I alius be’n a lady with yuh, 

Jim, ’ceptin’ that one break.”
“ Didn’ I fall fer yuh first?”  Jim de

manded. “ I alius had what yuh calls 
reepeck fer yuh, Connie, yuh gotta 
gimme credit.”

“ Yeh, I gi’yuh credit, Jim. What I 
alius likes about yuh is yuh don't 
make no wise cracks.”

“ Course I wou’n’ make no wise 
cracks, Connie,”  Jim said hesitating
ly, dropping his hand on hers. “ ’Cause, 
mebbe, they was sumpin else with me.”  

“ Watcha mean, J im ? ’
“Well, sumpin which If a guy feels 

like ’at fer a lady he won’t make no 
fanny cracks at her.”

“ What, J im r
'"D ’ja  ever think ah gettin’ mar

ried, Connie?”
He plumped it out with an ardent 

jerk, and she simpered.
“ Aw, watcha’  toyin' to do, kid me, 

Jim? Gee, who’d marry me?”
“ Well, mebbe somebody. If I didn’ 

hafta be aboard ship tonight.”
“Aw, applesauce!”
"I f  we wasn’t sailin’ tomorrer!” 
"Oh, gee!”
“ No kiddin’, Connie.”
“ Gee,”  she repeated, “ this here ain’t 

no place to talk them kinda things 
where the whole mob kin hear. Le’s 
take a walk, Jim,”

They made their' way to the park 
east of the Navy Yard. It is a grim, 
grassless pleasure spot Its shadows 
la d  indulgently enveloped a thousand 
romances, glad, sad and mad. From 
its hard benches hi the lee of the band 
pavilion men have gone forth to war
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with burning kisses on their lips, 
'rows have been pledged and sealed, 
hopes embarked, and dreams have 
laded as dreadnaught and tramp ship 
crept through the Narrows on the 
way out to sea. Jim and Connie found 
a lecluded bench; and she abandoned 
herself to his powerful arms, revel
ing kx the stifling pain of his em
braces.

“D c yuh love me, Jim?”  she whis
pered.

" I  sure do, Connie.”
“Yuh ain't sore no more?”
“Nothin’ like ’at. Ain’t I tellin’ yuh? 

K  I on’y didn’ hafta be aboard ship 
at twelve.”

" I ’m alius outa luck," she mur
mured gloomily.

“ I'm cornin’ back all right.”
“ How soon, Jim?”
“ Oh, mebbe I git a transfer or sum- 

pin. Yuh’ll waitfer me, Con?”
‘Sure I wait. Gee! Think uh me git- 

tin’ married. Th’ old man ’ud hafta 
go to work.”

His arm was about her neck, which 
he was softly stroking, when his hand 
stiffened. .

“Where's 'at locket?” he cried.
She suddenly remembered.
“It’s gone.”
“Where?”
“He took it.”
“ 'A t guy?”
“Yeh. Las’ night. After T cracks 'im  

m  the head, he jerks it off. Ses he 
wants it fer a soovinaesr.”

A m  ripped out an oath. She felt Ms 
body grow taut. He was opening and 
dosing his fists anct breathing hard.

“What’s ’at guy’s ship f*  he demand
ed.

She told him.
“Yuh ain’t sore on me ag'in, Jim?”  
“Lissen, Con,” he mattered. "This  

is a bum deal. I give yuh 'at locket.
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don* I? It’s got yuh're pitcher in it. 
’A t guy ain’t no right to yuh’re pitch
er. ’A t guy didn’ take 'at locket from  
yah; he took 'at locket from me, see? 
It’s a li’l ole world, an’ I'm gonna git 
’at guy. I on’y want one crack at the 
bum.”

“Kiss me, then, an’ tell me yuh ain't 
sore.”

“ I ain’t sore on yuh, Connie; but 
the guy— ”

And then a prowling city policeman 
intervened.

“ Come on now, sailor,” he said, 
breaking in upoii their rapture, 
“ there’s a priest around the corner 
and Raymond Street jail in the next 
block.”

Even then there might have been a 
Sands Street wedding. But the bells 
of half a dozen ships in the yard 
sounded the quarter hour. Jim had 
fifteen minutes to get aboard. Con
nie accompanied him to the gate.

“ Sure yuh love me?” she asked.
“ Cinch,”  he replied, but with a 

somewhat detached air. His last 
word was: “I ’m gonna git the guy!”

“ Gee,”  said Connie, back home, as 
she folded up the polka-dot dress, and 
put it away in a cardboard box under 
the bed. “ Some scrap if them guys 
meets!”

Mrs. Cronin, asleep at the other side 
of a curtain stretched across the room, 
groaned aloud. Connie drew the cur
tain aside and gazed meditatively at 
the bandaged face of her parent.

“Gee,”  she murmured. “ I wonder 
what it’d be like to git married?"

Jim Dolan sailed at flood tide, nurs
ing a steadily burning passion. Amid 
the glow of the fire which burned 
in his brain the fair features of Con
nie Cronin were framed in the flames 
of his rage against Rajpoota Singh. 
Not alone had Jim’s affections been
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wounded. His pride had been seared. 
He was in love now as never before. 
And here was a man who had trifled 
with the girl Jim loved. She had 
tempted him, of course; but like any 
other man, Jim could forgive the girl; 
but, forgiving, feel an ever deepening 
fury against the offending male. More
over, Rajpoota Singh had made off 
with the bauble which was the symbol 
of Jim’s and Connie’s love, and which 
Jim had paid for with his good money. 
He fumed over the luck which had 
sent him to sea without a chance for 
one poke at the Lascar.

“She’s a good kid,” Jim mumbled, 
plying his oil-can in the engine room 
of the destroyer. And, completing the 
circuit of his thought: “ I’m gonna git 
that guy! I ’m gonna git ’im, some
time !”

The grievance became an obsession 
with hifiT.' By the time the flotilla 
dropped anchor in Subig Bay two 
months later it had assumed impor
tance in his mind above every other 
consideration. It was an offense touch
ing not only his heart’s affection, but 
his personal honor, even the influence 
and prestige of the United States 
Navy. Through the Canal, across the 
Pacific, down to Australia, his domi
nant thought had attuned itself to the 
rhythmic pulsations of the engines. 
As the pistons drove into the cylin
ders, and the shafts, the rods, every 
part of the mechanism responded to 
the call upon them, they sung Jim’s 
hymn of hate: Clack, clackety-clack, 
clack, clack. “ I’m gonna git that guy.”

His resolution wasn’t shaken any 
when, a few nights after the ships 
made port, he met a,n Australian 
maiden at a party at Sydney. And on 
the sublime tropical night when he sat 
beneath the tropical moon, and 
played “Always” for her on a wheezy 
mouth organ, the thought of Connie

and Rajpoota was never absent from 
his mind.

“ I’m gonna git that guy,” Jim would 
mumble at the moon; and if the petite 
Mary mistook the remark for a pledge 
of undying affection, Jim had a good 
alibi. The matter of “getting” Raj
poota was something to be done— a 
sort of “Swat the Jap” or “Remember 
Pearl Harbor”— a stain on Oiler Jim 
Dolan’s ’scutcheon which had to be 
removed.

Then came the summons to Manila. 
Fires were still burning in the city 
which a thousand bombs and shells 
had reduced, when Jim’s ship dashed 
in with relief supplies. Three days lat
er he got the coveted shore leave.

“Gripes!” he exclaimed, as he sur
veyed the Bund. Here on previous 
cruises he had tasted to satiation the 
sweets of oriental adventure. It now 
lay covered with twenty feet of wreck
age along the curving sweep of the 
bay front. Ruin and devastation 
stretched out as far as his vision car
ried. A  swaying of paper lanterns, like 
huge fireflies, half a mile across the 
waste, drew his attention. He pushed 
his way to a clearing, where a big 
tent had been set up, across its front 
a sign, Red Cross. Inside half a doz
en tables stood ready for the service, 
of what food was procurable; behind 
a curtain half a dozen army cots com
pleted the only hotel accommodations 
to be found in Manila.

Jim was depressed by the desolation 
about him. He was pining for human 
associates.

“ Gripes!” he thought. “ It’s a hell of 
a country. I ’m glad Connie don’t live 
in a dump like this.”

His thoughts reverted to Rajpoota, 
and through his single track mind ran 
the old refrain, “ I’m gonna git ’at 
guy!” Sounds of women’s voices drew 
him outside. Across the clearing, in
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the shell o f a burned temple, half a 
dozen girls were sheltered under the 
care of an old native woman. He 
strolled over, and a chatter of girls’ 
voices welcomed the American sailor.

“ Merry Christmas,”  cried Jim, with 
a broad grin, as the group of girls 
bowed low before him. “ Say, lissen, 
kids, stand up I .We on’y done our 
duty.”

Within two minutes, they had him 
squatting, native fashion, an honored 
guest, jabbering at him in the abom
inable pigeon English of Far East 
ports of call. One of the girls nestled 
up to him. She was petite, graceful, 
shy; clad in a torn, mud-splattered ki
mono of contrasting greens, reds and 
yellows. Connie Cronin had played 
house with something like her not 
many years before, when she got a doll 
at the Settlement house at the Christ
mas entertainment.

“ Poor kid!”  he said. “ It’s certainly 
great Connie wasn't here fer the big 
show.”

The spirit o f hospitality seized him.
“Say, lissen,”  he exclaimed. “Le's 

all have a drink. Youse kids wait here. 
Is It all right, mom? I’m gonna see if  
they got any soft stuff over in that 
joint.”

He darted across the clearing, and 
was about to enter the canteen, when 
he stopped short A group o f sailor- 
men had occupied a table close to the 
entrance. As Jim came to a halt—his 
face screwed into a hard knot— he 
gazed down upon the figure o f Rajpoo- 
ta Singh. The passion which had 
smouldered across seven thousand 
miles of water suddenly burst into 
flame. Jim's eyes biased with fury. 
The girls across the way were quick
ly forgotten. He dodged behind a 
group of natives, waiting, watching 
catlike. There were five men in the

group, a Greek, a Filipino, two Eura
sians and Rajpoota. Jim caught frag
mentary talk about their voyage 
through the Straits, up through the 
Inland sea; o f conquests they had 
made on the voyage around. The Las
car bent forward, his eyes glistening.

“ Your women!” he drooled. “ In 
United States I have American girl—  
be-aut-ee-ful! I tak her from Ameri
can sailor.”

That was it! The thing that had 
rankled in the soul of Jim ever since 
that night in the Greek’s. His heart 
pounded, a lump filled his throat.

“Look— see!” Rajpoota maundered 
on. “ She geeve me these picture lock
et that man-of-war feller geeve her. 
Ah, verry fine! I have her fer my
self— ”

Jim seized a bit of broken tent pole 
which lay at his feet and leaped in.

“ You’re a dirty liar!”  he cried,
AH five were on their feet at once. 

Jim missed a Mow which he aimed 
at the jaw of Rajpoota, dodging at 
the same time the fist o f the Greek. 
Th4y closed in on him, but he kept 
them at a distance with vigorous 
swings o f his club until a party of 
English tars from a collier, at another 
table, swung into the fray with a 
“ Cheery 0 , lads!”  Then the fight be
came general, with Jim dodging about 
to keep an eye on Rajpoota who was 
edging toward the exit. One o f the 
flying missiles crashed against the 
swinging lamp. It went down, plung
ing the interior o f the tent in dark
ness, just as the Lascar, wiggling his 
way out of the fighting mass, darted 
through the tent opening. In the last 
flicker o f the lamp, Jim saw the move
ment and leaped after him. The moon 
emerged from behind a oSoud afford
ing sufficient light for fkn  to locate 
the fleeing Indian twenty yards ahead.
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picking his /way over the ruins of the 
Custom House.

As Jim closed in on him, Rajpoota 
turned swiftly and a long knife flashed 
in the moonlight. Jim halted, and as 
the fellow lunged forward, swung his 
club. The blow struck Rajpoota's 
wrist, and the knife dropped from his 
hand. He stooped quickly to recover It, 
but with a flying leap Jim was upon 
him from behind, and dragged him 
back. Then they grappled. Rajpoota 
tried a jiu-jitsu trick, but tripped on 
a bit of wreckage, as he lost his bal
ance, Jim’s hand closed about his 
throat. It now became a death strug
gle between them. Bracing himself 
against a slanting girder, his hands 
clutching his foe’s throat, Jim thrust 
him out of the shadow of the wail un
der which they stood, and a renewed 
flood of moonlight revealed, directly 
behind them at Rajpoota’s feet, and 
wedged between a jagged mass of 
bricks and mortar where it had fall
en from his hand, the long, gleaming 
knife, the blade tip pointing upward.

Held firm in Jim’s grip, Rajpoota 
clutched wildly at the air— gasping, 
grunting, clawing at the face of the 
American, leaving great red streaks 
across his cheeks. While they strug
gled, the dull rumble of an explosion 
jarred the earth; billowylike, fol
lowed by a series of sharp vertical 
jerks. The air was ominous of fresh 
disaster. Off toward the bay a sway
ing section of wreckage fell with a 
crash. Bricks and mortar, loosened 
by the renewed disturbance, clat
tered about them. The grim struggle 
went on amid the almost audible 
creaking and straining of their mus
cles. '

Jim had now forced Rajpoota-to his 
knees, the Lascar, his eyes bulging, re
sisting every fraction of an inch. 
Their faces almost touched. Rajpoota

snarled and sought to sink his teeth 
Into Jim’s face. When the latter 
wrenched the Lascar’s head to one 
side, Rajpoota spat at him. Then sud
denly he slipped, Jim’s knee shot for
ward against the wriggling body. Un
der the impact, Rajpoota went down 
backward, dragging Jim with him. 
The American’s one hundred and 
ninety pounds flattened out his op
ponent with pile-driver force. A thin, 
choking scream escaped from the lips 
o f the Indian. Jim pressed hard. Once 
more Singh made a convulsive effort 
to rise—  Jim steadily pressed him back. 
There followed a thin, hissing sound, 
a shudder and Rajpoota fell back 
limp. He had landed full on the pro
truding knife blade, wedged in the 
ruins, and under the pressing weight 
o f Dolan’s body the point had pierced 
his heart.

Jim held him there— spent, panting, 
the gleam of triumph in his eyes. 
When, after several minutes, Rajpoo
ta didn’t stir, had even ceased to 
breathe, Jim relaxed his grip, eyeing 
the prostrate figure narrowly. Then, 
diving into the pocket of Rajpoota’s 
blouse, Jim drew forth the locket and 
dangled it in the moonlight before the 
staring, sightless eyes.

“ I got ’im !” he muttered. And 
laughed.

He opened the bauble and gazed 
happily at the smiling face of Connie 
Cronin. The treasured picture which 
had cost— this.

“The kid’ll be glad,” whispered Jim. 
“I guess I send her a postal tellin’ her 
I got ’im an’ it.”

Picking his way way over the ruins 
to the landiqg dock, Jim indulged in 
visions of a job in a garage, a flat in 
Gold Street and “ me wife.”

Two months later, Connie Cronin 
sat in the shadows o f Navy Park, 
wrapped in the smothering embraces
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df a stdker from the liberty ship W in- 
nebagOj two toys in from Buenos 
Aires with a cargo of quebracho wood.

“Yuh love me, Danny, doncha?” 
she purred.

But Danny's affirmative protesta
tions were interrupted by the inter
vention o f a prowling city poMoemaa.

“ Come on now, sailor,”  said the po
liceman, “ there's a  priest around the 
corner and Raymond Street jail in the 
mod; block.”

“Gee, 'at reminds me,”  exclaimed 
Connie, as they moved off. “ I got a

swell postal from a hoy frien’ , which 
is in the U. S. N. He meets a fresh 
thing in 'Manila which stole a watch, 
call it, from me with my pitcher in, 
an’ ccgjped it from ’ im. Emagin’ ! 'Way 
off there in 'at dump.”

“Zat sol” growled the stoker bel
ligerently. “Wotta hell's he gotta right 
to yuhr pitcher fer? I ain’t standiri* 
fer ho guys havin’ yuhr pitcher if yuhr 
an’ me is gonna git married when I 
git back from the next v’yage.”

“Aw, gee!”  said Connie, squeezing 
his ’ arm affectionately. “What’ s a 
pitcher? Can’t I git some more took?”

W HAT PRICE LOVE?
My Caft'el Warren

Her dainty carves, her regal air,
Her lips—just fashioned for a Mss—- 

Entranced him. “ You were made for love!” 
He whispered* visioning rapturous bliss.

The dinner came, her -eyes grew warns,
Her tiny teeth like pearly seed 

Made Inroads. Then she murmured low:
‘ 'Gosh, Md 1 This sure is some swell feed !*’

He rallied— led her forth to dance ;
Like summer clouds they seemed to float 

Into a fairyland of dreams,
Borne on a haunting, minor note.

She begged of him a moment’s rest,
Took slipper off, then said: *‘Gh, Bo!

I  cannot dance another step!
This damned old corn of mine hurts s®T’

He lingered when he said goodnight.;
Her eyes Jike purpling skies above 

Played havoc tf ith his bursting heart.
He breamed his passion— sought her love!

queenly grace she silenced h im ;
“That stuff don’ t penetrate my bean.

I f  you’re hipped on winning my young heart, 5 
Say -ft— wiVh a limousine'!"



Saturday Afternoon
By GERTRUDE BROOKE HAMILTON «

BEATRIX LOOMIS

IT was Saturday afternoon in the 
dead of summer, just before the 
last stretch of hot weather. Young 

Joseph Upton pulled down the top of 
his desk with a movement of ve
hement impatience; it was summer
time, and he was in love and unsure 
of the girl he loved, and generally in 
a cussed mood ! He stretched his arms 
and shoulders, looking about him. His 
office was in a downtown street fa
mous for financial transactions of 
fabulous propo dons, typical working 
quarters for a young executive of ini
tiative, keen intelligence, and a mind 
fully versed in finance. On this slack 
afternoon, with his assistant and

stenographer gone for the day, he 
folded his arms on his desk and laid 
his head on them.

His thoughts were of Beatrix—  
Trix Loomis.

She was the daughter of a man 
higher in “the Street” than Upton, 
a financier whose name commanded 
immediate respect. Her mother had 
been a famous Virginia beauty. One 
of her sisters had married an Eng
lish lord; another had lately walked 
to the altar of St. Thomas’s with a 
steel magnate’s son. Trix had been 
out two seasoas. She was different 
from her sisters; more of a daredevil, 
less ordinary in type. She had a way
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with her that provoked men and wom
en— women to gossip, men to love. 
People wondered why she didn't mar
ry, catch up a millionaire between her 
slim thumb and forefinger and laugh 
to see him squirm. Perhaps she was 
waiting for a multi-millionaire!

She had been nice to young Upton, 
very. There had been times in the six 
months he had dined, danced, flirted 
and fussed with her, that he had felt 
singingly sure of her; but most of the 
time he doubted dismally if she eared 
& jot for him.

This afternoon was one o f the 
times when his caring for her made
him miserable.

He lifted his head to look at him
self in a mirror over his stenogra
pher’s desk. He was a clean-cut, pre
sentable chap, well-tailored, firm
skinned; if the lines about his eyes 
were pronounced, the fineness o f the 
eyes was undeniable; i f  the mouth 
was commercial, a dimple in the chin 
relieved it. His face was not a happy 
one. It seemed to him, in the hot, un
easy .moment, that Trixie’s face 
laughed at him from the mirror: dark, 
oblong eyes of changing lights; arro
gant brows; a mouth wilfully red, 
wistfully aloof; hair neither blond 
nor brune, but shimmering off into a 
molten shade; creamy skin; spirited 
nostrils. . . « He frowned, and smiled, 
at'the fancy that the lake o f quick
silver held her face.

Without volition, his hand went out 
for his telephone.

Trtx Loomis happened to be in 
town, having remained in the city to 
keep her father company while the 
rest of the family went to their sum
mer home on Lake Placid; at least, 
this was the reason she had given 
young Upton for staying in the swel
tering city. There had been a certain 
reticence in her filial avowal, a gleam
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of fleet aggression which had «tade 
him instantly wonder why she was 
staying in town this summer.

Her voice was soon on his wire, cul
tured, lilting:

“Oh, *how do you do, Mr. Upton ? 
Isn’t this a hot week-end?”

He sighed, lustily— her voice was so 
deliciously her!

“ How do you do ?” he said, in a way 
that made the stereotyped question 
more like, “ How are you, love?”  His 
words .never mattered very much, 
when talking to Trix. “ Are you weak
ening about remaining in town these 
dog days, Miss Loomis?”

Her laughter was silvery. “ I’m en
joying it.”

“ Who taught you to fib so easily? 
Will you take pity on a toiling man, 
and give me the afternoon?"

“ Why, surely; delighted. But what 
shall we do?”

“ I've a launch at the boat-club; we 
might sail. Or there are some cool 
spots in town and some diversions.”

“ Let’s be diverted, at any cost. 
Come for me in about an hour’s time."

“Thank you!"
“ It is nothing. Good-bye.”  The 

click of the receiver was just a trifle 
hasty.

He sat for a few moments looking 
at the telephone, as if  her voice were 
still drifting out of it-—slight, crystal
line, threaded with its hint o f with
drawal and flick of gay pathos— the 
voice of Beatrix, o f the girl he loved! 
Finally, he rose to cross the office for 
his hat and walking-stick.

Joseph Upton took a subway ex
press to the conservative part # f town 
where he had chambers. A  tubbing 
and shower and a change o f  habili
ments followed. Then he went to Bea
trix Loomis, who lived is a tasteful 
house just off Riverside Drive.

In the Loomis drawing-room, done
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up In tape and linen and summer net
tings, Trix gave him her hand. She 
was diaphonous in filmy attire, floppy 
hat and light open toe footgear. The 
oblong eyes, in lifting, changed from 
hazel to dancing brown.

“Shall we choose the river-ride?” 
ahe queried.

“My choice,” he approved— because 
it was her choice.

They left the linen-shrouded resi
dence, and walked leisurely over to an 
entrance of Riverside Park. Its wide 
green spaces and easy tiers of steps 
going down to the river were won
drous to traverse with the tall, slim 
naiad of one's desire. A rustic foot
bridge led them to the boat-club, 
where awnings were blowing in the 
breeze and where verandahs had 
great wicker chairs and tea-tables.

Upton and Trix Loomis were soon 
launched on the blue river.

The weather sparkled, the breeze 
brimmed with effervescent sugges
tions, the river was dimpled as the 
back of a naughty danseuse.

“Shall you be'in town all summer?” 
he asked, as his craft took the waves.

“ I hope to be,” she replied, from 
her cushioned end of the launch.

He caught her glance, held it. He 
looked at her without speaking, turn
ing the wheel so rapidly that they 
rode between ridges of foam. His mo
tor-boat left in its wake a fleeting 
path of white foam, while beyond it, 
the waters were yet to be cut by a 
sun-burnished prow. On and on flowed 
the uncut river ahead of them. Trix 
took off her hat. Her hair turned gold 
in the sunlight. Particles of water 
moistened her cheeks and mouth. Her 
eyes were amber under their well de
fined brows. Once, when the craft 
danced over a billow, she laughed.

He echoed the laugh, in as young 
cadency.

“What would you do if I lost control 
of the wheel and let the boat go 
free?” he asked with a trace of reck
lessness.

She shrugged, against the breeze 
and the spray.

Joe held the Money Bags.

"Drown, probably,” with her sur
face gaiety.

His hands tightened on the wheel. 
“Shall we race the sun?”

S h e  n o d d e d ,  face quickening 
through increasing foam and wind. 

“Yes; I like any sort of a race!” 
“ So do I,” he said, “when the stakes 

are worth it.”  He watched the dews 
from the ridges of spray drench her. 
Higher and higher they rose, the 
soowy. sa*-topped ridges. His boat 
seemed speed-crazy, it whizzed 
through the waters like an arrow shot
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from & tipsy hand. Showers of water- 
drops rained on both of them.

“So do I,” he repeated, long after
wards, in a way that made the words 
seem “I love you!”

The boat reached the more solitary 
lengths of the river. The shores on 
either side widened. They were far 
enough up the sun-bathed river to 
seem nearly alone.

He slackened speed, and they drift
ed over prismatic wavelets.

They talked of water sports and 
watering places, of social events of 
the past season, politics, fashions and 
shows. The afternoon sailed on. The 
sun made a path of gold on the river. 
They talked of everything but love, 
because he was full of it and he was
n’t sure of her. She was a practised 
flirt, and no matter how nice she was 
to him there was always present in 
her manner a shade of mockery.

On their return to the water-club, 
they had dinner on a verandah. The 
sun dipped lower. The river rippled 
and broke against the pier at the pic
turesque club. Over the teacups, their 
eyes met rather often.

Upton watched her hands with 
sugar tongs and cream-jug.

“Your father should be congratu
lated,” he ventured; “most business 
men go home to empty houses at this 
time of the year.”  He went further: 
“I wonder if you’d treat a husband 
as well— ”
* She parried the issue. “How can I 

tell? I’ve never had a husband.”
He plunged: “Are you averse to 

taking one on?”  •
Her eyes fled to the river. “Are you 

proposing?”
“Yes, if you're accepting. No, if 

you’re not.” He made a vain attempt 
to camouflage his eagerness, to con
vey that his life might not be blasted

if  she refused him— and his face was 
lovelorn as a loon’s !

True was silent, looking out over 
the river, drifting with the moment, 

The pause was broken in upon by a 
chance mention of her name at an ad
joining table, where two women were 
drinking some opaque stuff from tall 
glasses and gossiping indiscreetly. 
Their chatter ran:

“No, I’ve never met Miss Loomis . 
— Trixie Loomis, my dear. But I 
know Tom Runkle quite well.” 

“Tommy is why she doesn't marry.” 
“Is that really so? What a pity!” 
“And she has her people fooled to 

the point where she can remain free 
in town.”

“She and Tom are going about to
gether ?”

“Yes, under the rose. His wife— ” 
The scandal ran on, injudiciously 

audible. . . .
Young Upton kept Ms glance on 

Beatrix, saw the swift shade on her 
face, part pique, part nonchalance; 
felt his happiness of the afternoon 
collapse about his ears. He hadn’t 
happened to have heard her name 
linked with Tom Hankie's; but the 
chance hearing, coining at a psycho
logical moment, seemed to clear up 
the mists of her state of single
blessedness.

Tom Runkle . . . high in the street 
as her father . . . with a wife a bit 
oldish! . . .  In his quick surmisings, 
he was cynical over the credulity 
which had led him to even half-con- 
jqre up a daughter devoted enough 
to endure the town heat for her fath
er; a modem maid simple enough to 
have no under-strings to her bow; a 
little daredevil whose coqueteries 
were entirely innocent.

The look she brought back from 
the river seemed to feel everything 
in his mind, for she did not pursue
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the subject of marriage or dally with 
amorous converse. She began to talk, 
quite too brilliantly, of nothings.

He took the eue, bitterly. Tom Run- 
kle! What a mess!

They soon left the elub verandah 
and stroked up through the dark, 
•cross the drive, to her home.

"Thank you for the afternoon,” he 
•aid, heed bared, eyes tragic in spite 
« f himself.

Her answer was disconcerting, low
voiced :

"Why didn’t you let me drow* ? Go 
free? in the sun-race.”

His hands went out to ha*, feM back. 
He gave her a look that dealt with 
but one fact—his love foe her; and 
•nether look, hot as the weather, that 
dealt with Tom Runkle and herself.

She paled, opened her mouth to 
•peak, turned away with a cool good- 
by.

His farewell was terse, pent-up, 
contemptuous. He left her, feeling 
that he would not see her again, and 
that her ability to carry off the situa
tion, her refinement, gloss, poise, 
made her none the less common. For 
Tom Runkle was coarse-grained.

It was incredible!
Young Upton walked back to the 

Drive.'
He halted at the stone waM above 

the river and used his stick to dis
lodge some pebbles; likening them to 
hardened little humans poked about 
by the devil’s walking-stick; wonder
ing if in all the long, hot town there 
might be anyone who wasn’t sizzling 
to the tune of the devil’s stick, anyone 
immune to inordinate and sinful affec
tions, anyone impervious to the other 
sex, anyone fibrous enough to believe 
in virtue and hang to it. It was funny, 
he cogitated, how often the bars were 
let down and people came to under
stand other people, of a Saturday af

ternoon in summer. Every other day 
in the week had its guard up. . . . He 
savagely dislodged more pebbles. . . < 
Well, Trix bad been shown up by • 
couple of incautious voices. Good 
luck to' her little under-the-rose affair 
with Tom Runkle!

But this good sportsmanship left 
hkn with a sense of loneliness, a need 
for companionship, for some sort of 
solace. He was tired, suddenly, of this 
very select part of town where the 
women were good to look at and not so 
good to know. He thought of the east 
side of the city and a girl there, whom 
he had known for a number of years 
—Madge Guff, daughter of "one- 
.eyed Sam” who ran a mission over on 
Avenue A. Upton had first come upom 
Sam’s East River Mission when re
porting on a local paper, and at vary
ing points in the career which had 
soon carried him up from newspaper- 
dom he’d remembered Madge and 
crossed town to see her. Madge 
thought a good deal ofThira. In one of 
those odd criss-crosses, he was, it 
might be, the reason why little Madge 
duff didn’t marry any. of the boys 
who hung around Sam’s mission. Hie 
humor freshened, thinking of Madge, 
who drew her sustenance from the ex
istence of God and was boisterously, 
youthfully virtuous.

Loveless thoughts revolving around 
Madge, the young executive turned 
from the graveled promenade and 
went east through the heat-haze that 
was closing over the city.

He struck away from the blocks of 
boarded-up houses and clean sweeps 
of concrete, to a section where the 
pavements swarmed with partially- 
dad human tadpoles, where women 
leaned from decadent windows for 
air, and doorways had coatless youths 
with the inevitable cigarette sagging 
from lip.



168 S A T U R D A Y  A F T E R N O O N

Sam's East River Mission was i® 
a. building dilapidated as any. The 
first floor was given over to a sewer- 
pipe company; the second floor had 
cheap dental parlors. Upton took the 
stairs to the mission under the. roof; a 
couple of rooms, the. larger with a 
piano and a battered ice-cooler, whose 
spigot dripped into a tin basin with a 
handy soap-box attached.

Upton went tc the cooler for a drink 
of water.

“A n y b o dy home ?” he called 
through the mission rooms.

“Praise the mount!” a girl's voice 
answered, and Madge Cluff came to 
him from the rear room.

She was just the sort of-young 
woman to shout glory at the derelicts 
of the East River section; long-armed, 
wide-shouldered, flat-bosomed, fresh
skinned, blue-eyed, with flaxen hair 
parted at one side and twisted into a 
knot the size of a butter-plate, and a 
mouth curved for loud prayer. She was 
not more than twenty, and full of ani
mal spirits.

As she came, Upton chastised her 
with a splatter of ice-water.

“How are the transgressors com
ing along?” he laughed.

“You should know,” replied the 
Cluff girl, cupping her large hand un
der the spigot and flinging a return 
salutation in his face. She was quick 
to wipe the water from his cheeks 
with a corner of her red-checked 
apron.

“Where have you been, stranger?” 
she asked, sighing. “Pap was saying 
the other day that the winds of temp
tation must have got you, making you 
forget us.”

“No; I’ve just been working hard, 
Madge,” said Upton, putting his stick 
and hat on the piano.

She stood his stick in a corner and 
hung his hat on it. “The boys don’t

like swell things lying around," in ex
planation.

Eyeing him with blue eyes frankly 
worshipful:

“Have you had your dinner? I’m 
cooking' tripe and string beans to
day; there’ll be iced coffee, too. Pap’s 
out, scavenging.”

“Then we’ll have the tripe to our
selves, eh?” said Upton, thinking of 
Trixie’s changeable eyes. He followed 
Madge to the living-room-kitchen be
hind the mission hall.

The room was hot, but the kind of 
heat atoned for by its very ferocity, 
crudely torrid. Joseph Upton, aggres
sive young executive whom financiers 
were beginning to notice, sat at a 
cloth-covered table, white friend 
Madge added a plate and some flat 
pewter to the table service.

Meeting his eyes, Madge said, with 
a gust of affection:

“How’s the boy?”
“Tired,” he said.
“Sad and desponding?" she laughed, 

testing the beans bubbling on the gas 
stove by putting one in her mouth.

Upton watched her white teeth de
molish the bean:

“Ever get tired yourself, Madge?”
She put two water tumblers on the 

table: “Yes. I'm tired this afternoon, 
boy.”

“Why?”
She waved a water tumbler 

vaguely: “Oh, the heat, I reckon; or 
maybe it’s the end of the week—-Sun
day still to come, yon know.”

He was quizzical:
“ You work hard saving souls of a 

Sunday?”
She laughed, shaking her head.
Then she turned form the stove, 

with a dish in each hand, red-cheeked, 
flaxen hair curling in the heat.

“This tripe will melt in your 
mouth,” she predicted, placing the
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dishes without order cm the table and 
going to an icebox for a pitcher of cold 
black coffee and a glass plate of but
ter substitute.

XJpton served two portions of tripe 
and string beans.

"I t ’s good,” he said of the honey
comb meat.

While eating, Madge made no con
versation. Once or twice she pushed 
the bread plate to him or asked for 
the tripe dish. River air and the 
breath of the streets stirred the limp 
curtains at the windows of the little 
room that would soon need a light. The 
drip from the water-cooler in the mis
sion hall was audible.

Madge pushed back her plate and 
put her elbows on the table. Her eyes 
were on the window.

“By and by, some gale will blow you 
off for good,” she said to him. “You’ll 
quit dropping in here.”

“There are always plenty of sin
ners about,” he comforted, stretch
ing out his well-shaped hand across 
the table.

Madge impulsively put her cheek 
on his hand. Her words were:

“I wish you were just ordinary, like 
us!”

“I’m not extraordinary, Madge.”
Her reply rose from the hour, her 

youth, the fact that she saw him so 
seldom and then across a social gulf, 
and a fancy for him— which he, per
haps, was more cognizant of than 
she:

“I’d like to guide and hold you, 
boy,” full-voiced.

Because Trix hadn’t evinced any 
desire t£> either hold or guide him, the 
murmured impulse touched him, 
moved him to put out his other hand 
and finger the hemp knot of Madge’s 
hair.

“You’d love me, girl?” curiously.
“Yes,” admitted the little mission

ary of the East Side. She was quies
cent for the second, cheek burning.

Then she straightened, and began 
to jumble the dishes together, 
ashamed,of her spasm of feelings. She 
arose and lighted a gas jet. The cut
lery and plates clattered into a pan 
and were soused with hot water. She 
spoke, to cover her embarrassment, 
of Pap and ths boys; told of one bum 
who’d “made a hole in the river”  the 
week before, and another who’d gone 
to glory straight. . . . The steam 
from the pan of water arose in her 
face, curling her lashes and hair; she 
was tumultuously goodlooking, hands 
plying dishcloth and towel with 
youth’s grace, eyes now avoiding, now 
seeking his.

A t length',* she said, of her im- 
promtu love-confession.

“Forget it, boy.”
Upton laughed. “ Forget it, your- 

selg, Madge,”  easily.
“I’d better,”  she said, bluntly yet 

cheerily, as she went into the other 
room and looked into the water-cooler 
to see if it needed more ice. Replac
ing the top of the cooler, her uneven 
touch clattered it to the floor.

Upton went to pick up the cooler 
top for her. Fitting battered tin edge 
to tin edge, his eyes met hers. Invol
untarily, each bent forward. A sigh, 
a laugh; they had kissed, over the 
top of the frosty water-can.

His loneliness, the rankling gap 
which Trixie’s frailty had left, tempt
ed him to prolong a foolish moment. 
But he was, in the main, a decent 
chap, hardly given to after-dinner 
spooning with a young thing embold
ened by her Pap’s absence and a 
tweak of nature.

He took Madge’s thin arms from 
about his neck, folded her hands to
gether in the half-dark hall through 
whose windows were pouring the
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sounds of a summer dusk on th« east 
side.

She held to his hands: “You're the 
only boy I know who - hasn’t been a 
bum or a ‘testifier.’ I wouldn’t let 
any of them kiss me, not for a erown 
m heaven!”

“Which shows you worthy of a 
crown in heaven, Madge,” soberly.

She stammered. ‘T ve  sung m  
much of heaven, this is my first tast# 
of it!”

“More praise to you, Madge.”
Tendrils of hair fell away from her 

face, and suddenly she buried her flax
en head on his shoulder.

But young Upton’s mood was q u ix 
otic this afternoon. He was lonely, yet 
prone to survey rather than share 
the havoc which mortal flesh seemed 
heir to. His eye was caught by an 
open singing-book on the piano rest, 
the number of the song, and the first 
measure.

**I will sing you & song of that beautiful 
land,

The far-away home o f the sou l,. . .*

He looked down at Madge Cluff, 
who, with her God to shout to, seemed 
just like the rest, ready to be dis
lodged at the slack end of the week! 
Tomorrow she might petition not to 
be led into temptation; tonight, moved 
from her orbit by summertime and 
chance.

Ironically, as if he were better than 
himself, he lifted her head by reading 
aloud to her, from the singing-book:

"That home o f the soul in my visions and 
dreams,

Its bright jasper walls I can see. . . .”

He laughed down at her, teasing 
her back to her normal (and virtuous), 
self.

Madge, patting a hand on the piano, 
managed to laugh, too. She reached

out her free hand to take his hat and 
stick from the corner.

"Good-by, boy,”  she said unsteadi
ly. “Next time you come, come Sun
day.”,

He accepted his traps from her:
“I'll remember, Madge. Good-by.’*

A  rapid step carried him to the door 
and out of the rooms. In going, he 
paused long enough to put a generous 
donation in the fund-box outside . 
Sam’s East River Mission.

Young Upton left the section of 
town given over to unbridled summer 
and a Saturday holiday.

His humor was grim, as he walked 
along with no definite aim. His 
thoughts were idly cynical. West or 
east, it was the same old foolery, con
scious or unconscious, the same res
tive insurrection and folly. Beatrix 
Loomis had disappointed him. Madge 
Cluff hadn’t moved him to any feel
ing of gratitude for a passing reflec
tion of spirituality. He'd looked for 
possible love and found chicanery, for 
refreshment and found monotony!

Upton hailed a taxicab, giving the 
driver the address of a fashionable 
hotel.

He was going (and he didn’t care 
who knew it) to call on the cleverest, 
most stimulating and most danger
ous woman he knew, Viola Ray.

Viola lived in town all the year 
’round. She had a mentality which had 
evinced itself rather electrically at 
Wall Street. She was neither young 
nor old. She drew men about her as a 
magnet draws iron filings. When ev
erything else palled, when the world 
went stale and the one woman funked, 
there was nothing like a few moments 
near Viola. He thought of her face, 
as the needle of the cab-meter swung 
around, gray eyes under a swirl of 
moose-colored hair, a nose too long and
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pointed for* perfection, a mouth too 
wide for anything but charm, clear, vi
brant akin, and eddies of lights.and 
shadows holding beauty and ugliness.

His cab stopped before her hotel, one 
of those modern odes to luxury which 
abound in the vicinity of Park Avenue.

Within, he sent up his name to Vi
ola, and was told he might wait for 
her in the lounge. He sauntered 
through an electrically cooled place, 
taking a seat on a duplex divan and 
watching the flow of life through the 
lounge, where the wall-candles be
tween windows of leaded glass shed a 
blinkless glow on the old and young, 
the giddy and grave, furtive and bold, 
rouged and pallid—

He came to his feet as Viola Ray 
entered the lounge.

A woman of unusual grace, quietly 
gowned, she appeared oblivious to 
anyone outside her radius; and she 
might have been walking alone in 
some effulgent lane, as she ap
proached her caller.

"My dear Upton!" she exclaimed, 
in  a voice magnetic, yet metallic.

Shaking hands with her, he was 
conscious of the vitality in her fin
gers. He felt his youth, his percep
tions that however acute had yet to be 
made gilt-edged by time, as he sur
veyed her.

“I’ve come to chat with you; I hope 
you can spare me a half-hour,” he 
said.

“Any other day I couldn’t have 
spared you a moment,” she replied, 
suggesting a busy week, as she seated 
herself in a current of artificially 
cooled air.

He took the place apportioned him 
on the other side of the divan’s 
carve, so that they sat face to face 
in upholstery of satin and on cushions 
which curved to the human form and

afforded a fleet Impression of sympa
thetic springs.

‘Tip out of sorts,” he told her, 
without guise.

Viola took stock of him: “I can’t 
credit that.” *

His color rose. He laughed.
“At the end of my thirty minutes, 

I’ll be soaring,” he predicted.
Her smile condoned the youthful 

implication while it curbed his 
tongue.

“Have you had a dull week, down
town ?”

"Fairly steady,” he answered buoy
antly. “My grouch isn’t a money 
grouch, for a wonder. It—it hits a dif
ferent spot.”

Her brow's contracted, concentrat
ing a good deal of expression in her 
eyes and leaving the rest of her face 
blank.

He confided, boyishly:
"Since closing time I’ve had my 

last illusion smashed by one young 
woman, and I barely escaped smash
ing the illusions of another.”

Her interest in his peccadilloes was 
short:

"And before closing time, Upton, 
my dear ?”

“There were big doings,” he an
swered briskly.

“And you’re out of sorts this Sat
urday afternoon?”  Her laugh was 
speculative.

"I shouldn’t be,” he admitted, rally
ing. He looked the length of the hotel 
lounge, his attractive face intent as 
his thoughts switched to his office 
and “the Street.”

She spoke, rather slowly: “It seems 
to me, Upton, that the prevailing pes
simism in financial quarters isn’t jus
tified.” She launched into a few radi
antly energetic questions concerning 
current quotations.

He turned to her, caught out of aagp-
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thing less vital tha* the manipulation
and government of money. An active 
conversation opened between them. 
High money, falling exchapges and 
inflated levels were discussed. He 
talked with no surplus words yet with 
a driving force which carried him 
along. She, too, conserved her utter
ances while conveying an intense en
thusiasm for the subject. Their half- 
hour was soon ticked off. An hour 
passed.

£ 4 full tilt in his and the city’s af
fairs, Joseph Upton remembered that 
Viola had the markets at her finger’s 
end and she numbered among her ac
quaintances names big in the city's 
business. He was tipping her off rath
er more than he should!

“I’ve overstayed my time,” he said, 
catching himself up in the tide of 
commercial discussion. “Why didn’t 
you cut me short?”

Viola arose. “I was enjoying you,”
He grimaced: “Naturally.”
She gave him her hand.
“Thank you. for a delightful gab

ble,” she smiled, vivid in her con
served maturity.

"\fiola Ray walked through the 
lounge with him, the cynosure of 
many eyes as she bade him adieu at 
one of the exits of the hostelry which 
housed her charming, graceless head 
of moose-colored hair —  w h i c h  
thatched one of the cleverest brains 
in Manhattan.

Young Upton left the vicinity of her 
hotel with a rapid gait.

The elixir of Viola’s presence bore 
him along the blocks between her 
domicile and his. He had the unpleas
ant feeling of having talked too much, 
the knowledge that she would put to 
use every word he had uttered. In dis
comfiture, he wished he’d kept away 
from her. He had first met Viola Ray 
&t a public banquet where the diners

were financiers of both sexes, He 
should have known better than to 
prattle money to her! He walked, us
ing his stick irately, through the 
smart middle section of the town 
where'the lights shone yellow in the 
heat.

Disgruntled, vexed and overfa
tigued, he reached his own dwelling- 
place and let himself into his apart
ment.

His commodious rooms had a strong 
breeze through them. His man had 
laid out his slippers and a snack of 
something cold to eat. The modified 
light of the reading-lamp was the 
the only illumination. The whole 
place seemed a haven, at t h e  
end of the afternoon. Upton dropped 
into his favorite chair, reaching for 
pipe and tobacco jar. His skin felt 
water-burned and prickly. His tongue 
was dry from talking. He’d drunk 
tea with Beatrix— and coffee with 
Madge— and gone on a word-jag with 
Viola Ray. Avoiding the thought of 
Beatrix that, after a while, would be 
uppermost and beating off all other 
thoughts, he generalized her sex, in a 
soliloquy hardly gallant.

Women (so ran his thoughts), se
rene, deceptive, selfish; disarming, 
simple, damning; clever, avid, cruel! 
Women seemed to hold in their ten
der palms, in the curve of their el
bows and breasts, in their eyes, in 
their hair, in the fragrance of their 
breath and the softness of their 
bodies, an eternal promise of balm and 
abundance. But the aroma they ex
haled was no more beneficent than the 
scent of any flower doomed to early 
decay. His reflections were: when a 
man has life strong in him and his 
nerves are level— why, let him have 
women to jig with; but, when he is 
tired of money-making and the rest, 
when he wants solace, and a bit of
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God, and real stimulus, let him spend 
his half-holiday alone.

Joseph Upton, young executive, 
smoked his pipe in solitude.

A  ring of his doorbell was followed 
by the tread of his man servant 
through the hall. Then a light step 
sounded in his essentially masculine 
quarters.

Upton rose from his chair to see 
Beatrix Loomis on the threshold of 
his smoking-room.

Hot tobacco tumbled from the bowl 
of his pipe as it slipped through his 
fingers and showered in red sparks to 
the floor.

Trix stood looking at him, across 
the wide, windy room. Her hair blew 
up as it had done on the river. But 
her eyes were almost black now, shad
owed, very large. She was the first to 
speak:

“May I come in for a moment?"
“Of course!” He stepped forward, 

his astonishment at her presence only 
half concealed.

She entered the room with her fleet, 
contained step.

“May I sit down?” half laughing.
He wheeled a wide chair to her, 

hardly knowing what he did. She was 
cloaked but hatless; his reading light 
made her hair seem more brown than 
gold, yet shot with all sorts of glints. 
Below her hair, her face was pale, a 
bit luminous.

Trix took a chair, motioning him 
to another.

“Pray, don’t look as though I were 
Mother Hubbard and you were the 
only bone in my cupboard! I haven’t 
come to eat you.”

He flushed, laughed jerkily:
“I beg your pardon! I didn’t mean 

to look like an edible." He leaned 
against the back of his chair, wait
ing for her next words; thinking of

Tom Runkle and wondering if this 
was the way she dropped in on Tom, 
whenever she pleased and where!

Beatrix took her time about speak
ing. She sat looking at him, long, slim 
hands &n the arms of the chair, near
gold head inclined to rest for the sec
ond against the high carved back, 
mouth drooping from habitual gaiety 
to unwonted sweetness. At length, she 
said:

“Confess that you’ve been thinking 
scandalous things about me for the 
last three hours.”

He shook his head: “ I don’t waste 
my brain matter on scandal.”

She lifted her hands, and let them 
fall again:

“Let’s be serious for about five 
minutes."

“Well ?” He was conscious of a 
consuming seriousness, which took 
form of a fear that she was going to 
confess all about Tom to him and he 
was going to suffer; yet he made no 
effort to check whatever she might 
say, because if she talked he would 
hear her voice in his rooms and have 
something to remember till his love 
for her died its hard death.

Trixie’s first attempt at being seri
ous was a laugh.

“I’m going to scandalize you, in 
spite of the conservation of your 
brain!” she declared. “ I’ve come to see 
you, because I love you . . . ” She made 
the statement with delicate daring.

He whitened. “Have your fun, if 
you wish it.”

“Is love fun?” she was suddenly 
mischievous, yet with pain somewhere 
in her eyes. “I haven’t found it s o -  
waiting for you to speak, doubting if, 
you cared a flip of your thumb, be
lieving you mad about me, then be
ginning to doubt all over again. Is 
that fun?”

He fairly shot a retort at her:
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“Ask Tom Runkle. He may be bet
ter versed in such matters.”

She shook her head:
“No. I’ve come to answer more 

than ask; I’ve come to answer what 
you said this afternoon. It’s ‘yes.’ ” 
She looked at him with eyes unruly as 
the waves the motor-boat had 
ploughed in the radiant sunlight.

He folded his arms on the back of 
his chair, leaning on them. His look 
was haggard.

“What about Runkle? Is it true 
that you have been seen about town 
with him ?”

She nodded. “It’s true.”
He was stern. “You admit it? 

Then, what can there be between us ?!’
“Love,” she answered readily, 

“and marriage.”
"W ith Runkle somewhat in the 

background? Too modern. Thanks.” 
His face belied the curbed words.

She stood up, holding his glance: 
“If you love me I wouldn’t be ‘too any
thing’ for you. You’d want me so you 
wouldn’t care how many Toms you 
had to contend with.”

“If that’s your idea of a perfect 
bride, it isn’t mine.” He kept his arms 
on the chair.

“I'm not perfect; that’s why I want 
you to love me, thinking me faulty, 
I’m full of faults; but I love you. I 
always have, ever since my first dance 
with you.” She came to him, holding 
out her hands: “Don’t you want me, 
despite the gossip?” She actually 
touched his breast with her exquisite 
fingers.

Upton took the girl he loved in his 
arms, caught in one big embrace all 
her slimness and culture and deviltry 
and foibles.

“I want you any way, Trix! I love 
you— love you— love you!”

“This,” she said, with a ring of 
faint laughter, “ is what I came to find

out. No man really loves a woman un
less he loves her in spite of some
thing.”

“I love you!”
“Spite of the afternoon’s talk ?”

“f  e s !”
“And that it may be true?”
He winced. “Yes! I’d love you if 

you were the devil’s own daughter!” 
She sighed, content. “I’m only my 

father’s daughter,” so, the sweetness „ 
was flooding her voice and face, “I'll 
tell you now wh> I came to your apart
ment, why I couldn’t let the week-end 
go by without— ” Tone warning, “I’m 
going to tell you about Tom Runkle 
and myself.”

“ Don’t ! I do not care to hear it !” 
“I do not care to tell it, so we’re 

quits.” She laughed, with a breath of 
relief.

He took her by the shoulders, in
clined to shake her.

“Did you honor me with a visit just 
to back out of any explanation that 
my caring for you might merit?” He 
was suffering already.

“Your caring for me?” softly.
“You know how I care!”
She nodded, eyes pure gold for the 

moment.
“ I believe you do.” Slowly: “I’ve 

been seen several times with Tom 
Runkle this summer, because of my 
father. And, please, consider this con
fidential. Father, you know, has been 
one of the keenest men in the money 
game. What you don’t know is that 
within the last few months his mind 
has snapped. He looks well as ever he 
did; none of his friends know that 
his nerves have gone back on him so 
badly that he cries easily as a child, 
gets confused, loses his tongue, can’t 
remember. He and Tom Runkle had 
some deals on this summer which de
manded father’s best. I happened in 
at one of their conferences. Father
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snapped; Runkle, aware of it— I’m 
not up in the matters of ‘the Street.* 
So, because I didn’t want father to 
lose, I sought the advice of someone 
who was more sagacious than I—a 
woman in town named Viola Ray. 
Such a woman! She knew just where 
to hit Tom Runkle under the belt, 
should he take advantage of dad’s 
neurasthenia, and she knew just how 
I could best Tom Runkle—by flirting 
soma requisite facts out of him. So 
I dined with him once, danced with 
him once, motored with him once. 
That was the extent of my affair “un
der the rose.” Owing to Miss Ray, 
some fervent prayers on my part, and 
some pretty lively flirting, I saved 
dad’s neck in the deals,” Laughter 
threading the dulcet voice.

“The idea of your believing two 
tattlers chatting in an idle hour! Tell 
me you're ashamed; and tell me, once 
again, you’d love me if I had cause to 
be ashamed.”

She lifted a face brimming with 
volatile truth, weighed by the inev
itable yearning which a rich man's 
daughter feels when confronted by 
her love problem.

Upton proceeded to completely 
satisfy any doubts she might have of 
him, not telling her how he’d doubt
ed her in the good old-fashioned way 
of young love the world over.

He could have knelt and kissed the 
hem of her very modern skirt. 

Finally, Trix said:
“I came in my ear; come back with 

me and tell father. If he cries, dear, 
don’t notice. He's been tired for so 
.many years on Saturday afternoon!” 

She put her hand through his arm, 
leading him while she leaned on him, 
light as thistledown, lovely as a per
fect Sabbath dawn.

Young Upton went with her, chast
ened, full of a sudden liking for faulty, 
defamed humanity.

BUNGALOW  BLISS
B y Lucia T ren t

Give me a bungalow 
Big enough for two

With wide windows looking 
On a lovely view.

Give me a fireside 
And a dancing flame,

A low voice speaking 
Only my name;

Two hearts playing 
At an old, old game.

Give me a bungalow 
Big enough for two;

Give me a man’s heart 
That always beats true.

[Yes, g ive  me a bungalow 
With no rent due!



Caesar’s Wife
By CLARA MANDERSCHIED

“ ' O f  HAT a beautiftil shawl! See, 
l fW  on that girl at the next ta- 
*  "  ble!” Mrs, Donald Marshall 

indicated the direction by a slight nod, 
accompanied by another long, wistful 
gaze at the gorgeous wrap.

“Yes, isn’t it nifty?” replied Mrs, 
Churchill, with merely a passing 
glance at the shawl as she resumed 
her conversation with Dr. Marshall. 
She and her husband had at last per
suaded the reserved doctor and hie 
wife to come into town with them 
for the evening, and she was highly 
elated over the fact that Mrs. Marshall 
had already .proffered the long-sought 
invitation to attend the next meet
ing of her exclusive bridge club.

Under cover of the Churchills’ in
gratiating, “ Indeed, Dr. Marshall?” 
and “How very interesting, Doctor!” 
Mrs. Marshall’s eyes continued to 
dwell on the shawl-— dreaming, dream
ing. The daringly exotic red and yel
low flowers on their black background 
helped her create an atmosphere for 
which she longed, but could never ac
tually experience as the wife of Glen- 
dow’s faultless physician:— a gay 
house-party in the country; a porch 
dimly lit by paper lanterns; a seclud
ed corner; a sleek blonde head bent 
over her hand.

“Don’t you agree with me, Mrs. 
Marshall?” Mr. Churchill turned to
ward her. She gave a start. How far 
away her dream had carried her.

When they were finally alone in the 
taxi, after leaving the Churchills at 
their door, she said to her husband: 

“ Don, I’d love to have a Spanish 
shawl.”

“A Spanish shawl? But, my dear, 
there’s nothing dignified about them, 
they always remind me of a cabaret 
dancer. That gray brocade is much

handsomer. Think of your position!”
She might have known it would be 

useless. . . . Her thoughts took anoth
er turn. She wondered what their 
daughter, away at Vassar, was doing. 
Burning the midnight oil probably. 
Did Virginia ever think of her mother 

.after she had finished her dutiful week
ly letter home? She was so like her 
father—a scholar, serious and able. 
But her mother could not suppress a 
smile as she thought of her own girl
hood ; the undisputed belle of her set, 
vivacious and frivolous, with all the 
men at her feet until the doctor, ten 
.years her senior, returning home 
from the University, had won her af
ter a brief but masterful courtship.

The next morning, after reading 
the paper all through breakfast, Dr, 
Marshall kissed his wife absent-mind
edly and said:

“Well, good-bye, Midge; I may not 
be in till late. Will, probably, be out 
on the links sometime during the af
ternoon. If there are any emergency 
calls, telephone the club-house.”

“Dear Don,” she mused as the door 
shut after him; “he’s a man’s man 
and it’s only natural he should want 
to spend what time he can snatch 
from his trying cases playing golf or 
cards, but the days are so long with 
only the radio for company. If I could 
drive the car I believe I’d run out to 
Aunt Emma’s for a day or so. The 
new puppies she wrote about must be 
cunning now. I could walk under the 
blossom-covered appletrees and go 
down to the brook for watercress.”

Her thoughts ran on: Perhaps Vin
cent might drop in ; Vincent, the son 
of their good neighbors, now gradu
ated a year but still unable to find a 
niche for himself.

After scanning the ads in the morn

116



C A E S A R ’ S W IF E
ing paper, she went upstairs to their 
bedroom and began straightening up 
the dresser. She caught a glimpse o£ 
her face in the mirror— so like a girl’s 
despite her years; the wonderful mass 
of coquettishly curly hair, unbobbed 
because of the doctor’s prejudice;-the 
hint of mischief in her eyes; her lithe 
form. All these be'spoke a keen appre
ciation of the lighter joys of life; 
dancing, flirting, possibly the playing

with fire.
As she turned from the mirror to 

the window, where she could see Vin
cent’s mother cutting her first roses, 
the doorbell rang and she hastened 
down to answer it.

“Good morning, Vincent; how are 
you today?”

“Very well, thank you, Mrs. Mar
shall. Is the doctor in?”

He always went through this for-
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tertainment. Fun and Humor. A special assortment of 12 books all different for $1.00. 
Print name and address, send cash or stamps to:

TREASURE NOVELTY CO.
72—5th Ave., Dept. 412. N. Y. II, N. Y.

BEWITCH OTHERS
Make them love you. W ield pow erfu l love con 
trol. Secure clever w om an ’s personal methods 
(confidential). Get special charm. Revealing 
book, introducing you  to new pow er, only 10c 
(sea led ).

Garden Studios, Dept. 3008, Box 423, 
Madison Square Station, New York 10, N. Y.

W IF E
mality, but both she and he knew, al
though nothing had been said, that 
the time had long since passed when 
he came to see the doctor.

"No, he’s gone; so sorry.”
“Oh„never mind; just stopped in to 

return this book. How well you’re 
looking this morning!”

"Thanks, Vince.” She knew him 
for an impractical dreamer, but his 
unqualified admiration was most gra
tifying. She at once became animated.

“We went into town with the 
Churchills last night, to dinner and 
the theater. A t dinner I saw such a 
perfectly ravishing Spanish shawl on 
a girl at the next table. I’d adore hav
ing one. Do you know, Vince, I can 
just see myself on a moonlit night in 
an open roadster with some gay Loth
ario at the wheel, wrapped in that en
chanting shawl, bound for the beach 
and— ”

"Don’t, please, Mrs. Marshall,” in
terrupted Vincent, as! he put his hand 
on her shoulder.

“A t last!” she thought, although 
she moved discreetly away.

"Come down to the shore with me 
tonight,” he continued excitedly. " I ’ll 
make all the arrangements and you 
can meet me at the Maple Avenue Sta
tion. No one would know; it’s much 
too early in the season for any of the 
bunch to be about. Oh, Mrs. Marshall, 
my life is hell— hell, I tell you! Father 
and I just had another scene. He 
doesn’t understand; he simply thinks 
I’m lazy. If I didn’t have you to talk 
to I’d go crazy,” and he sank into the 
nearest chair.

Now that the anticipated moment 
had arrived, she was somewhat fright
ened, and endeavored to relieve the 
tension by striking a lighter vein.

“But I couldn’t, Vince; I haven’t  
any shawl, you know,” she replied 
laughingly, as she moved toward the 
window. “Better run along home and 
water the lawn for your mother. I

When answering advertisements please mention Breezy Stories



119CAESAR’S WIFE
can see her doing1 it from here.”

He made no reply, and she contin
ued to stand at the window, with her 
back to him. Presently, she heard him 
get up, go to the door and close it slow
ly behind him. A minute later she 
caught a glimpse of him crossing the 
little path their two families had worn 
as a short cut between the houses.

Well, that was finished. She 
breathed a sigh of relief. Just a boy’s 
foolish fancy that she had dispelled 
by her levity. She congratulated her
self on her clever handling of the situ
ation with that facetious remark 
about the shawl. Undoubtedly, his 
vanity would be wounded and she 
would miss his little attentions and 
the suggestion of intrigue his pres
ence always brought, but it was bet
ter so. She was Dr. Marshall’s wife, 
with her husband’s exalted position to 
consider, and Vincent was only an idle 
boy, consumed by the dissatisfaction 
of inaction. Still, how she would have 
enjoyed going with him! He had been 
so much in earnest and his eyes had 
followed her every move for months. 
Such an attractive personality, and 
the best father and mother in the 
world; but, for all that, how little he 
appeared to be getting out of life. Per
haps, it was his fault; perhaps not. 
After spoiling him for years, his 
father was now thoroughly disgust
ed with him. Since leaving college he 
had made several attempts to get 
started in his chosen profession, but 
invariably he found some trifling 
reason for dropping out; either he 
wasn’t appreciated or his associates 
proved to be the wrong kind.

But, much as she sympathized with 
him, it was scarcely her problem . . . 
What! Was that the clock striking 
ten? She must get on with the work, 
and she quickly crossed the front hall 
on her way to the kitchen. She was 
an excellent housekeeper—-so particu
lar, in fact, she never could find a maid

Uncensored, actual photographs oi  the 
nation’s most enchanting women, taken 
m breathtaking life poses. These shots 
are by far the most daring and sen
sational ever presented to the public. 
These life photos are posed exclusively 
by Bhapely burlesque queens, in addi
tion to many other luscious feminine 
beauties. From experience, we know 
that these thrilling photos are just 
the ones you have been looking for. 

Send $1.00 (no C.O.D„ no stamps) fear a 
set of these exciting* photographs* now. 
With each order we will enclose our 
BONUS COUPON with full details for 

our FREE SET.

D R EAM  PHOTOS,
Dent. B.S. 2

BOX 521 GENERAL POST OFFICE
BROOKLYN I, NEW YORK

Learn the Truth 
ABOUT ALCO H O LISM !

Why dunk your glamour in alcohol —  be only 
half alive —  lose love, health, success and hap
piness? After years o f drunken misery 1 found 
out how to break the whiskey spell. If you 
want u> know how, you'll find the answers 
«n my nationally famous book, "HELPS for. 
DRINKERS." Order your copy 
today! Send $4.50, or on delivery /  A 
you pay postman $4.69.

W A LTER  LAM B T O N '
P. o. Box 861. Dept.* BSri2 'Hollywood, CoKf.

S i l k  S t o c k i n g  PH O TO S
GREENWICH VILLAGE 

GIRLS AT HOME
6 for $i .00. Satisfaction or money back.

VARIETIES, 1472 Bway, N.Y., Dept. B-12

n n Y0U WANT MARRIAGE?
I III yes a  h u s b a n d  o r  w i f e

Join W orld ’ s Largest Club for Un
dreamed of Returns.

A pen ny postcard brings yo u  happiness 
B la ir  C lu b , 4 5 2 0 -H  Sh erid an , C h ica g o  4 0 , III.

SONGWRITERS
Melodies supplied without charge by recognized HoMy- 
wood composers. Lead sheets and records furnished.

CINEMA SONG COMPANY
Box 670—Beverly Hills. Calif. Dept. 8R
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D© joq want to knew the TRUTH about 
Nov York's Night Life? Would you like 
to be an insider*? Know all the rope*? 
Then read

B A C K S TA G E
New York Behind the

Scenes
Lee Mortimer, Editor

rQNL\

U na book ri
II

OUM» t o  AJT.C

rips fee mask off what goes on be
hind the "white lights” of Broadway. Give* 
you uncensored peeks backstage —  tells jm  
the real story of night club life —  the truth 
about chorus girls —  dance-hall sirens—
cabaret gold-diggers; where to see them__
how to meet then— how to treat them__a
wealth of unpublished

INSIDE INFORMATION
Sensational exposes of petty rackets, 

hare the secrets of sucker-traps —  hot spots
Lays

fallows how to avoid the pitfalls of the j>ig vmy«— 
s»u® tells how to get "the most for your money/

NEW Y O R K  Behind the Scene^
Gives you priceless information about the 
pleasures and fun in Manhattan; THE 
places to go and the real McCoy in things 
to see; toe things that only “ insiders”  and 
newspaper men know —  and don’t tell!
Get your copy NOW*

On Sale at Your 
Local Newsstands

PAL ACE SALES CO., Dept.B-3 
480 Lexington Avenue 
New York 17, N. Y,

1 am enclosing 2 5 4  (coin or M A X ) .  Please rush 
me, prepaid, a copy o f NEW YOBK BEHIND THE
SCENES,

Narnt>..._ ............. .... .. ______ ______________________

BRAND NEW 
EDITION!
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CAESAR'S WIFE 121
to suit her, and, then, the household 
duties kept her mind occupied to some 
extent.

While she was eating her solitary 
luncheon she tried; to make some 
plans for the evening. The time 
dragged so! She would call up Mrs. 
James and suggest, if the doctor got 
home in time, that they might drop in 
for a game of bridge, but on second 
thought she abandoned the idea; Mrs. 
James was such a poor player. Also, 
she knew that if she did succeed1 
in getting Don off, the men would 
shortly turn from the game to the 
more interesting topic of golf, while 
Mrs. James prepared some of the most 
atrociously bad coffee it had ever been 
her misfortune to drink. No, it was 
scarcely worth the martyred expres
sion Don would wear all evening.

Here her thoughts were interrupted 
by the door-bell. In answer to her 
response, a boy from Craig’s thrust a 
large box toward her, saying as he did 
so, “Mrs. Marshall ?”

“Yes,” she answered, eying the 
package dubiously. She had ordered 
nothing from Craig’s. However, she 
took it into her room and opened it.

Could it be possible? Yes, it was—  
a Spanish shawl, lying there in all its 
sensuous beauty of heavily em
broidered flowers and long, thick 
fringe. Had Don relented and ordered 
it for her? No; that solution was out 
of the question. Suddenly, her fasci
nated gaze caught sight of a small 
white card among the folds. As she 
picked it up she looked first for a sig
nature. There was none. It simply 
read:

Why Do satisfied with uninteresting poses by "have been" OOfiWl. 
Get pur genuine photos posed by professional artists models and 
show girls, in unusual and tantalizing poses. These breath -taking 
photos arq of finest quality glossy prints.
Send $1.00 to-day and receive set of 24 luscious pocket 
size photos postpaid. You will be thrilled by their beauty. 
Thoso photos of Feminine Loveliness have never been shown to the 
public before.

KTDCrfr y *with your order — largo 
r u i i "  * ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE

IRVING KLAW
212 East W 6 t . Dept. BS. New York 9. N. Y,

M ew  D if f e r e n t
3  A C T f O N

IlfrtlfCF WTO*
I I I  v v f i  W fc 6 blends mm

Jivine ecstatic Odors to help 
you calm and clear your mind o f 
confusion and worry. To help yon 
meditate on H appiness. S u c
cess, Lev*, Luck. To help find 
your hidden sources o f  Power and 
Courage, Try this new, different, 
unusual 8-Color Kind o f Incense 
Burning. A  total o f  six combined 
Mystic-Like Jan-O-Sun blends in 
ailforonly60c(8 jarstl.OO) C.O.D, 
pluspostage. Send fora  new thrill 
and nope for greater happiness.
Standard 0 and B SuppliCo. 
1 9 2 4  I r v i n g  P a r k  R e a d  
D eptjB -321, C h ic a g o  1 3 , IIL

“ Will be at the Maple Avenue Sta
tion 8:30 tonight"

Vince! He had1 taken her at her 
word! How quickly her heart beat!

She lifted the shawl out carefully 
and wrapped it lovingly about her. Of 
course, she must send it back at once,

W H Y  BE L O N E L Y
Let one o f America’s foremost Clubs arrange a romantic 
correspondence for you. Through this discreet confidential 
service you will meet refined men and women in all walk* 
o f life. Of all ages, and religious faiths. Nationwide mem
bership. Send stamp and age. Sealed particulars Free,

LILLIE SMITH
P, O. Box 2732 Kansas City 13, Mo.
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W orld's Greatest C ollection  of
Strange and Secret Photographs
^ O W  you can travel round the world with the 
1 ’ I most daring adventurers. You can see with 
your own eyes, the weirdest peoples on earth. You 
witness the strangest customs of the red, white, 
brown, black and yellow races. You attend'their 
etartling rites, their mysterious practices. They are 
all assembled for you in these five great volumes of 
THE SECRET MUSEUM OF MANKIND.

600 LARGE PAGES
Here Is the World’s Greatest Collection of Strange 

and Secret Photographs. Here are Exotic Photos from 
Europe, Primitive Photos from Africa, Torture Photos 
from Asia, Female Photos from Oceania and Amer
ica, and hundreds of others. There are almost 600 
IjAHGE PAGES of Strange St Secret Photographs, 
each page 57 square inches in size!

1000 REVEALING PHOTOS
You see actual courtship practiced in every quar

ter of the world. You see magic and mystery in 
queer lands where the foot of a white man has 
rarely trod. You see Oriental modes of marriage and

female slavery in China, Japan, India, 
etc. Through the intimacy of the camera yo« 
witness the exotic habits of every continent 

and the strangest customs of life and love in 
America, Europe, etc. You are bewildered by 
these large pages of ONE TTfOUSAND 
PHOTOGRAPHS including 130 full-page photos, 
and thrilled by the hundreds of short stories 
that describe them,

5 GREAT VOLUMES 1
The SECRET MUSEUM OF MANKIND con

sists o f five picture-packed volume* (solidly 
bound together for convenient reading). Dip 
into any one of these volumes, and as you turn 

its pages, you find it difficult to tear yourself away. Here, 
in story and unusual photo, is the WORLD’S GREATEST 
COLLECTION OF STRANGE AND SECRET PHOTO
GRAPHS, containing everything from Female Beauty 
Round the World to the most Mysterious Cults and Cus
toms. These hundreds and hundreds of large pages will 
give you days and nights of thrilling instruction.

Contents of 8-Volume Set
Volume 1—The Secret Album of Africa 
Volume 2— The Secret Album of Europe 
Volume 3— The Secret Album of Asia 
Volume 4— The Secret Album of America 
Volume 5—The Secret Album of Oceania

SpecimenjPhotos
Various Secret Societies— Civili*ed Love vs. Savage- 
Exotic Rites and Cults— Strange Crimes, Criminal*— 
Omens, Totems & Taboos— Mysterious Custom*— 
Dress &  Undress Round the World.

1,000 Strange and Secret Photos

SEND NO MONEY
Simply sign & mail the coupon. Remember, 

each of the 5 volumes Is 9*A inches high, and 
opened over a foot wide. Remember also that 
this 5 Volume Set formerly gold for $10. And^ 
it is bound in expensive "life time”  cloth. Don't put this off. Fill out the coupon, drop 
it in the noxt mail and receive this huge 
work at once.

METRO PUBLICATIONS
363 Broadway, Dept. 7412, New York 13, N. Y.

Send me "The Secret Museum of Mankind” (5 great volumes bound together). I will pay poetman $1.98, plus postage on arrival. If in 5 
days I am not delighted, 1 will return the book and you will refund my $1.98.
Name ..............................................................

City State

■n Canadiai□ if want to save postage
f^ ^ n u S 0" ”* *1"98 **"'■ so™® —

Canadian and  F o re ig n  ord ers  $2.90 in advance.
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with a not© explaining that there had 
been some mistake. After a guilty 
glance in the mirror, she took it off, 
folded it, and put it back in the box.

Later, as she was preparing dinner, 
the phone rang:

“Hello, is that you Midge ? . . . Any 
calls ? . . . All right; don’t expect me 
till late. Good-bye.”

Exactly as she had expected— that 
little Mrs. Graves! Why Don took 
such cases she couldn’t understand. 
She knew he was considered hard and 
unsympathetic by some; yet, here he 
was, more than busy with a practice 
comprising the wealthiest people in 
Glendow, spending long, tedious hours 
in that poor little cottage. Why do 
such people marry anyway? Merely a 
common boy and girl, both of whom 
worked in a nearby factory until she 
was forced to give up.

It seemed to Mrs. Marshall that her 
whole life was spent in waiting for the 
doctor. And when he arrived— what 
then? He would probably either read 
all evening, or go out for a game of 
cards with the men. She rarely inter
fered with his plans, and he was the 
last person in the world to consider 
her neglected. What! His wife neg
lected? Didn’t she enjoy a coveted po
sition in Glendow society as the wife 
of its most famous physician, a man 
who never looked at another woman ? 
Wasn’t she the mother of a brilliant 
daughter, the bearer of a proud old 
name, envied the county over? She 
knew so well his line of reasoning.

I f  his ideas regarding women were 
not so old-fashioned she might inter
est herself in politics, go in for writ
ing, or something of the sort; but he 
was the type of man who believes a 
woman’s personality should be ab
sorbed in that of her husband.

Well, she wouldn’t eat dinner alone, 
she decided, as she returned to the 
kitchen and turned the gas out under 
her cooking. This done, she mounted

Are you lonely?
Thousands of my, men and womet 
members everywhere are finding true 
happiness through introductions by 
mail. A penny post card brings FREE* 
Sealed particulars. Write NOW!

NANCY JORDAN
*S.P.O. Box 376-P New York* N. Y, _

L O N E L Y ?
Let Nationally Known Organiza
tion supply desirable friends or 
select helpmate for you. Stamp 
and Age.

REV. J. L. JO N ES
Kansas City, Bffe*

7TLLUSTRATED BOOKLETS
Sell our ILLUSTRATED COMIC BOOKLETS and other 
NOVELTIES. Each booklet size 4*4 x 2%. Ten different 
sample booklets sent for 50c or 25 assorted for $1.00, 
Shipped prepaid. Wholesale .novelty price list sent with 
order only. No orders sent C.G.D. Send Cash, Stampa- 
Print name and address.

REPSAC SALES CO.
Dept. 5612 _______1 West 13 St*, New York 11* N» V ,

L O V E  D R O PS
An enchanting perfume o f irreeie- 
tible charm, clinging for hours like 
lovers loath to part. Just a tiny 
drop is enough. Full size bottle 
98c prepaid or $1.32 C. O. D. 
Directions free. One bottle FREE 
if two are ordered.

REXBELL, B »  134. Dept 174
Huntington Station New Tort

BELIEVE IN LUCK?-
Carry a pair of GENUINE 
BRAHMA RED LIVE HIGHLY 
M A G N E T I C  LODESTONES! 
Legend reputes. Occult Oriental 
ancients superstitiousiy carried 
two Live Lodestones as MOST 
POWERFUL M A G N E T I C  
“LUCKY”  CHARMS, one to “ at

tract”  Good Luck in Money, Games, Love, Business, Work* 
etc., the other to “prevent”  Bad Luck, Losses, Evil, Trou
ble, Harm, etc. Believe in Luck? Carry a Pair of these 
curious Genuine Brahma Red Live Lodestones ! We make 
no supernatural claims. $1.97 Postpaid for the two, with' 
all information. $1.97 and 18c extra if C.O.D. Satisfaction 
GUARANTEED or Money Returned. Order yours NOW l 

ASTROL CO.. Dept. P-15, Main P. O.
Box 72, BROOKLYN, N. Y.

NOTICE! Beware of imitations! We absolutely GUARAN
TEE these Genuine Brahma Lodestones. are ALIVE t Wa 
believe they are just what you want, the REAL THING— 
POWERFUL DRAWING, EXTRA HIGHLY MAGNETIC t 
Fully Guaranteed—Order TODAY! Copyright 1937—A. Oo.

P 8 S S *
Let us help you find real happiness. Join oar old reliable 
club. 42 years o f  dependable, confidential service. Corre
spondents most everywhere. Many with means, seeking coo* 
genial mates. Proven results. Photos, descriptionsfree.
STANDARD C LU B , BOX 207-B, DRAYS LA K E , W U

PIN-UP G!RLS\
T H E  K I N D  Y O U  L I K E *
15 differenl G lam orous 
Beauties (pocket sizel for $!. j 
Send a $1 bill and we'll ship 
a set of PIN-UPS prepaid-1
BUICO,Dept, ip o -8
8ox382,G.P.O.NewYdrk l.NewYortt
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FOR GOOD FELLOWS ONLY?

C  A R ' . T O O N S
YOU'LL* BE W R IO T "AT 

YOUR NEXT STAG PARTY
Jgt** ■*- 4 * ***** *
—“With this rarie collection o f  sophisticated 
wit— 4 complete books, each different—  
400 PAGES OF RED H O T LAFFS, CAR. 
TOONS, SITUATIONS, GIRL PHOTOS, 
NITE CLUB STUFF, ART POSES, etc. 
All for, the One Prlte!

J  O  K E Q  ' V *  ' 
O X «4 V ,

It’s the year’s snappiest, exciting selec- 
tionu^BlDon’t wait! Supply ^definitely 
limited, i f  Send only $1— nothing*else to 
pay— for this art humor bonanz&PtWe pay 
postage,^ DON'T DELAY!

$1*00 BUYS ALL 4 BOOKS

P H O T O S
Order Yours Now!!
Money Back If Not Satisfied

LARCH BOOK CO.. Dept. 155-D 
42 West 18th St., New York 11, N. Y.

I enclose $1.00, please send me at once 
the 4 fun riot, gay boohs.
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ADDRESS .... ...................
CITY ............................. STATE.
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Wearflj'* to Her roots. ‘As she entered 
the door she caught sight of the box 
Containing the shawl. She would take 
it out once more. Why not put on her 
new black lace evening gown and her 
slippers with the steel buckles? Her 
clothes were always conventionally 
elegant, but even her worst enemy 
could not say they were too young for 
her years. The doctor saw to that, If 
the dress were only shorter, like the 
audacious girls she saw on the street! 
In an instant she had it off, slip and 
all, sewed a tuck in it, and again 
pulled it over her head. Next she 
draped the shawl gracefully around 
her and, standing sidewise, tried to 
strike the pose as Carmen. Then she 
thought of her tortoise-shell comb. 
Hurriedly .opening a drawer, she ex
tracted it from its box, unwrapped the 
tissue paper covering and placed it in 
her thick hair, while her eyes became 
brighter and brighter. She could al
most hear the castanets! Now for 
some rouge! Of course, she never used 
it, but in. a daring moment had bought 
a box just to try the effect, and had' 
kept it carefully hidden in a drawer 
with some expensively useless Christ
mas presents. How deliciously wicked 
she felt, as bright splashes of color 
appeared on either cheek! She could 
almost picture a cigarette between her 
lips!

“The only thing lacking is a man
tilla for my hair,” she thought, as she 
began nervously opening and shutting 
drawers, searching fora long-discard
ed black scarf. Presently she straight
ened up, closed all the drawers and 
switched off the lights. Why this des
perate hurry? Was she losing her 
mind ?

Deliberately crossing the room, she 
sat down by the window, striving for 
composure. The street lights were on 
and she could see indications of the 
evening’s festivities. A  dapper young 
man in a low car, accompanied by a

OF THE WORLD'S

Jlo v zL la it CfltLs
IN INFORMAL * SENSATIONAL ’

OARING POSES
Kvmy photo displays a. languorous beauty . . .  in a striking 
pose. They're informal . . . national . . . daring! Perfect for
A rt students. O rder S et I today*

lO  d ifferen t se ts , 1 2  assorted , e n tic in g  poses  in

O nly $ 1 .00  a Set o f  12
E r o e p  A  «** «V mH_ctAndin«r, a liw rioe
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al o ffe r .}
Get yours now!

set available

ALPHA PHOTO SERVICE
1233 6th Arc, (Dept. ZV-I) New York. (9. H. Y.

ILLUSTRATED
Comic Booklets

“ C A R T O O N S "
12 New Illustrated Comic 
Pocket Size. Each contains 
12 pages of cartoons.

“POCKET CARDS"
40 COMIC 

POCKET CARDS 
ALL DIFFERENT

“LOVE LETTERS”
SIX COMIC LOVE 

LETTERS,
DON’T MISS 'EM.

"DIPLOMAS"
Each one a Scream from 
start to finish. Also 3 new 
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Postpaid $1.00 
State Age. No orders sent 

to minors.

THE FUN SHOP
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Philadelphia, Pa. Dept B
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the case of John Smith, average 
American:

For over three years now, he’s been 
buying War Bonds. Putting away a good 
chunk of his earnings, regularly.

He's accumulating money.
Now suppose ev er yb o d y  in the Payroll 

Plan does what John Smith is doing. 
Suppose you multiply John Smith by 
26 million.

What do you get?
Why—you get a whole country that’s 

just like John Smith! A solid, strong, 
healthy, prosperous A merica where every

body can work and earn and live in peace 
and comfort when this war is done.

For a country c a n 't  h elp  being,’"as a 
whole, just what its peopleware individu
ally!

If enough John Smiths are sound— 
their country’s g o t to be!

The kind o f future that America will 
have—that you and your family will 
have—is in your hands.

Right now, you have a grip on a w o n 
d erfu l future. Don’t let loose of it for a
second.

H ang o n to  y o u r  W a r B onds I

B u y  A L L  T H E  B O H O S  C A N . . .  

Keep A L L  THE B O N O S  Y O U  B U Y

PHIL PAINTED PUBLICATIONS

This is an official U. S. Treasury advertisement—■prepared under auspices o f Treasury Department
and War Advertising Coimcil
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girl ia S close-fitting felt fiat, swung 
quickly ’round the corner, out of the 
quiet street in which she lived, on to 
the broad avenue that would take 
them into town, or, if they turned in 
the other direction, out to the coun
try club. What a lovely drive on a 
night like this! The maples along the 
avenue had taken on the tender green 
of spring . . . Tender, yes; that was 
what she wanted— a little tender
ness . .  . Where was Vince? What was 
he doing ? The clock downstairs struck 
the quarter-hour. Eight-fifteen! Could 
it be possible? She must decide at 
once; there was still time if she hur
ried. She must call a taxi.

“Central? . . . Er, give— give me 
Main 6400. . . .” “Yes, that’s right; 
Main 6400.” Then, after only a sec
ond’s wait, impatiently: “Central, I 
don't get Main 6400. Central— ” 

Listen! Was that someone coming 
up the stairs? Quickly, she hung up 
the receiver.

“Why, Don, how you startled me! 
I thought you wouldn’t be in till late.” 

“Midge, what are you doing in that 
outlandish get-up?”

“Oh, this? I— I— was just rehears
ing for that fancy dress ball our D. A. 
R. Chapter is going to give.”

“But surely you were not thinking 
of going like that? Where did you get 
the shawl ?”

“I— I— borrowed it from little Miss 
Wheeler across the way.”

“Well, is it a boy or a girl, Don?” 
she questioned, anxious to change the 
subject.

“A girl,” came her husband’s short 
answer. ,
‘ “ And the mother?” she continued.

“The poor little mother is no more," 
breathed the self-contained doctor, as 
he buried his face in his strong hands.

At the Maple Avenue Station a fair
haired boy sat in his Pierce-Arrow 
and waited.

HOW TO RAISE 
A DOG

by JAMES R. KINNEY
Chief Veterinarian, Ellin Prince 

Speyer Hospital, New York

and ANN HONEYCUTT
H T J T O W  TO  RAISE A DOG”  i* a

•  A  book that will tell you every
thing about bringing up a dog. One 
you can be proud of. It tells you the 
best way to choose a dog; what to feed 
your dog; bow to train a puppy; bow 
to handle a dog in the street; proper 
treatment for worms, distemper, and 
other common ailments, etc. The au
thor is an authority on the care of 
dogs. This book is entertaining as well 
as instructive. It is illustrated with 
amusing pictures by James Thurber. 
“ H O W  TO RAISE A  DOG”  costs 
$2.00 and is available at all book and 
department stores.

SIMON and SCHUSTER
Publishers

ROCKEFELLER CENTER
12J0 SIXTH AVENUE • NEW YORK *  £0
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SELF TAUGHT 
LANGUAGES
LEARN T O  SPEAK A £ A A  
FOREIGN LANGUAGE for V W V
Plan your postwar campaign now! Be ready when the opportu
nity arises. Now you can easily and quickly learn a foreign 
language right at home. This system is founded on the most — simple and practical principles of foreign pronunciation. 

Order your books now and 
quickly iearn.
JU S T 10 M IN U TES  A  DAY
So simple and easy to learn a 
language, this new method, that you can do it while riding 
to work in the morning, waiting for dinner to cook at night. 
Just 1(1 minutes a day and you’ll master the most difficult 
tongue. These books are all our latest revised editions and up to the minute with English 
and foreign pronunciations.

SPECIAL OFFER
YOUR e n .  
CHOICE 9 U C  '*•
3 BOOKS $1 
ALL 5 BOOKS 

$1.65
Save yourself 85c by or
dering all 5 books. This 
method of home teaching 
Is so simple that you will 
easily master all 5 lan
guages without any trouble.

Examination for 7 days. If at the end of that time you are 
not satisfied/ return books to us; we will refund your money.

PICKW ICK CO., D ept, mtz
73 West 44th Street, New York 18, N. Y.

Please send me the Self-Taught Language Boohs T harechecked below. It is understood that if at the end of 7 days 
I am not satisfied 1 will return the books and my money will be
refunded. D FRENCH □  POLISH□  SPANISH □  ITALIAN□  GERJIAN

Enclosed is □  Money Order. □  Check to cover cost of 
fcei.ks at 50c ea., 3 for $1.00, 5 for $1.65.

NAME

ADDRESS

CITY & ZONE ............................................  STATE ................_ □  Send C-O.JO., I will pay postman $........... plus postageB and C.O.D. charges.
K Canadian orders 20% additional—Cash with order.

Here lovers are given 
th e  opportunity to 
learn many proven 
successful w a y s  to 
find and hold a mate. 
Confidential informa
tion is imparted to you. 
Technique is discussed. 
You quickly learn how 
to win and how to avoid 
heartbreaking m i s -  
takes. These necessities 
of a happy life can be 
yours for so little. 
Don’t trust to luck . . . 
help your destiny by 
p la c i ng  your  o rder  
today.

T h e greatest lov 
e rs  from  R om eo 
and Ju liet up  to  
t h i s  gen eration  
agree  that is  an 
art. C orrect k is s 
in g  e x p r e s s e s  
h on est exp ression  
o  t  apprecia tion . 
M aster t h i s  art 
and e n j o y  life . 
“ T h e A rt o f  K iss
in g ”  exp la in s  and 
d i s c u s s e s  2 3  
kinds o f  k isses . 
O nly

B etw een cov ers  o f  
th is  grea t book  
you  w il l  find d is 
cu ssion s w h i c h  
a r e  exp la ined  
s cien tifica lly  b y  
t h o s e  w h o  are 
exp erien ced . You 
are taught h ow  
t o  w o o . w in  and 
h old . L ov e  and 
m arriage p r o b 
lem s are an sw er
ed  in  ea sy -to -u n - 
d e r s t a n d  lan
guage. I t  Is n ot 
a n o v e l bu t tru ly  
a  l o v e  gu ide.
Only

u o c e h Sju o d e d s ;
LOVE
L E T T E R S

L e a r n  h ow  to 
w rite  to  a  dear 
friend , a sw eet
heart in the serv
ice , e tc . Here are 
in stru ction s f o r  
w rit in g  com p lete  
le tters  o n  love, 
courtsh ip  a n d  
m a r r i a g e .  4 7  
m o d e l  letters  
from  w h ich  you  
c a n  m a k e  a 
c h o i c e  fo r  any 
situation  and do 
i t  In te lligen tly  
a n d  e ffe ct iv e ly . 
A lso poem s and 
thoughts o f  love  
w hich  are h elp fu l 
to quote in corre 
spon den ce. O nly

The price of each of 
the above books is 50c a copy. 

Order all 3 making one book free, 
getting set of 3 for only $1.00.

5  DAYS Examination
O rder today. E n close  price  o f  each  book  a t 3 0 c , o r  o rd er 
en tire  3  fo r  $ 1 .0 0  (C .O .D . o rd ers  filled , p ju s  postage). 
A fter  y ou r  b ook s  a rrive, read  them  and i f  not de lig h ted  
return w ith in  5 days and y o u r  m on ey  w ill be refunded. 
RUSH COUPON NOW. ■yr■ PICKWICK CO., o e p t . 5 6 1 2

7 3  W e s t  4 4 th  S t r e e t .  N e w  Y o r k  1 8 .  N . Y .
*  Send b ook s  checked  b e lo w  at o n ce  in p la in  w rapper. I  en c lo se  2- 
“  -  (cash  o r  m o n e y  order).

;u a  a l l  3  Dc
O  T R U E  L O V E  f l U W l  1 TIMODERN LOVE LETTERS

I  N A M E  ....................................................................................................................................... -  ' #
5 S T R E E T  .......................................................

■ C I T Y  & Z O N E ........................................................................... S T A T E ......................■
< □  I f  C .O .D . p re ferred  m ark X  in b o x , m ail coupon , and pay “  

I  postm an $ 1 .0 0  p lus 2 5 c  p osta g e). 9 ?
l b m h h Canadian orders 20% additional—Cash with order. ■ ■ ■ !
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j s !  You'll Love It!

tnioy The Alluring "I-Appeal” of Hollywood Stars

It’S
All Yours!

*  1 Exquisite Perfume
Bottles end Stopper*

*  2-Pieee Powder Bowl
*  Urge Mirror end Trip

Biggest Smokers’ Value Ever!

Glorious Glamour at a Thrilling Saving!
A  jew el is o n ly  n  love ly  i t  it * setting. T h a t’s why it’ s often been 
•aid that a woman is on ly  as fascinating as her bou doir . T hat's why 
the boudoirs o f  so  many stars o f  the s ta ^  and screen are a jo y  to  
beh o ld . Y es , surround yourself with charm and glam our in the room 
w-here you  start you r  day, and y o u 'll carry just the right touch  o f  
•During fascination with you  all the tim e! A n d  you  can make the
eight beginning now  by acquiring this sparkling s-ansty set o f  exquisite
beauty. Lovely as it look s pictured above. It* picture doesn ’t do it 
justice. Y o u  have to see it to  really appreciate it. A nd when you  do 
— when you  sre what it does fo r  your boudoit— what it does for  
you ——you ’ ll lhank your lucky stars for  having ordered it. D o  it now !  
Start en joying the alluring " I -A p p e a l”  o f  H ollyw ood  star* today!

TWO BOTTLES 
D U C H E S S  D 'A N D R E  

P E R F U M E

A T  NO tX T K A  CO ST
on* %  o l  vanity and out handy p urte tire flacofi

F a r Yoar Smoking Pleasure
A  THRILL BY THEMSELVES...
. . .  A TRIUMPH TOGETHER
T Me the lighter, for instance! It’* 
s  genuine. "Feather Lite,”  cased it* 
gleaming heat resistant black plastic.
Fam ed fo r  the instant, positive action 
i t ’s the fa v o rite  "fla m e ”  o f  smoker* 
the n a tio n  o v e r. Just a tw ir l o f your 
th u m b  lig hts  it— a n d  it* w in d  gu a rd  
h a p s  s t  l i l .  A n d  if y o u  w ant th e  jo y  
c f  a firm  packed cigarette  a l l  the 
tim e , y o u r  answ er is the m a tch in g  
featherw eight cigarette  case w ith  its 
patented grooves that p ro te ct each 
and every cigarette  u n til yo u ’re  re a d y 
to  smoke it. T h e y ’re  a peach o f  a  p a ir , 
bo th  your* to  ow n  f o r  o n ly  .£2.98—  
a p ric e  y o u ’d  g la d ly  p a y  fo r  either 
o n e*. S eeing is be!:* v in g ! and  if  you 
lo n ’t  th in lc  y o u ’ve  &c u ght a double 

v a lu e  a fte r seeing y o u r  th rill in g  
twosome —  we’l l  re fu n d  y o u r  m oney 
q j p e r f u l l y !  And that’ s a pro m ise!

__ E E M E H n H H B l —i
I NATIONAL NOVELTIES— Dept. "1 9  PRINT INITIAL |— | “
|4>0$£t>. Dearborn St.—Chicago 5, III. IN THIS BOX l_ J
| P iea le  rush Feather Lite W in d p r o o f  Lighter a n d  Matching Cigarette 
I Case personalized with in it ia l p rin te d  in  box above.
|j CHECK ONE
|  O ' l  am enclosin g $2.98. Send M y Personalized Sm oker Set Pot (paid.

my Penasalized Smoker Set C .Q -D , I  will pay postman *2.98 plu* postage.

POST PAID 
TA X  FREE

A  M atched Set 
Be Proud To

Name—
I Pftase l^lnt Clearly.

| Address---------

•‘ On-

M A I L  T H I S  C O U P O N  F O R  V A N I T Y  S E T
N ATIONAL NOVELTIES— Dept. V 7  
608 So. Dearborn St.— Chicago 5, III.
Please ship my exquisite 8-piece Vanity Set a* indicated below. 
Include 2-bottle gift package of Duchess D ’Andre Perfume at no 
extra cost. Money refunded if not delighted.

C H EC K  ONE
I [ Send m y Vanity Set and Perfum e 
*—  C .O .D . I will pay  postman 3 3.98

f ] E nclosed  find $1 .9 8  in fu ll  pay* 
’—  ment. Send m y V anity Set and 

Per fm Posipai pilt!
Name_

.J  L.C ity -
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Cash for almost every em ergency! Benefits that are big enough 
to be worthwhile . . , yet, this extra-liberal “ Cold Seal”  
Policy, issued by old-line LEGAL RESERV'E Service Life In
surance Company actually costs less than $I per m onth. 
Here is the protection you need, and should have, at a price 
you CAN afford. It is an extra-liberal policy that provides 
QUICK CASH to pay doctor bills, hospital bills, for medicines, 
for loss of time and other pressing demands for cash that 
invariably come when sickness or accident strikes.

DON’T  TAKE CHANCES! Act Today! 
Tomorrow May Be Too Late!

Here is a policy that pays, as specified, for ANY and ALL a cci
dents, ALL the com m on sicknesses, even for minor injuries; 
and pays disability benefits from the very first day. NO wait
ing period. NO, this is not the usual “ lim ited”  policy. There 
are NO trick clauses! NO jokers! NO red tape! You don ’ t have 
tc pay to see this policy. Just send us your name, age and 
name o f  beneficiary and we’ ll send you the policy for 10 
DAYS’ FREE INSPECTION. No cost. No obligation. No sales
man will call.

The SERVICE L I F E  INSURANCE CO.
483-CSSE2$S0urE Omaha 2, Nebraska

NO M E D I C A L  E X A M I N A T I O N  R E Q U I R E D !
No red tape! Fast Service! Policy issued BY 
MAIL at big savings to men and women, 
ages 15 to 69. Actual policy sent for 10 Days'
FREE Examination. Write for it today. No 
cost. No obligation. No salesman will c 
Use coupon below. Do it today! Provide 
tom orrow!

mSPECLOH COUPON

call
for

The SERVICE LIFE INSURANCE CO. *
483-C Service Life Bldg., Omaha 2, Nebraska 

SEND without cost or obligation your extra-liberal 
••Gold Seal" Sl-A-MONTH Policy for 10 Days’ Free 
Inspection.

NAME...................................................................... ...........

ADDRESS.....................................................ACE.

CITY.....................................................STATE..
BENEFICIARY.....................................................

y> A Y S  accumulated ^
CASH BENEFITS $

For Accidental l oss of Life, Limb, * 
or Sight up to ..................................

✓  ACCIDENT 
*  BENEFITS <r
For Accident Disability, policy pays ^  
up to $100 a month for as long as ^  
24 months, or up to..................

s  SICKNESS
V  BENEFITS
For Sickness Disability, policy pay: 
for as long as 3 months, a monthly 
income up to..........................

y  HOSPITAL
V  EXPENSES
Policy pays for “hospitalization” from 
either sickness or accident, includ
ing room at $5.00 per day, to over .

"  IL
COSTS LESS THAN

a month


