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j ~ ^ O D O , fascinating divorcee, typical exponent 

of Society's creed of " arriving " at whatever 

cost, is an unique study of the modern debutante, 

blighted and warped by the false conditions and 

vicious morality of the set wherein she is born. 

S H E becomes the "sandwich woman for 

an enterpnsmg dressmaking firm; her famous dia-

monds are really excellent paste; she is the most 

alluring, daring, woman in smart Washington 

society; she's a dazzling enthralling personality, 

whose folly makes a charming, appealing story m 

The Cross Roads 
By Elizabeth Goido, in 

June Young's Magazine 
3 3 3 5 3 3 

THERE S an eerie, fascinating clever-
ness in YOUNG S fiction— 

especially strong in this number 
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THE HIGHER LAW 
By Forrest Halscy 

M 
C H A P T E R I 

Y dear boy, diplomacy is a 
dog's life for an American. 
L o o k at my case—thirty 
years in the service, never 

higher than second secretary of the Lon-
don embassy in all that time. I served 
the country everywhere—Lisbon, Lon-
don, Vienna—came to regard myself as 
a valuable man. Then my uncle, Sena-
tor Rollins, dies and I am out. That is 
the way this country treats its diplomats. 
Here am I, no money, no training for 
anything useful, kicking around this vile, 
little seaside resort in winter because it's 
cheap, and until I met you this morning 
in the Pines I had not spoken to a man 
of my own class in months. Bah !" The 
speaker blew a cloud of tobacco smoke 
into the face of an autographed photo-
graph of his late Majesty of Portugal, 
which stood on the shabby wooden man-
tel. 

" H o w long did you say you were in 
the diplomacy, s i r? " asked the youth on 
the other side of the fire. 

"Thirty years," replied Clyde Court-
right, holding his monacle before the 
blaze to dry the moisture, formed on 
entering the warm room from the zero 
weather outside. 

The youth stared. Save for a certain 
hardness of feature, the man before him 
did not look over thirty Slender, 

blonde, high-colored, with a waist that 
would have raised the question of cor-
sets had not his graceful, free move-
ments denied the suggestion, Clyde 
Courtright, late first secretary of the 
London embassy, absolutely belied his 
fifty years in appearance. People gen-
erally thought him to be between thirty 
and thirty-five. 

"Thir ty years !" repeated the boy " I t 
—it seems impossible." 

" I wish it were," replied the man smil-
ing. " B u t , throw off your coat .—My 
God, I always forget the room has no 
bell-pull .—Excuse m e , I must call for 
my valet. I have some whiskey I got 
in Scotland, on which I would like your 
opinion. Those cigarettes on the table 
are made by X ah mat, the Khedive's 
man. Help yourself. Excuse me." 

Y o u n g Macclesfield lit a cigarette 
and glanced about the room curiously, 
as his host departed. The "par lor " was 
the ordinary summer cottage compart-
ment called by that name, while cane 
furniture and shabby rag carpet made a 
chilly contrast to the ice and snow visi-
ble through its windows. In one cor-
ner a fine grand piano showed a polished 
black expanse , on a rickety table, beside 
a lamp obviously obtained by means of 
trading stamps, stood a large photo-
graph of the Queen of England in her 
coronation robes, whereon the autograph 
"A lexandr ia " and the red crown mo-
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rocco frame showed it to be a personal 
gift from the august lady Photographs 
were everywhere peers, princes, act-
resses and prima donnas—all the throng 
so familiar to the young man through 
the shop windows stood about, each in-
scribed with some scrawl to his host. 

" W h a t a queer fish to be in this place," 
thought Bruce Macclesfield. Bruce him-
self had felt rather out of place during 
the last week. F o r one thing his moth-
er's idea of opening her house near this 
abandoned summer resort for two weeks 
at New Y e a r ' s had not been a success 
as far as he was concerned. On his ar-
rival he had found the house filled with 
girls, whom the manner of his mother 
unmistakably indicated as desirable 
daughters-in-law Bruce felt that he 
had been trapped. Le f t alone, he could 
have found any one of the girls agree-
able, but in the aggregate they made the 
young fellow, just out of a quiet set in 
college, feel as if the top of his head and 
the top of the roof were equally insecure. 
The uproar and clamor of the house got 
upon his nerves. H e felt as though he 
was being hurried along the road to 
matrimony, as an Indian prisoner was 
hurried to the stake, amid a shouting 
crowd of squaws. This, of course, was 
ungallant, but Bruce was just fresh from 
college, where a g loomy clique of 
youths took their wealth seriously H e 
was filled with the responsibility of his 
inheritance, while the set in which he 
suddenly found himself was filled with 
nothing but the desire for a week of en-
joyment bv the winter sea. H e also felt 
that the people upon whom his mother 
had laid violent hands believed that they 
were doing her a favor to maltreat her 
furniture, in that they themselves termed 
their "rough-house, ' and this attitude 
filled him with resentment. The fact 
that his mother did not resent her posi-
tion annoyed him the more. H e with-
drew himself for long, lonely walks in 
the pine woods. That morning his soli-
tary ramble had been interrupted by a 
sudden outburst from his dogs and, 
dashing to the rescue, he was just in 
time to save a white dachshund f rom their 

attack. A moment later, to his utmost 
surprise, a gentleman in a nionacle ap-
peared at a turn in the path and thanked 
him for his service to the dog. At first 
Bruce had thought him to be astray 
from the house part}', but the stranger 
soon undeceived him and induced him 
to accept his hospitality The boy, flat-
tered and drawn by the man's manner, 
now stood examining the photographs 
in the apartment Clyde Court rig: it mis-
called his drawing-room. 

" I wonder who this can be? " thought 
Bruce. It was a girl 's face, very sweet 
and innocent, smiling a trifle seriously 
out of a big lace hat. Then the door 
opened and his host entered, a man fol-
lowing with a bottle and glasses on a 
tray 

" A h . " said Courtright, " I hope I was 
not gone too long. Here, tell me what 
you think of this whiskey " 

Bruce placed the photograph on the 
table. His eyes lingered for a moment 
on the girl 's face, and the other man's 
eyes followed his. 

" D o n ' t you think that a pretty f ace? " 
said Courtright. 

" Y e r y , " answered the youth. " S o 
girlish and pure. It 's—it's stunning. 
Who is she?" he asked boyishly 

"That is my daughter E f a l e , " replied 
Courtright. "What ' s the matter with 
you, you clumsy foo l? " he cried sudden-
ly, addressing the valet. The man was 
standing with a peculiar look of arrested 
attention on his face, allowing the liquor 
from the bottle to run down the outside 
of the glass. 

"Pardon, sir," he said. Recovering 
himself, he filled the small glasses. 

Courtright smiled at Bruce. 
" I think that America has driven 

Orlvet insane. For that reason I toler-
ate him—also because I cannot afford a 
decent valet. Tell my daughter that her 
father wishes to see her in the drawing-
room," he said to the man. 

The servant withdrew Bruce heard 
his steps ascend the uncarpeted stairs. 

" W h a t nationality is your valet?" he 
asked absently " H e has a most pecu-
liar face." 
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" I do not know," replied the other, 
throwing himself into a big chair Rest-
ing 011 his shoulder blades, he blew 
smoke clouds, while one ringed hand 
caressed a neat gaiter " I got him in 
London," he continued. " M y daughter 
is fond of him and so I keep him, and 
also because no decent, self-respecting 
man would stay with me here. I do not 
blame them. If I had any self respect I 
would not stay either But I have noth-
ing, not even money—just this cursed 
cottage which rents only in summer, so 
in winter I nestle here. Voila!" H e 
spread his white, woman-like hands and 
shrugged. 

" B u t your daughter—doesn't she find 
it awfully dul l?" 

A shrug, a cloud of smoke. Evidently 
what his daughter thought was not of 
the utmost importance to Clyde Court-
right. 

" B u t it must be awful for her," per-
sisted the boy, with a glance through 
the window at the long road, buried in 
snow and marked by bare telegraph 
poles. " A w f u l ! " he repeated. 

" M y dear sir, my daughter has lived 
all her life in a convent, and this is verv 
like a nunnerv without the nuns. But 
I hear her step." 

A light footfall was coming slowly 
down the bare stairs. The door opened 
and a girl entered. 

"This is M r Macclesfield, the rescuer 
of Yachol. My daughter Efa le , M r 
Macclesfield," said the man. 

" I am very glad to meet the rescuer 
of my poor Yacho l , " she said sweetly, 
extending a hand to the boy. 

He took it, the blood rushing into his 
clear, fresh face as he looked at her She 
was so delicate, quiet and dainty, so un-
like any other girl he knew H e was 
very glad that he had come and that he 
had met her 

" E f a l e " said the lounger, who was 
still on his shoulder blades, " M r Mac-
clesfield wants to know if you do not 
find it awful here." 

The girl smiled a quaint, sweet lit-
tle smile. " Y e s , " she said simply " I 
do." 

" I knew i t "—Bruce ' s eyes twinkled— 
" I do, too." 

" B u t you have a big house party," 
said Court right, reaching languidly out 
to grasp the dachshund by the neck. 

" I know, but I get tired of bridge 
and picnics with bonfires and footmen." 

" I would not get tired of picnics," said 
the girl. 

" I wouldn't either if I had people I 
liked with me," blurted out the bov 
She smiled at him, and suddenly, as he 
twinkled in return, the blood spread over 
his face. The man in the chair watched 
him through the chinks of his eyelids. 
The dachshund yelped. 

"Clyde, you are hurting him," cncd 
the girl. " M r Macclesfield, make him 
let go his neck." 

'•"Yachol is safe with me," said Court-
right, lifting the dog on his lap. " E f a l e , 
play that dance of Rose St. Denis for 
our guest." 

The girl rose and went to the piano. 
Bruce followed her and turned the leaves 
of the music. The man in the chair 
closed his eyes. 

A n hour later the girl stood at the 
window, watching Bruce Macclesfield 
breaking a path homeward through the 
icy crust, in which he sank ankle deep 
at each step. 

" M a y I ask , " she said, without turn-
ing her head, "what your game is ?" 

" M y g a m e ? " came the sleepy drawl 
from the man by the fire. 

" Y e s . W h y did you introduce me as 
your daughter?" 

" I made you my daughter for the oc-
casion, because I mean to g o to the 
house party and play bridge. N o w do 
you see?" 

"Scarcely " 
"Wel l , they would not invite me if 

they knew I was living here with a mis-
tress, but a daughter is so respectable. 
So you will have to be respectable for a 
little while, belle petite." 

The girl laughed and crossed to him. 
" H o w droll it would be to be respect-

able. I wonder if I will like the sensa-
tion." She laughed and rumpled his 
hair, putting her face close to his. 
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" Y o u can't tell until you try Did you 
ever try in all your life, E f a l e ? " smiled 
the man and blew smoke into her ha.r 

C H A P T E R 1 1 

"Bruce , do you mean you wish me to 
call on them ?" 

" Y e s , mother They are gentle peo-
ple and they must be very lonely M r 
Courtright is charming, polished, witty 
Mother, you must go." 

" M y dear boy, when you have lived a 
little longer you will learn to beware of 
polished, witty gentlemen at the seaside 
out of season. I dare say he's a burglar," 
and Mrs. Macclesfield settled the 
voluminous draperies of her ample form 
as though they were a judge's gown. 

Bruce frowned. H e was a serious 
youth, but at times his mother's lack of 
humor galled him. 

" I scarcely think a burglar would 
have autographed photographs of royal-
ty sent to him," he said, with some an-
noyance. 

"Autographed photographs of what 
royalties?" inquired his mother, in a tone 
which implied that only the very first 
quality of royalty was worth the atten-
tion of the set in which she moved. 

"Wel l , the Queen of E n g l a n d ! " 
growled the youth. The interview had 
been long and both tempers were tend-
ing to shortness. 

" N e v e r heard of such a thing in my 
life," sniffed his mother " T h e Queen 
giving her photograph to a man who 
lives in a summer cottage in winter! I 
don't wonder they speak of abolishing 
the House of Lords . " 

"Mother , " said Bruce, pleadingly, 
"won't you call on them ? I told M r 
Courtright you would." 

" I never had a person who lived at 
the seaside in winter on my visiting list. 
I dare say they are escaped lunatics. I 
hate lunatics. Their eyes glare so—-
people whose eyes glare are never good 
form, and I always consider them in-
sane." 

"Will you call on them?" interjected 
Macclesfield. 

" D o n ' t you glare at me, Bruce. I 
won't be glared at by my own son. No, 
I will not call. I dare say the man is 
some criminal who wants to be invited 
here to discover where the jewel safe is 
concealed." 

Her son sprang to his feet in wrath. 
"Mother , " he cried, "kindly refrain 

from insulting my friends. I withdraw 
the request that you call on them." 

" Y o u r friends! Why, you only met 
them yesterday Don't knock over the 
furniture, Bruce, just because I cannot 
enlarge my visiting list by adding to it 
people so lost to all sense of decency 
as to live in a summer cottage in win-
ter Don't slam the door " 

But the door crashed behind her de-
parting son. 

" O h , dear ! " commented the lady 
" H o w unfortunate to have him meet 
people he likes, who will take him out 
of the house ! " 

" W h y ? " inquired a voice from behind 
a huge chair back, above which from 
time to time curled the smoke of a pipe. 

" O h , J o h n ! " snorted Mrs. Maccles-
field to her concealed husband. " H o w 
can you—when Bruce is behaving so 
terribly ? Angelica Gaylord is just doing 
all she can to give him the chance to pro-
pose. She would take him in a minute, 
but he won't look at her " 

" I don't wonder," drawled the voice. 
"There is very little to see of Angelica, 
and that little is spread out along the 
ground. Angel ica is like an English 
castle—not much in height, but makes 
it up in groundwork." 

" H o w can you talk so, J o h n ? Y o u 
know she is one of the Gaylord-Gerrys. 
L o o k at that ! " exclaimed the lady, 
breaking off abruptly 

From the window where she stood 
iier glance commanded the wide sweep 
of snow-covered lawns and terraces, 
which fell by long grades to the black 
ice of a narrow river, where huge bon-
fires, tended by footmen, were surround-
ed by figures whose gay-colored sweaters 
contrasted with the bleak landscape. 
Out on the ice, the first skaters were be-
ginning to move about. Mrs. Maccles-
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field's ejaculation was caused by the 
sight of her son's back turned to this 
gay scene and rapidly disappearing in the 
direction of Courtright's cottage. 

" I t is infamous! " she cried, turning to 
- the chair-back in wrath. " Imag ine his 

wanting me to call at a summer cottage 
in winter Why, I would get pneu-
monia, and probably have my pockets 

* picked as well." 
She continued her harangue until the 

sound of an unmistakable snore told her 
that her husband was, as usual, blind 
to the perils and dangers which beset her 
life. 

Meanwhile Bruce was striding 
through the snow H e was very angry 
with his mother for refusing his request 
to call upon his new-found friends. H e 
was sensible, too, that Courtright's 
loose, easy manner concealed an iron 
social code, which would probably shut 
the door in his face if the house of 
Bruce's mother did not open to him. 
It was with a sense of uneasiness that 
he rang the bell of the little cottage. 
A f t r a time the door was opened by the 
valet, whose seamed mask of a face 
showed no recognition of the young man. 

" M r Courtright is not at home, sir," 
said the servant, in answer to his ques-
tion. 

" I s Miss Courtright in?" inquired 
Bruce. 

" N o , sir " The lips of the pale mask 
before him trembled curiously 

Bruce turned impatiently away He 
had reached the gate before a sense of 
being watched made him turn. H e saw 
the man still standing with his eyes fixed 
upon him, but as Bruce turned he closed 
the door The little cottage in the bleak 
snow looked wretchedly shabby; its cur-
tainless window gaped black, like the 
eves of a dead thing. 

"They must be very poor," thought 
the young man. What an end after 
the gayety and brilliancy of royal courts! 
The girl, though, had seen no royal 
courts, only the convent. Still it was 
horrible to think of her alone there, with 
her father and that yellow-faced serv-
ant. Suddenly his attention was arrested 
by a trail of little footprints in the hard 

snow With a glow, he realized that 
here was a means of tracing her. and, 
with swinging strides, he began to follow 
them. 

Af ter a while the trail left the road 
and mounted a little hill. High on its 
crest three wind-twisted firs stood 
against a hard, ash-colored sky A s he 
went up the incline, the sound of the 
ocean came to him and gradually rose 
to his view, a long curve of surf break-
ing upon the icv sands, pounded hard as 
iron by the winter sea. Behind him other 
trees stood against a sunset of cold red, 
little crackles of frost from the coming 
night sounded, away out at sea a single 
gull swooped across the lonely reaches of 
a sky on search for prey 

" H o w do you do, M r Macclesfield?" 
said a voice. H e turned. On a log half 
way down the fall of the dune sat a girl, 
wrapped in a man's coat. A scarlet skat-
ing cap contrasted with her rich, blue-
black hair 

" W h y , Miss Courtright—what a sur-
prise !" he cried, and scrambled down the 
dune to her side. 

She made room for him on the log. 
Over the high fur collar her eyes danced 
with merriment. The vigor of the cold 
called up all the vigor of her young blood 
to battle. Her cheeks seemed like pink 
flowers in the snow to the youth beside 
her 

" D o you know, I followed your foot-
steps?" he confided, boyishly She 
laughed and hugged the coat tight about 
her 

" O h , " she said, "isn't this heavenly? 
Days like this make me want to live for-
ever See—see, he's got it! No, he 
didn't! Oh, I am so g l a d ! " 

The gull had swooped at its prey, but 
the fish escaped. The bird rose with a 
savage cry T o Bruce it seemed part of 
her sweetness of nature tnat she should 
rejoice at the escape of the hunted thing. 
He looked at her, his eyes kindling. How 
different she was from the hoydens at 
his mother's house. E fa le saw the look 
and smiled. 

" Y o u think me silly?" she asked. Dark-
ness was coming now Behind them the 
crimson had changed to a cold, clear 
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green. The sea was growing black. He 
felt as though alone with her in a world 
uf shadow, but he only said 

" I think you are very tender hearted." 
" I am," she replied, " I wish I were 

not. Tender-hearted people are so out 
of the world—they are the only real 
fools." 

Her voice had an edge uf sadness. She 
gazed out over the darkening sea. He 
thought that she was unhappy and the 
loneliness of his own life found comple-
ment in hers. They sat, talking at in-
frequent periods, while behind them the 
sky turned to the black blue of a win-
ter's night, hung with an icy moon. Far 
out over the sea the savage cries of the 
gull began again. 

" I t has missed once more," said Efale . 
Suddenly out of the blackness came the 
fanning of the wings and the gull passed 
over their heads, something white gleam-
ing and twisting in his claws. 

" O h , " said the girl, angrily, "the silly 
fish! Why couldn't it stay deep enough ?" 

The youth made no reply He was 
gazing at her intently She seemed in 
the first faint moonlight like some deli-
cate, little spirit of the cold night, come 
out of the winter sea to charm the lone 
wanderer. The gull's cries died in the 
distance. 

" I t is late," said the girl abruptly " I 
must go home." 

A f te r seeing her to the door, Bruce's 
homeward way was beset by sensations 
and thoughts that were rather new to the 
serious, young man. Remembrance of a 
scarlet skating cap set upon blue-black, 
wavy hair, caused him to whistle in sat-
isfaction out of all proportion to the pic-
ture. He visualized a pair of wide, blue-
grey eyes gazing out at a darkening sea. 
The sight of the vast mass of his mother's 
lighted house brought recollections less 
pleasant. Frowningly he repelled the 
noisy greetings of the dogs as he en-
tered the hall. The rite of bearing the 
tea-tray in majesty to the fireplace was 
in progress and the footman was per-
forming it with his usual gravity About 
the crackling logs a gay group, still in 
skating costume, was having an unusual 
amount of enjoyment. Evidently some 

new and very popular person had ar-
rived. 

The group parted to allow the placing 
of the tray Bruce saw his mother in as-
siduous attention upon a monacled gen-
tleman who lounged upon his shoulder 
blades, while he chaffed the young peo-
ple. Too astonished lo move, the youth 
stood, almost breathless. 

" A h , Bruce, my b o y ! " said Clyde 
Courtright's careful, languid voice. " I 
have just been making my apologies to 
your mother for my extreme rudeness in 
not calling before. I have become such 
a reculse as to be almost a barbarian in 
regard to social usages. But, as I ex-
plained to her, I did not know she was 
the Mrs. Macclesfield that my friend, 
Mrs. Gaylord-Gerry, asked me to look up 
until I met you this morning." 

" A n d Bruce," purred Mrs. Maccles-
field, " M r Courtright has promised to 
bring his daughter to-morrow and dine 
with us. She is going to do the snake 
dance all Paris is wild about. He says 
she learned it from Rose Saint Denis. 
Oh, I am so glad you were so charming 
as to take pity on us, Mr Courtright." 

C H A P T E R I I I . 

In the drawing room, visible through 
the open conservatory doors, bridge, that 
curse of modern hospitality, was in full 
tide. Bruce, from his seat among the 
faintly illuminated shrubs and exotics 
could see the long, luxurious vista set 
with the successive little wicker tables, 
each surrounded by its gamblers. In 
front of a towering rosewood mantle, 
Clyde Courtright's monacle glittered in 
the firelight. From his white, jewelled 
hands, as he dealt the cards, other lights 
scintillated. The sight caused Bruce to 
turn to the girl wliom he had just led 
out of the apartment and say 

" I think your father is really the most 
remarkable man I have ever known." 

E f a l e sank down upon ,the cushioned 
marble bench, deftly drawing her skirts 
aside to make a place for him. 

" H e is remarkable." Her eyes, as 
she replied, glanced at the cynical, laugh-
ing profile. "Everyone admires him. He 



THE HIGHER LAW 
2 ? 

is what so few of you American men ever 
are, a social success abroad." 

" Y o u Americans! " repeated Bruce, 
with a quizzical smile. 

"Oh, I am only half American," cor-
rected the girl. 

" I suppose your mother was Engl i sh?" 
" Y e s . Why is it you don't care for 

bridge ?" 
"Oh, you see. I am such a stupid yap, 

and the women here scold so when you 
make mistakes." 

" Y o u know it is stupid to make mis-
takes," she smiled. 

" H o w do you know ? Y o u never make 
them." H e had forgotten the drawing 
room now—forgotten everything but the 
little figure in white that lit his young 
blood into tingling appreciation of her 
pretty nearness. There was a something 
that set her apart from. the other women 
that he knew—a shy, mocking air, charm-
ing and refreshing to a young man accus-
tomed to "whoop hurrah" of his mother's 
set. Day by day, in the five days he had 
known her, he discovered some new de-
light of her person or manner She was 
always bright and always soothing. Full 
of pulsing, vital youth, she could skate 
beside him for mile after mile down the 
frozen river, yet in the drawing room 
she seemed some delicate flower of girl-
hood to be sheltered from the slightest 
wind. 

There were certain things about the 
girl's character and attitude towards him 
that an older, more experienced man 
would have questioned. She was, if any-
thing, too pliable—too quick to detect a 
change in his mood and adjust herself 
to it. The sweet plasticity of her man-
ner would have suggested to the eye of 
the experienced male too much of a 
knowledge of his sex. But young Mac-
clesfield saw only her prettiness and knew 
only that she charmed and delighted him, 
and that the hours since he had known 
her had been full of an awakening inter-
est in life, that he had not thought pos-
sible away from the companions and pur-
suits of his college. 

To-night the soft, flower-scented dusk 
of the conservatory was full of a gentle, 
delightful spirit. The drawing room 

gambled feverishly, but here, among the 
violets and magnolias, a peace seemed 
to settle. The world, as represented by 
the bridge players, was swept out of sight. 
The dusky palm leaves might have hid-
den the dryards of old Sicily and the 
little, white girl beside him might have 
been some shepherdess Persephone. He 
was very young—still fond of the idea of 
shepherdesses. 

" D o you know, you did not answer a 
question of mine?" he said, finally 

" A n d what was that question ?" 
" I asked you about your mother—if 

she was English. Don't think me imper-
tinent, but I am interested in all that con-
cerns you." 

" M y mother," said the girl, sadly How 
absolutely neglectful Clyde was of all tri-
fles. He had told her nothing of what 
mother she was supposed to have. This 
whole game was very hazardous, amus-
ing for him, yes, and profitable, too, but 
for her far from simple. And this seri-
ous, young man beside her—this easy 
capture—what earthly use was he to her? 
She looked out into the drawing room. 
Courtright had just risen to greet a late 
arrival, a middle-aged woman, handsome, 
of imposing manner, someone doutbless 
from one of the nearby house parties who 
had motored over, as was frequently the 
custom, to join the game. 

" Y o u asked me about my mother," she 
said, aloud. " P o o r mother!" Her voice 
had a tinge of sadness. " I only remem-
ber her indistinctly She died when I 
was quite young." 

The first part of this sentence was cor-
rect. She had not known her very well. 
In fact, she had not known her at all , 
but whether or not she was dead she was 
ignorant. 

"Pardon m e ! " he said. " I didn't mean 
to hurt you." 

He bent toward her How beautifully 
young she was. Youth spoke from every 
curve and tint of her All the youth of 
her called to the youth in him in that 
wonderful free masonry of life's spring-
time. 

Meanwhile, in the drawing room, 
Clyde Courtright had risen to greet the 
lady whom his hostess had brought up 
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to his table. 
"Oh, I am so glad that you came over 

to-night, Mr Courtright. Here is you 
dear friend, Mrs. Gerry , " said Mrs. Mac-
clesfield. 

The man smiled and held out his hand 
to Mrs. Gaylord-Gerry. 

" W h y , Blanche, how are you ? It's years 
and years." 

The handsome, middle-aged woman 
looked at him rather gravely and then 
bowed. 

" M r Courtright," she said. 
Courtright turned to his hostess. 
" I am going to give my place at the 

table to whoever wants it. I want to 
have a chat." 

A f te r a few moments, necessary to ar-
range his substitute, he led the last arri-
val down the long room. They seated 
themselves on a fauteil at some distance 
from the card players. 

"Of course, I could make a scene here 
to-night," said the woman, opening her 
fan. 

" M y dear, good Blanche, this house 
party was, as it were, thrust upon me. I 
could not escape. I should think you 
would be satisfied that I did not choose 
this," a slight wave of the hand at the 
overdecorated drawing room, " f o r my 
pleasure. Besides, you may as well know 
now, I am determined to get back. Must 
I forego all pleasure in the world?" 

She looked at him for a moment. Then 
• she said, " I have never known you to 

consult anything but your own pleasure. 
Do you expect me to lend myself to the 
pleasant fiction that vou and I are 
friends ?" 

" W h y not be friends, my dear 
Blanche? It is so common to be enemies 
under the circumstances. Do let us be 
original." 

The woman looked down at the sticks 
of her fan, which shook ever so slightly 
in her hand. 

" I see," she said, very quietly, "that 
you are still the same scoundrel." 

"Would it not be a rather stranger 
phenomenon if I were still a different 
scoundrel ?" 

Her eyes grew hard. 
" T h e most surprising phenomenon 

would be that you had ceased to be a 
scoundrel at all." she said. How young 
he looked. In the light from the shaded 
lamps, his blonde hair and bright blue 
eyes were almost boyish. She glanced 
into one of the many mirrors set in the 
walls, and the sight of her gray hair 
and pale face stabbed her H o w unfa ir— 
how miserably, miserably unfair ! 

" M y dear Blanche," said his languid, 
amused voice, "neither you nor I are to 
blame for this. I thought you in the 
Adirondacks. In fact, I saw in the 
papers that you were there." 

" I am with the Blakes at Allendale." 
" I know, but this is the last place one 

would expect you. Y o u were noted for 
the rigor with which you kept the social 
lines." 

" M y niece is here. Besides, I have 
ceased to care about social lines. I try 
to amuse myself ." 

"Then, my dear, we are as one." 
She drew away with an involuntary 

movement of disgust. 
"Pardon me! The words were mean-

ingless," he said. 
" I am going at once, but before I leave 

I shall see to it that it is no longer pos-
sible for you to use my name as a pass-
port through these doors." 

"What do you intend to do? " 
"Tel l vour hostess the truth about 

you." 
He tapped her fan with one long, taper-

ing finger 
" M y dear, do you know that you are 

an absolute surprise to me. Y o u r cour-
age is perfectly astonishing." 

"What do you mean?" 
" I mean the way you face me in this 

superb manner " His glance was like 
the sudden glitter of drawn steel. She 
drew back and looked at him. Slowly 
her eyes met his until she had given him 
the full measure of her scorn, then, ris-
ing, she left him. He turned and watched 
her sweep down the full length of the 
room, saw her bend and whisper to her 
hostess. Mrs. Macclesfield rose and, in 
some bewilderment, followed her guest 
up to where Clyde sat. He stood up. 

" I have asked Mrs. Macclesfield to 
spare me a moment in private. I wish to 



THE HIGHER LAW 
2 ? 

tell her something in your presence," said 
lilanche Gerry 

Their hostess gazed in startled bewil-
derment from one to the other The man 
bowed and drew aside a heavy rose-
velvet curtain to a room in which the 
lamps and firelight shone upon walls of 
gilded book bindings. 

" I have observed that the library is 
always empty," he said, with a half 
smile. 

They entered and the curtains fell, 
shutting out the brilliant lights of the 
drawing room. In the dusk, bronze busts 
caught little life-giving gleams from the 
fire and the three standing about the 
table seemed to have an audience of dead 
authors and poets. For a moment there 
was silence, then Blanche Gerry cleared 
her throat and said, very quietly 

"Airs. Macclesfield, I must tell you that 
when you admitted this man as my friend, 
as you told me you did, you were under 
a misapprehension, one that I wish to 
correct at once." 

The stout figure of the hostess seemed 
to shrivel. I i e r hands opened helplessly, 
but it was to the man she turned. 

"Oh, Mr Courtright, what is this?" 
she moaned. Then, looking in terrified 
bewilderment at the woman, she repeated, 
"What is this?" 

"This , my dear lady," replied Clyde, 
one white hand resting easily upon the 
gilded leather of a huge chair—-"this is a 
little drama of Mrs. Gerry 's . " 

His insolent eyes dared the tall, hand-
some woman who confronted him across 
the table. The faces of the two were 
curiously illuminated from below by a 
lamp, which stood between them. 

" Y o u cannot intimidate me," replied 
the woman, coldly "Al low me to tell 
you," turning to her frightened hostess, 
"that the man who is your guest has been 
cast out of all decent society in London. 
He is a social pariah. In New Y o r k he 
dare not set his foot in a club, nor in the 
drawing room of anyone who knows him. 
In England he only escaped prison for 
conspiracy because I would not prosecute 
him." 

" Y o u f" exclaimed the hostess. 
" Y e s . I — I was once his wife . " 

There was silence for a few moments. 
The man still lounged against the chair 
and swung his monacle on its string. The 
lamplight caught the little circle of glass 
inalternating flashes. 

"Continue," he said, "or shall I ?" 
" H e will tell you," continued the 

woman, calmly, "that he entered a cross 
bill against me, and he could tell you 
what all London knows, that he conspired 
with one of his vile creatures to blacken 
my name and take my child, that he might 
keep his grip on my money " 

"There you're mistaken, my good 
Blanche," smiled the man. " Y o u don't 
do my paternal affection justice." 

"But—but , " Mrs. Macclesfield's fat, 
trembling hands spread themselves to-
ward the haughty woman by the table. 
" H e has the child—she is here—your 
daughter is here ! " 

The woman started. 
" W h a t ? " 
" In the conservatory now with mv 

son." 
Blanche Gerry turned to the man, her 

eyes lit with angry scorn. 
"Another of your lies. Even your 

dead daughter is not safe from you." 
The fan broke in her clutch. She began 
to tremble. 

" Y o u daughter is dead?" cried Mrs. 
Macclesfield. 

"Then years ago," replied the woman. 
"Clvde—Clyde—how could—how dared 
y o u ? " 

"Then — then," Mrs. Macclesfield's 
voice rose to a whispered scream, "who is 
that creature?" 

The man adjusted his monacle and 
surveyed her calmly 

" A daughter of mine, nevertheless, 
madam. Illegitimate, I am sorry to say 
—but," smiling at the woman across the 
lamp, "you did bore me awfully, you 
know, Blanche." 

Blanche Gerry dropped the broken fan 
upon the table. Hardness obliterated 
the emotion on her face. Mrs. Maccles-
field's hands shook with rising hysteria. 

The curtain to the drawing room was 
torn open by a joyous hand. Bruce, 
glowing, blushing, his eyes dancing with 
boyish delight, stood in the doorway 
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"Mother ! " he cried, "mother! I have 
just proposed to E fa le and she has ac-
cepted me. Congratulate me, mother !" 

Gazing wilde-eyed at her son, Mrs. 
Macclesfield screamed and burst into hys-
terics. 

C H A P T E R I V 

Courtright lit the lamp. The sudden 
light disclosed all the mean poverty of 
the little "parlor " By the hearth the 
girl, still in her furs, leaned wearily 
against the mantel. 

The man advanced and relieved her 
of her wraps, throwing them at a chair, 
which they missed, falling in a shape-
less bundle on the floor The valet en-
tered with wood and proceeded to make 
the fire. When the sticks were crack-
ling he crossed to the girl, stooped and 
drew off her overboots, then, after per-
forming the same service for the man, 
he set whiskey and glasses upon the table, 
gathered up the discarded furs and coats 
and withdrew A s the door shut Court-
right said 

" H o w in the world did you think you 
could get away with it?" 

" Y o u mean accepting his proposal to-
night?" 

" Y e s , my little one, that was stupid. 
()ur bluff was not such a strong one as to 
stand vou as a prospective daughter-in-
law." ' 

" I don't know what made me do it, 
Clyde." Her voice was very low, with a 
note of weary wonder in it. " I t all hap-
pened so suddenly You will not be-
lieve me, but I never thought of him in 
that way N o " a little angrily in reply 
to his smile, " I only regarded him as a 
wholesome boy He amused me. I have 
had very little experience of wholesome 
boys. So to-night in the conservatory, 
when he began to make love to me, I let 
him. I always let them. I was watching 
you—wondering how soon you would 
turn me adrift. I know, I can read you 
so well. Oh, I admit I thought of the 
boy as a possible r e f u g e , then suddenly 
he asked me to marry him, and, Clyde, 
it came to me all at once that he meant 
it. He is the first man who ever asked 
me to marry him." 

" Y o u forget the drunken waiter at the 
'Greche Mericulures,' " said the man. 

The girl turned upon him. She was 
trembling with fury, her eyes black with 
hate. He grinned sardonically 

" M y dear, little one," he said, "you look 
as if you could kill me. I am only truth-
ful . " ' 

His evening had been a bitter disap-
pointment. The glimpse into the old lux-
ury that had once been his life had slipped 
away like a mirage from the desert of 
his poverty He felt that he had handled 
his crisis very poorly, and he was angry 
at her for obtruding her own blunder 
upon a situation already sufficiently deli-
cate. 

A f ter a moment she controlled herself 
and lit a cigarette with a hand that was 
almost steady What a fool she had 
been to follow him to America. Why-
had she done it? Waif of the London 
studios though she was, she could have 
done better Her association with great 
artists had given her the superficial polish 
that women of intelligence are so mar-
velously quick to assume. But there had 
been a difference, a certain courtesy in 
his relations with her that had been a 
balm to the bruisss given her spirit by 
the ordinary lover of the studios. So 
she had followed him, and now—she had 
been a fool—back there among the dim 
flowers of the conservatory—well, what 
was the use of quarreling? 

" I am sorry, Clyde," he said, aloud, 
"but what is clone is done." 

" I t is of no consequence, after all." 
He drank some whiskey, then added, " I 
made enough for a little run to the city 
We will go to-morrow " 

She brightened. " I suppose by this 
time mamma has recovered from her hys-
terics and informed her son what caused 
them," he said. " Y o u know, I was de-
lighted to be able to make mamma's seiz-
ure the excuse to leave at once. Poor 
Bruce ! How he was torn between hav-
ing to say good-bye to you and minister 
to mamma. Did you notice how she 
clutched him? Samson himself could not 
have broken that hold." 

She shrugged. It did not matter— 
nothing mattered. She was glad that 
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they were going to New York. What a 
nice boy Bruce had been! That type was 
one that, after all, a girl of her kind saw 
nothing of. The manner he had shown 
her was evidently the manner of men to-
ward women they met in their homes— 
but, well, no matter She crossed to the 
table and filled a whiskey glass. 

"Here 's good-bye to respectability!" 
she said and, raising it, smiled at him. 

A sudden ring of the doorbell arrested 
her Courtright saw the color fade out 
of her face. She set the glass on the 
table. The valet's steps creaked down 
the hall. They heard him fumble the 
chain. 

"Clyde," whispered the girl, "he's come 
—he has! I won't see him. Hide me. I 
can't see him." She ran to the door, but 
it gave upon the hall. With a little cry 
of misery, she retreated to the table and 
pressed her hands together with a force 
that made the knuckles snow white in 
the lamplight. Her eyes turned to the 
man's amused face. 

" B e calm," he said. " H e does not 
know I explained you by saying you 
were my illegitimate daughter Illegiti-
mate daughters can be as pure as—what 
is it—snow " The light flashed from his 
sardonic monacle. The situation amused 
him. " L o r d , " he thought' "how mis-
taken Fielding was when he said, 'Every 
woman is at heart a rake !' P i f f ! Every 
woman is at heart respectable." 

" E f a l e " cried Bruce, bursting open 
the door "Dear—dear, I have just 
heard. I came at once." I~Iis eyes caught 
Courtright's and he paused. " M r Court-
right," he said, more calmly, "my moth-
er's sudden attack prevented me speaking 
to you as I wished, but I will do so now 
May I marry your daughter at once?" 

The older man advanced. 
"Not in ignorance, M r Macclesfield. 

I presume vour mother has told you what 
I told her?" 

" Y e s , " said the boy, quietly "But I 
desire to know or to hear nothing but 
your answer Do you consent to my mar-
rying your daughter?" The lamplight 
showed the grave manliness of his earn-
est, young face. B y the mantel the girl 
watched with wide, stunned eyes. In the 

shadows of the ball the yellow mask of 
the valet's face peered from the dark-
ness. 

" M y daughter must answer your ques-
tion for herself," replied Courtright. 

" S h e has answered," cried the boy. 
bending across the table, his pleading 
eyes fixed upon her " S h e has. She told 
me she loved me. E f a l e ! " 

Courtright smiled in the kindly sym-
pathy of age with hot youth. 

" M y daughter, did you tell him you 
loved him ?" 

" Y e s , " said the girl, slowly " I told 
him." She went over to.the table. The 
boy caught her in his arms, looking down 
upon her upturned face with tender love 
and pity 

" B r u c e ! " she whispered, and hid her 
face against his coat, her arms closing 
about his neck. 

" I feel quite like a father, after all," 
thought Clyde Courtright. 

C H A P T E R V 

Efa le took a last puff at the cigarette, 
then pressed the lighted end against the 
marble of the mantelpiece. Waiting until 
the stub had ceased to smoke, she hid it 
in one of the huge porcelain jars that 
stood on either side of the hearth. Then 
she raised the window to allow the sharp, 
spring air to blow away the smell of to-
bacco. Beneath her the long avenue was 
in incessant motion of vehicles and pedes-
trians. The bright colors of women's 
gowns and glinting reflections from the 
mountings of harnesses and motor cars 
had a peculiar suggestion of springtime. 
At the corner of Thirty third street boys 
held trays of deep purple violets toward 
the passing crowd. The flat, gay tops 
of enormous feminine hats bobbed by 
E fa le yawned and glanced at the clock. 
She wondered if she could venture an-
other cigarette before her husband's re-
turn. It would be amusing to dress and 
lunch downstairs, but then Bruce ob-
jected to her lunching alone, because 
there were so many questionable people 
in the hotel. She smiled. Questionable 
people! That meant women about whom 
there could be no question. H o w dull 



14 r DUNG'S MAGAZINE 

it was alone in these rooms, and how 
hideously ugly they were with their sur-
charged tints and crudely gilded furni-
ture. Her life in the studios had 
at least taught her the value of tones. 
Her life in the studios! How long 
ago that seemed! She wondered that her 
husband never suspected. But why should 
he? There were none to enlighten him. 
His family had cast him off . And Clyde ? 
Where could Clyde be ? She had not seen 
him since the day of her marriage—three 
months ago. Yes , she would venture 
that cigarette. 

Going to a desk, she unlocked a drawer 
and, taking out one, lit it. Three months ! 
That had been a dirty trick to play on the 
boy Well, her whole life had been a 
series of tricks. A girl had to resort to 
them. What man had ever shown her 
any consideration ? Clyde ? No, he least 
of all. She had always been afraid of 
him. She would always be. Where was 
he? Why did he not write to her? It 
was horrible, this feeling that he was 
about her, watching, waiting his time to 
be paid for his part in the low game they 
had put upon Bruce. Of course, he 
would want to be paid, but, after all, he 
was a man of intelligence, he would 
know too much to demand the impossi-
ble. But why didn't he show his hand? 

A t the sound of a step approaching 
she threw the cigarette out of the open 
window and was sitting at her desk, writ-
ing, when the maid entered. 

" F o r madam," said the woman, and 
placed on the table a huge, ribbon-bound 
box, from the end of which protruded the 
stems of roses. The servant withdrew 

E f a l e arose and took out the flowers, 
with her husband's card attached. At 
the line on it saying he would be unable 
to return to luncheon, her eyes grew kind 
with a sort of a whimsical pity She 
touched the huge scarlet roses with gentle 
hands, then, taking tkem in her arms, 
went to the window. Beneath her nu-
merous flags, indicating the presence of 
some foreign potentate in the hotel, 
whipped in the breeze. Still below the 
gay crush of the avenue moved. 

H o w thoughtful he was ! Did he sus-
pect? Was it possible that he could be 

blind? Yet, after all, he was simply a 
boy How alive the avenue looked! She 
yawned. She had only had a puff of that 
last cigarette. There was time for an-
other She went to the desk, putting 
down the roses. A s she dropped them 
her husband's boyish scrawl fastened to 
the stems attracted her glance. Slowly 
she closed the desk and locked it. Pick-
ing up the flowers, she crossed to the 
window and put them in a vase. 

Later in the afternoon the weariness of 
doing nothing in the gilded atrocity of 
her rooms forced her to dress and de-
scend to the library In a secluded cor-
ner of the huge, scarlet apartment she 
took her seat. Her quiet dress and the 
open book on her lap served as a shield 
from the drifting crowd of well-dressed 
provincials. Brilliantly attired ladies, sin-
gly or in groups, were scattered about 
on the chairs and divans, seemingly for 
no purpose than to satisfy bucolic 
curiosity She found a certain relief in 
observation of the specimens of human-
ity presented to her gaze. Finally an 
eruption of gorgeously attired females 
swept in from a nearby room, in which 
a musical afternoon given by a once fash-
ionable tenor had just concluded. Be-
neath the foam of flowers and plumes, 
here and there, faces which she had seen 
in periodicals devoted to fashion told 
Efa le that the tenor still retained some of 
his smart patrons. The details of the 
toilettes sweeping by absorbed and inter-
ested her Having come from a world 
that judges only by externals, she natur-
ally concluded that these gorgeously ap-
pareled creatures represented the soci-
ety with which she had dreamed of min-
gling. The absolute isolation which 
followed her marriage had shown the girl 
that matrimony was not the sponge upon 
life's slate that she had thought it. It 
had not been hard to deceive her young 
husband. She was a good actress and 
some trait in her obscure progenitors 
tended toward domesticity, but not the 
domesticity of idleness. Had she duties 
to fill her days, the longing for the aban-
doned gaiety would not have been so 
incessant. Her husband was being ini-
tiated into the huge business left by his 
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grandfather, from which his parents' dis-
pleasure at his marriage could not legally 
oust him. But the wife had nothing to 
occupy her empty time in the vast imper-
sonal caravansary where they made their 
abode. It was from a very dangerous 
procession of unoccupied hours that she 
watched and envied the women who, tb 
her thinking, had such an active social 
life. One in particular, a handsome, 
stately woman in long sables and pale 
gold velvets, noticed the intentness of 
her gaze and made a half pause, as 
though she partially recognized the g i r l , 
then, with a start of absolute recognition, 
hurried on. The woman was Blanche 
Gerry. 

Outside under the iron marquise and 
for a block down Thirty-fourth street the 
vehicles of the patrons of the music were, 
in a desperate tangle. Al l the exits of 
the long awning were packed with gaily 
dressed femininity A clamor of shrill, 
nasal female voices of the kind only to 
be heard at the functions of this hotel 
mingled with the shouts of the footmen 
and chauffeurs. Mrs. Gerrv drew back 
in dismay and irresolution. She was com-
batting a sudden impulse to return and 
speak to the girl, whom she had recog-
nized as the one Clyde Courtright had 
so cynically referred to as being almost 
the same age as her dead daughter Her 
motor car was hopelessly laboring to 
reach the curb through a tangle of 
equipages. 

" T h e Thirty-third street door, Brown, " 
she said to her footman and, turning, re-
entered the hotel. 

The girl was so young and looked so 
lonely! And what chance could she have 
had with such a father! Twenty years ! 
What could not have happened during 
that time ? What she must have seen and 
heard ! W a s it too late ? Twenty years 
—just the age of her own daughter 

She entered the library The girl still 
sat in her lonely corner V e r y quietly 
Blanche Gerry crossed to her and held 
out her hand. 

" M r s . Macclesfield," she said, with a 
little smile. E fa le ' s blue eyes rose to 
hers. The heart of the older woman 
began a little quickened beat, yet not a 

shade of any emotion but of pleasant 
friendliness showed on her face. For a 
moment young Mrs. Macclesfield hesitat-
ed, then, with a deep blush, she recog-
nized her The older woman's trained so-
cial instincts told her that this was the 
moment to attack the girl 's prejudices 
and suggested the manner in which it 
must be done. Seating herself by Efa le ' s 
side, she began very earnestly and gen-
tly 

" M y dear, I saw in the papers that you 
had married a boy of whom I am very 
fond. He and I came to be great friends 
at the seaside last winter Won't you 
let me be a friend to you, too?" 

This remark would have covcred Bruce 
"with astonishment. His acquaintance 
with Mrs. Gaylord-Gerry had been con-
fined to seeing her at a distance in his 
mother's drawing room, but it served its 
purpose with E f a l e , or, possibly, the 
sweetness of this stately woman's man-
ner spoke to her loneliness. A soft, little 
smile grew in the blue eyes of Mrs. Mac-
clefield as she said -

" I want all Bruce's friends to like me, 
but they never come around now that he's 
married me." 

"Which shows that her social training 
should be taken in hand at once," thought 
the older woman. But aloud she said, 
" Y o u must come to tea with me now " 

Efa le rose with quick delight at the 
prospect of someone to talk to. Her life 
had trained her not to regard with too 
much humiliation such memories as that 
of their last meeting at the seaside. 

"Let ' s go into the Turkish room. It is 
so swagger Lots of swell people take 
tea there." 

Blanche shuddered. The child ought 
to be removed from the vulgar influence 
of this hotel at once. What could her 
husband be thinking of to bring her here? 
And her father, who had apparently not 
given a thought to her training. Prob-
ably she had been left always to the care 
of cheap servants, poor, little, unwel-
come accident that she was ! H o w pretty 
she was, too. and not common, despite 
her ignorance. Twenty years of him— 
poor child! 

"Here ' s the room," said E f a l e with al-
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most the pride of a hostess. The older 
woman gave an involuntary recoil from 
the gar ish horror of the place. Several 
hard-faced, brightly colored women re-
garded her intently They recognized 
her and knew of her social prominence. 
A stout person in scarlet satin, whose 
fat5 idle hands had obviously once washed 
dishes in some provincial outer darkness, 
bent forward to examine the way the gold 
velvet was constructed. Blanche turned 
to the girl. 

" M y dear," she said, " I want to take 
von to mv house. We can chat quietlv 
there." 

E fa le was disappointed. To play hos-
tess in public to this undoubted person-
age would have been pleasant. The 
thought of being in her house, with 
haughty butlers criticizing the way she 
ate, frightened her Yet , as she did not 
know how to refuse, she went. The ex-
perience was a pleasant surprise. Every-
thing in the great house to which she 
was taken spoke of harmony and peace. 
To sit beside a warm hearth in the dusky, 
spacious luxury of a great room where 
the very stillness signified a life new to 
her, the quiet and security of a home, 
and be treated as a friend by a woman of 
breeding was an absolute surprise 
to the girl. Nothing in all her 
hard young life had even suggested 
this. And as she was, despite her 
experience, very young and the woman 
beside her skilled in all the arts that win 
admiration, it was not surprising that the 
girl felt her heart go out to her in a great 
wave of youthful adoration. 

"Oh, if I could only be like her !" 
thought Efa le . 

The deft unconsciousness with which 
the woman manipulated the tea tray, the 
ease of the smooth machinery of service 
that brought and removed it, even the 
way in which the servants lit the lamps 
and drew the curtains, all impressed the 
girl, sitting in a shy reserve that masked 
her curiosity 

" Y o u must take pity on me and let me 
see you again," said Blanche at parting. 
" I am an old woman, and a very lonelv 
one." 

The girl took the hand held out to her. 

Suddenly she made a clutch at her reso-
lution. 

"Mrs . Gerry , " she said, timidly, " I — 
I don't know how to say it. But I love 
Bruce, and I want to be a wife he can— 
what I mean to say is, I don't know—the 
little things. Would you show me how 
to—to be like you are?" Her eyes were 
unconsciously pleading for her 

Blanche Gerry took her very gently in 
her arms. 

" I will, my dear, as I would my own 
daughter if I had one," she said. 

"Thank y o u ! " said Efale , tremulously 
When the girl had gone the older 

woman sat looking into the heart of the 
red logs. 

" I don't care," she thought. " I know 
he will stop her coming when he finds 

, it gives me pleasure. I don't care. I 
' will fight him." 

Young Mrs. Macclesfield returned 'to 
her hotel. A sense of weariness was 
upon her Mrs. Gerry had been kind, 
but. after all, she wished she had not 
gone with her How hopeless it all was! 
A lie—a cheap trick she was playing 
upon her husband and this new-found 
woman, who had been so sweet. The 
chains of her old life closed about her 
again. He—Courtright—where was he? 

" A person to see madam," said the 
maid, opening the door of her suite. 

\\ ith a sudden catch of the heart. Efa le 
entered the drawing room. Courtright's 
valet stood there. On the table was an 
open box of orchids and violets. 

"Oh, Ory let ! " she said. Her tone had 
a note of friendliness for this haggard, 
yellow-faced man who brought sharply 
hack memories of London. Clyde had 
been in her dressing room one night at 
the music hall where she was posing in 
pictures designed after a noted artist's 
work and he had listened while the poor 
wretch had stammered out the fact that 
he had just lost his job as doorkeeper 
With one of his offhand, momentary im-
pulses of kindness, he had given him a 
sum of money Finding E fa le had known 
him for some years as the keeper of a 
boarding house where she had lodged and 
that he had been kind to her, he gave 
him from time to time other sums. Upon 
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the linai smash of his fortune, when 
Clyde was -lingering in shabby London 
lodgings, the fellow had come to be a sort 
of valet and when, in the sudden burst of 
prosperity which came every quarter day, 
Clyde took E fa le to America, he had 
taken the man also. 

"What is i t?" questioned the girl. 
"Where is he?" 

Orylet gave her a letter. 
"This is farewell ," she read. " I have 

secured a commission from an Asphalt 
Company to go to Hondouras and attend 
to some little political affairs for them. 
It means living there or in Paris for 
some years. Adieu, my little daughter 
My regards to my son-in-law 

" Y o u r ever-loving Father " 
Still carrying the note, she went to the 

window The lights of the avenue were 
beginning to shine, yet high above the 
opposite buildings the sky was a 
/.arm, tender blue. A wind blown from 
brown hillsides all abud with spring 
seemed wafted to her. How pretty the 
world was—how full of promise! She 
had done him wrong—he had his code, 
too. He was no blackmailer A scoun-
drel, yes , but a gentleman also. 

A movement from the man at the table 
recalled her. 

"There is no answer," she said. She 
did not notice the sombre eyes fixed on 
her. She could think of nothing but 
that she was free. 

"Won't you say good-bye?" said the 
man. 

"Good-bye, Orlyet! And good luck !" 
she smiled in kindly farewell. 

He looked at her, hesitated a moment, 
as if about to speak. 

"What is i t?" she said. 
"Nothing—good-bye, and good luck!" 

and he departed. 
She tore the note into bits and ch opped 

the fragments into the vase where she 
had hidden the cigarette stubs. The maid, 
passing through, lighted the dressing 
room for the evening toilette. 

"Antoinette!" said young Mrs. Mac-
clesfield. 

The woman appeared in the illuminat-
ed doorway. " Y e s , madam!" 

" Y o u may have those flowers on the 
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table. Their sceni. is too oppressive;— 
take them away . " 

The woman departed with the box. 
Going to a vase that held a mass of scar-
let roses, E fa le buried her face in them. 

C H A P T E R VI . 

The changes of time are subtle things 
to those who experience them. Had any-
one been privileged to ask young Mrs. 
Macclesfield what difference the four 
years of her married life had made in hex-
she could scarcely have told them. That 
there was a vast difference from the girl 
of former time was evident as she waited 
in her drawing room for the announce-
ment that her carriage was at the door. 
Someone, it was evident, must have taken 
immense pains with the social education 
of young Mrs. Macclesfield. There was 
an air of perfect finish that could have 
come only with infinite polishing; but, 
after all, a poor surface cannot take a 
high gloss, and the fact that E fa le had 
the polish showed that the texture had 
been fine enough to produce it. Also, the 
gentle air of sweetness, which formerly 
had been simply a veil assume to please 
the masculine demand, was now unmis-
takably natural. The door had just closed 
on the cause of the change in E f a l e — 
three-year-old Bruce Macclesfield, J r . — 
and his voice could be heard conversing 
with his nurse as he departed for a prom-
enade in the park. The light called up 
by his presence still lingered in Efa le ' s 
eyes. Her early prettiness had crystal-
ized into beauty of a subtle, spiritual 
quality that made people call young Mrs. 
Macclesfield a woman of infinite charm. 
She was spoken of as "that beautiful Eng-
lish girl that young Macclesfield mar-
ried," and was commonly supposed to be 
of a good, provincial, British family The 
powerful social influence of Mrs. Gaylord 
Gerry had introduced her to society, and. 
as under the older woman's deft hand, 
her shyness changed to reserve and as 
she was unmistakably beautiful and very 
rich, she came to make for herself a niche 
in the great temple of Mirth. The birth 
of the grandchild had reconciled Bruce's 
mother, so it was from a very easy place 
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in the security of wealth that young Mrs. 
Macclesfield regarded the world. Of 
Courtright she heard nothing. He was 
as absolutely gone from her fife as 
though he never existed. He had been 
tired of her, and glad to be rid of her, 
and had departed. There were times 
when her hard girlhood seemed simply a 
dream to the young mother Every year 
the dream grew fainter. She came to 
feel secure. There were often days when 
she was bored bv respectability, but she 
still was happv in the love of her hand-
some husband, and when the baby came 
and with it the wonder of maternity her 
life was so full that all desire for the 
things she had once enjoyed passed away. 
The child became a passion with her, 
An almost fierce desire to justi fy and 
retrieve her life for its sake possessed 
her Gradually the power of habit grew 
upon her until, with the passing of tfhe 
vears. thai" nighty power that once had 
impelled her along the road of reckless-
ness. now guarded her equally in her re-
spectability Today, as she buttoned her 
gloves and waited for her carriage to take 
her to the Plaza, where a musicale. pat-
ronized bv Mrs. Gerrv, was to be held, 
she had the absolute peace of oblivion. 

Driving down the avenue, in the clear, 
cold sunlight of early March, the way 
was often impeded bv blocks of traffic, 
due to the heavy snow now piled in 
mounds that narrow the width of the 
street. The sidewalks had been cleared, 
however, and were jammed with people 
promenading after the enforced seclusion 
of the recent storm. In the park the 
trees, as she passed them, seemed made of 
glittering ice. The sky was a sheet of 
cold, intense blue. E fa le nestled into her 
furs warmly and allowed her thoughts to 
busv themselves with pleasant scraps of 
memory—little details of the apartment, 
of the taste displayed, of which she was 
so proud—how the boy had last looked 
-—her husband—all the little things of her 
life. As her brougham swept around into 
the Plaza a laden snow cart crossed its 
path and the sharp drawing in of her 
horses shook her Glancing out of the 
window to ascertain the cause, she saw 
the cart, which had stopped, and the 

laborers beside it. lifting in the last 
shovelfuls of dirty snow. .One, a boy 
almost, was thinly, raggedly clad in obvi-
ously summer garments, his hands broken 
and bleeding from the cold. The winter 
wind seemed to rush straight through 
the thin clothes and cut at tlie trembling 
body beneath. Old memories stabbed 
through Efa le ' s pleasant dreams. She, 
too. had known hunger, cold, all the cruel 
edge of the sword of life. The shivering 
boy was beside the window, and. lowering 
it. she thrust into his hands her little, gold 
purse. 

" T a k e it," she said. " I mean the purse 
also," in answer to his look of numb 
surprise. "There are only three or four 
dollars in it. Take it all." 

A crosswalk was blocked by her car-
riage and staring, sleek, well-nourished 
faces stared at her with curiosity. The 
carriage went on. Some of the crowd 
still stood, commenting and gazing. E fa le 
drew her sumptuous furs about her She 
was cold, and in a strange way afraid. 
She was abruptly conscious that misery 
and suffering still went on in the world 
bevond the warm walls which shut in 
her life. What nonsense that she should 
be a f ra id ! Who would want to harm 
her? Only, she had not thought enough 
of charity. She must pay the high gods 
for their exceeding goodness to her Yes , 
she must speak to Bruce. They should 
do something to help the suffering. How 
selfish happiness made one! 

The carriage drew up at the entrance 
to the hotel, and soon interest in the prog-
ress of the musicale drove all other 
thoughts from her mind. The program 
was long and the short winter's day was 
over when she emerged. It was night. 
The white stone hugeness of the build-
ing towered into the darkness, splashed 
by circles of light from its iron lanterns. 
The waiting equipages were simply inky 
silhouettes marked by their round, glow-
ing lamps. Here and there a ray of 
light touched the brass of a motor hood, 
the silver initial of a saddle cloth or 
fell upon the fur of a robe in the arms 
of a footman. Over the park the night, 
was pierced with the clear pin points of 
the cold stars. On the Plaza white and 
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yellow electric lights shone clear cut in 
the dry, icy darkness. 

She had just left before the crowd and 
so stood almost alone under the awning, 
while her footman summoned her car-
riage from the waiting lines. Al l in black, 
from her wide, flat hat to the tip of her 
velvet skirt, showing under her long furs , 
she was a figure to arrest wandering eyes 
in search of female beauty. Under the 
shadow of huge, soft plumes and against 
the rich furs her face shone in enchant-
ing relief of delicate, white skin and 
pretty color. H e r deep-blue eyes were 
still soft with the emotion that the music 
had called to them. 

To the men, one of the newly arrived 
guests of the hotel, who had seen her 
cross the lobby and had followed her out 
under the awning, she seemed absolutely 
dazzling in her fresh, supple loveliness. 
He watched her intently as she entered 
her carriage. Long after the vehicle had 
left he still stood pondering; then he 
entered the hotel. Adjusting his mona-
cle, he scanned the ladies who were now 
leaving the lifts in bright swarms. 

"They none of them can hold a candle 
to her," he thought. " W h o would have 
believed that she would develop such 
beauty? I wonder if I have missed a 
tr ick?" Sauntering into the Palm Room, 
Clyde Courtright ordered tea and brandy. 
Sending for the telephone book, he exam-
ined it carefully and finally wrote an ad-
dress on his cuff . 

C H A P T E R V I I . 

Clyde glanced about the small draw-
ing room with a curious l i ft of the 
brows. Was this Efa le ' s taste? Or could 
she love her husband sufficiently to live 
in an apartment with so little of the 
garish glitter that the class from which 
she came considered luxury. The 
faint rose color of the satin walls only 
showed when a circle of light from one 
of the subdued lamps touched them into 
a pink sheen. Delicate tones of rose 
blushed a shade deeper in the carpet. 
Fine, slender festoons of bronze fell from 
the frieze, a garland of the same metal, 
the full colored mahogany furniture 

struck deep tones of polish brown ; masses 
of carnations in tall, slender bronze vases 
stood on the hearth and contrasted with 
the pink cipolino marble of the graceful 
mantelpiece. A single Boucher, old, rich 
and dim, showed in the chimney breast. 

"Whoever did this has taste," thought 
the man. " B u t E f a l e must have wept bit-
ter tears over it. Not one bit of gilt. I 
will wager she thinks she has married a 
poor man whenever she comes here." 

Clyde had called that evening, an-
nouncing himself merely as Mrs. Mac-
clesfield's father, and had decided to await 
her return f rom the dinner to which he 
was informed she had gone. H e was 
amused and annoyed. T o wait for any-
thing or anyone was to him a bore; still 
he had nothing else to do, so he waited. 
The years that had passed showed plain-
ly, even under the tempered light. The 
face had hardened—long, fine lines were 
beginning to come in it. His eyes, too, 
had the cold, bright look that comes to 
men who gaze much upon pleasure. But 
still he retained, to a remarkable extent, 
the look of youth which had made him 
for years the envy and discussion of the 
clubs. Certain little details showed that 
financially at least time had dealt well 
with him. The jewels of his rings, though 
buried deep in carved gold, were of enor-
mous value. A simple, black silk fob 
held a watch that glittered and scintil-
lated with alexandrines and rubies. Be-
sides all these material indications, there 
was an absence of the care that always 
lurks behind the eyes of the harassed man 
of luxury. 

The butler entered. 
"Pardon, sir ," said the servitor. " I 

have made a mistake. The maid did not 
change the hall card until just now. I 
find that madam does not return from 
the dinner." 

Clyde rose. A f te r a hard struggle with 
the proprieties of his butlership, the 
stately Groves, for the first and only time 
in the course of his high dignity, valun-
teered a statement that was not in answer 
to a question. This circumstance showed 
the great popularity of young Mrs. Mac-
clesfield with her servants. "Pardon 
again, sir," he said. "Mrs, Macclesfield 
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is at the Stuyvesant Theatre." With this 
remark Groves felt that his dignity was 
shattered; but, as he reflected, one should 
make some sacrifices to unite a father and 
daughter. 

Clyde arrived at the theatre during 
the second act, but, scanning the boxes, 
failed to find Efa le . He was intensely an-
noyed and about to go, when the sight of 
a double row of empty chairs near the 
front of the crowded house told him some 
party was late. Seating himself upon a 
cushioned bench in the foyer, he proceed-
ed to watch the entrance door. The 
house was in almost total darkness. Over 
the glass screens behind him came the 
voices of the players, strained in some 
theatrical emotions. 

" W h y had he come here, following a 
woman he had discarded?" he pondered. 
Outside all the gay city night was wait-
ing for him. In his check book lay the 
key to all it could offer. Yes , it had been 
a fortunate thing, that asphalt venture. 
Where was she? And how in the name 
of the high gods had she been able to hold 
up the bluff? W h o would have thought 
she could turn out to be such a beauty? 
Was it a sign that he was getting to be 
an old fool that he followed her here? 
No, he would have followed the woman 
he had seen this afternoon at any time 
of his life. 

The door to the foyer opened, a bright 
square of light in the dark ; through it 
came the late theatre party. He saw 
the delicate tones of sumptuous cloaks, 
a glitter f rom jewels ; then the door 
closed and the group went by him, rus-
tling and whispering through the dark-
ness. H e could not distinguish her. Could 
he be mistaken after all, he wondered. 

The party seated themselves and the 
act passed to its climax. A s the cur-
tain descended and the lights rose, the 
foyer filled with chattering groups. Clyde 
stood up and began to scan the audience, 
but was unable to distinguish her. With 
an impatient movement, he turned to go. 

" W h y , Mr. Courtright, this is fine!" 
cried a voice. Bruce Macclesfield seized 
his hand, with hearty ejaculations of de-
light. 

Bruce had admired the man of the 

world with an enthusiasm that was boyish 
in the extreme. The realization of the 
wrong done to Efa le ' s mother had cloud-
ed that first admiration, but as the years 
went by and he found how absolutely the 
father had dropped out of ihe daughter's 
life, he began to sense in this renuncia-
tion a wish to atone to her and sever him-
self and his associations from her pres-
ent. Thus the old distrust melted away 
and he began to find excuses for the man 
who had so charmed him. He never 
spoke of her past to his wife, yet he 
often wondered. The fact that the father 
had cared for the girl pleaded for him. 
Bruce was man of the world enough to 
know how lightly men regard ties of 
blood that are out of the law. Now all 
else was forgotten in the joy of meet-
ing. 

" I ' ve often wondered if you had cut 
us altogether," he said. Suddenly mem-
ory returned. This man was his wife's 
father, but the sight of him brought other 
thoughts which scarcely ever came now 
A little coldness appeared in his man-
ner 

" M y boy," said Clyde, a touch of feel-
ing in his voice, " I knew she was happy 
I wanted to withdraw myself from her 
life to give her a chance. But I was so 
lonely that I felt I must see her." He 
paused to give the unspoken pathos time 
to reach the impressionable nature be-
fore him. 

Bruce hesitated. T o be shut away from 
E f a l e ! T o be lonely for her The man 
had been a scoundrel to her mother, but 
who knew the truth? All his first im-
pulses of liking returned. 

" M r . Courtright," he said, very low 
and quietly, " I do not judge. Will you 
come with me now and meet her?" 

Clyde held out his hand. " N o ; not 
here. Tell her I will come to-morrow at 
four . " H e took the other's hand and 
pressed it warmly. "Bruce , you have 
been good to her. M y boy, thank y o u ! " 

Their hands clasped. Bruce looked at 
the other's face and noticed the deep lines 
that had come in it. " H e is getting o ]d 
and he is her father," he thought, and all 
distrust was swept away. The fact that 
this man was her father, and lonely 
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" B e sure and come. I'll tell E f a l e 
now," he said, warmly. 

" I will come," answered Courtright 

C H A P T E R V I I I . 

E fa le looked at the clock. It was five 
minutes to four. Then she glanced into 
the mirror Her pallor startled her Of 
what was she a fra id? she asked herself. 
She should have expected this. Did she 
think she could escape paying the price 
for happiness and peace? I i i s coming 
now could only mean one thing—money. 
He had held off as long as he could, but 
probably under the pinch of necessity he 
had come to lower his pride. Well, she 
must pay the price. She began to pace 
the floor nervously Her fingers busied 
themselves with a dozen futile, useless 
things—touching the flowers, poking the 
fire, rearranging the ornaments on the 
table. H o w long he was in coming! 
Would he need a great sum? Her sap-
phires ! She could duplicate them in 
paste, and the pearls, too, if absolutely 
necessary. They said false pearls defied 
detection. It must be the pearls then. 
Glancing into the mirror, she thought her 
unaccustomed pallor ghastly and touched 
her cheeks with rouge. 

The sudden realization that Fate's debt 
cannot be outlawed had swept away all 
the bright security of yesterday The 
old life that she had become to think 
of as a dream revealed itself as a remorse-
less reality as soon as his name fell from 
her husband's lips. One by one the slow, 
black hours of the night had turned old 
memories into iron fetters, and these fet-
ters, now heavy upon her, chained her 
down to the grim fact that Mrs. Bruce 
Macclesfield was really E fa le , the girl of 
the studios. The man who held her in the 
hollow of his hand was coining at four 
o'clock to make terms for the peace she 
had thought was hers without treaty. 

The old E f a l e could have confronted 
him much better than the young Mrs . 
Macclesfield, because the girl had had 
nothing to lose, but the very thought of 
what hostage Fate held the sword over 
to-day made the young woman tremble 
with a fear that was physical in its effect 

of sick horror. It was not that she was 
afraid she could not pay him; but after 
the security of years the fact that at last 
she was forced to do so drove the poison 
of terror through her nerves. She knew 
enough of her husband to know that he 
would be pitiless with her because of 
their son. H e had trusted her and mar-
ried her, thinking her the victim of others, 
but if he found that she was herself 
guilty—she closed her mind to the 
thought in panic. A f t e r all, she reassured 
herself, Clyde was a man of sense. He 
would never kill the goose that laid the 
golden egg. Thank God, she had the 
golden eggs to of fer him! 

" M r Courtright is in the drawing 
room, madam," said the butler, entering. 

She dismissed the man and consulted 
the mirror There was no need of the 
rouge now, her ordinary high color had 
returned. She wiped the paint from her 
face, went down the long hall and entered 
the drawing room. 

" A h , C lyde ! " she said. The control of 
her voice and the steadiness of her out-
stretched hand surprised them both. 

" I did not intrude on you at the thea-
tre last night, for I thought you would 
rather see me here," he said, when they 
were finally seated. 

H e had not been mistaken. She was 
beautiful. The slender, supple figure was 
absolutely Greek in its plastic folds of 
gray satin. Experienced connoisseur in 
women that he was, he frankly confessed 
to himself that he had never thought her 
mere girlish prettiness would develop into 
the refined loveliness that now delighted 
his educated animalism. He was very 
glad that he had come, even if under the 
control of her manner he divined her fear 
and dislike. Rather that fear and dislike 
pleased him, too. H e had never cared for 
the pursuit of tame quarry A s they con-
versed he wondered who could have put 
on the polish. Of course, she had always 
had a quiet manner and a certain dainti-
ness that might pass for refinement, but 
he was too experienced a social judge 
not to see that a master hand had been at 
work here. H o w ridiculous it w a s ! One 
of the most delicious human jests he had 
ever heard of—this transformation of 
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E f a l e ! E f a l e ! Why, the very name 
sounded like a cheap theatrical program, 
and lo! it belonged to the charming Mrs. 
Bruce Macclesfield! Delicious 1 

The conversation progressed and Efa le 
became more and more puzzled. At last 
she exclaimed, " Y o u said that your Hon-
durian experiment was a success?" 

"Absolutely! W e all made money. 
They realized that it was my handling of 
the president that gave us the concession 
and, strange to say, they showed their 
appreciation." 

What could it mean? A great wave 
of relief came to her. He had not come 
to blackmail her, but only to relieve her 
of the embarrassment his chance meeting 
with her husband would have caused had 
he absolutely avoided them. Gratitude 
shone in her eyes. 

" S h e is much relieved at the thought 
of my success," thought Clyde. "Of 
course, she imagined I had come here 
for money." 

" Y o u are happy here, of course," he 
said, indicating the room. 

"Absolutely, Clyde. It was my chance 
and I have made him happy, too." 

" A h , he is a fortunate fe l low! Not all 
of us have a successful outcome of our 
impulses." 

" I t was no impulse—he loved m e ! " 
Suddenly as she said the words it came 
to her that to even mention their love to 
this man was a sacrilege and an outrage 
upon the husband who had saved her 
With a quick, feminine transmission, her 
fear of Courtright turned to hate. There 
was no place in her l i fe for him. Why 
did he not g o ? 

The butler entered with the tea tray. 
Clyde, lounging in his deep chair, 
watched her slender, white fingers busy 
among the fire-reflecting silver with a 
calm sense of soothed well-being. He 
was perfectly satisfied with the progress 
of the interview. The butler left the 
room, closing the door softly. For a 
few minutes there was silence. The drift-
wood fire crackled merrily, eating at its 
phosphorescent salts. At last she turned 
and looked at him. 

"When are you g o i n g ? " she asked. 
H e smoothed his neat spat gently. 

"What do you mean?" he asked. The 
fire run merrily through his jeweled 
rings. 

" Y o u must realize what I mean—how 
impossible it is that you should come 
here. I thank you for your silence; but 
be kind, g o ! M y husband will return 
shortly. I don't want him to find you 
here." 

"But , my dear, I am your father. What 
could be more proper than father and 
daughter domestically seated beside a 
fire? The picture would adorn any 
home." 

" I ask you to go in kindness " 
" M y dear, I am reminded of King 

Lear 'How sharper than a serpent's 
tooth'—that's the way of the quotation, is 
it not?" 

"Clyde—please. Y o u have been good 
to me, but can't you see ? Can't you real-
ize what the very sight of you brings 
back? Clyde, I am done with all that 
horrible, miserable time. Please—please 
be kind and go. It surely is not much to 
ask. Why won't you do as I wish?" 

"Because, for one thing, belle petite, I 
am comfortable. I dislike to move when 
I am comfortable. Please give me tea." 

Silence again, broken only by the rattle 
of the cups under the trembling fingers. 
At last, " Y o u always loved to torment 
people. Y o u have the ability, but what 
can you gain here?" 

Dusk had fallen and the fire now 
touched them with crimson ouline against 
the darkness. His monacle took the light 
like a great, glittering eye of red. 

" I t amuses me to see you as a hostess," 
he replied. " N o w , for years you have 
been sheltered, rich and happy, all 
through me. During that time I have 
been poor, pinched, debt hounded, in peril 
of my life. Now I ha"Ve some money and 
I come back, but I still find the doors 
closed in my face. I crave what is my 
right—gentle surroundings, the associa-
tion with gentle fo lks ; in short, my dear, 
there comes a time in the life of a man 
when he would gi ve a thousand gay din-
ners for one cup of tea beside a lady's 
fireside. Y o u see, Efa le , my compliment 
to you. Here is the fireside. Believe me, 
the social outer darkness is very cold to 
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those who have known the world other-
wise." 

"What do you mean ?" 
" I mean, my dear, that your hospitality, 

though not freely proffered is neverthe-
less delightful." 

" Y o u can't expect me to have you here 
in my husband's house—you can't expect 
i t ! " 

" Y o u r husband likes me." 
"Don't you understand? Can't you 

comprehend ? I love him, I tell you. Y o u 
can't stay here. You'll go, and go n o w ! " 
She rose in the emotional anger of her 
early days. 

The door opened. The butler entered 
and proceeded to light the lamps. A s 
the man took up the tea things Clyde 
said • 

"What a charming room, my daugh-
ter ! Is it your taste ?" 

The door shut behind the servant. The 
woman reseated herself. Her control re-
turned, but her quivering hands and tap-
ping foot told of the struggle with anger, 

" Y o u might just as well understand," 
drawled the man, "that I see no reason 
why I should consider you. You have 
simply carried through a superb b luf f ; 
but do not go under the impression that 
you can bluff rne. I have no illusions 
about women of your type. You have 
simply found an easy livelihood, that by a 
trick happens to be respectable. But you 
have gained not one whit in my eyes by 
your trick. I know you as I know a'J 
the women of your particular class. Y o u 
look very sweet and innocent, my dear, 
but looks, like beauty, are very thin— 
only the depth of the skin, in fact . " 

She made a movement of shuddering 
anger. His cold voice continued its lan-
guid flow. 

" I don't mean or wish to be unkind, 
but I do not choose that the girl I picked 
up in a cheap studio shall criticise my 
character as if she were my own daugh-
ter. M y dear, you were my mistress. 
Before that you were " 

" S t o p ! " she cried, in an outburst of 
anger. " I won't hear it—you shali not ! " 
She sprang up. Before the cruel coolness 
of his smile her anger faded. She began 
to tremble. 

"Clyde," she pleaded, holding out her 
hands, "Clyde, you know how it was. I 
admit I tricked him. It was a cheat, I 
even admit all you say, though I could 
tell you that I was only sixteen; but even 
if I was, I 've changed. I have—I have, 
truly. Please don't be hard on me. If I 
have offended you, if I 've made you 
angry, I 'm sorry. I 'll do what you say— 
anything you say to make up to you for 
what you've done for me. I 've got beau-
tiful pearls, Clyde, and sapphires " 

H e stopped her with a shrug. 
" Y o u also have a case of coming hys-

terics. Control yourself. Now that 
you're up, please hand me that match-
box 011 the table." 

With a struggle, she controlled herself. 
Slowly she went over and picked up the 
box. He heard one faint, little, choking 
sob, then she came back and handed the 
matches to him with a curious weariness 
as of one who returns to a heavy, hope-
less burden. Clyde Courtright had had 
much experience in the control of women, 
but never such a success as this in break-
ing them. It was the E f a l e of the stu-
dios who stood by the mantel. 

" M y child," he said kindly, "you force 
me to be cruel, but I will be so no more." 

" Y o u don't want money—what do you 
want ?" she said, wearily She knew what 
he wanted. What did all of the men of 
the horrible, old days want with such as 
she? E fa le of the studios! And now 
she knew that from the first this was what 
she had always feared—this was the price 
of peace. 

H e stood up. Her slender figure in the 
gleaming satin, the firm swell of her 
shoulders, the blue-black wave.? of her 
hair, each subtle color and delicate tone 
of her lovely young womanhood called 
to him. The youth of her drew him with 
all its mighty force. 

" E f a l e , " he whispered, " I want noth-
ing other than that you do not shut me 
wholly out of your life." H e came to her. 
His eyes played over her. intoxicated with 
the enchantment of her flowerlike loveli-
ness. A s she saw him draw near she 
was dumb, cowed with the awful weight 
of the old times. She was nothing but 
(be little thing of the town's pleasure. 
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bound tight in the ropes of her old sins, 
there for his taking. His hand slid up 
her arm. A step sounded in the outer 
hall. Suddenly the woman sprang back, 
alive, quivering with loathing. Her blue 
eyes expanded with hate. 

" L e t go of m e ! " Her whisper was 
manlike in its fierceness. " Y o u — i f you 
touch me, I'll kill you! That is my hus-
band now." 

The door opened. Glowing and vigor-
ous from the cold, Bruce entered. She 
ran to him and quickly grasped both his 
hands. 

" W h o do you think is here, dear?" she 
cried, in a high, gay tone. " M y fa ther ! " 

The young man came forward with a 
bright heartiness. 

" M r . Courtright. I am so glad to see 
you in our home," he said. 

C H A P T E R I X . 

" Y o u look tired, E f a l e . " 
" I am not, Bruce. May I see the 

T imes?" And young Mrs . Macclesfield 
hid herself in that newspaper from the 
questioning eyes of her husband. She 
was not tired. A wan lucidity bathed 
every corner of her mind. Outside the 
high windows of their breakfast room 
the bright, clear morning sun showered 
diamondlike upon the icehung boughs 
of the park. Beneath the bare trees the 
white slopes were drawn over with direct 
sharp shadows of clean blue. Over the 
snowy roofs of the city the Hudson shone 
like a band of turquoise. 

" W h a t is to be done?" she asked her-
self feverishly, and the monotonous an-
swer came back, "Nothing. " The man 
held her absolutely in the hollow of his 
hand. What mercy could she expect from 
him? She knew to her sorrow how typi-
cal he was of the kind of men she had 
known before her marriage. His atti-
tude was theirs—one which held women 
like herself as cheap as dirt. They were 
merciless in their cynical disregard and 
disbelief that any woman of her class, 
created by a wise Nature for their amuse-
ment. could hold values of life other 
than mercenary. 

" E f a l e " said her husband. 

" Y e s , Bruce. " 
"Dear , I don't think you were very 

kind to your father last night." 
"Nonsense, B r u c e ! " 
" Y e s . Please put down that paper. 

That 's better. I cannot talk to headlines. 
E fa l e , dear, don't you think that his life 
must be very lonely? Think of our hap-
piness and, besides, he is getting old." 

" M y dear Bruce, please don't discuss 
him." Her voice had a hard coldness 
that was new to him. He glanced at her 
in surprise. " I mean," she said, quickly, 
in answer to his look, " I think I am too 
tired to discuss anything." 

" I know you are." H e rose and came 
round to her, bending his tall shoulders 
above her and looking down tenderly. 
She was so pretty, so delicately frail in 
her loveliness, this wi fe of whom he was 
H> proud! 

" D e a r . " he said, gently. His arms 
slipped about her. She grasped them. 
Her hot, feverish hands clutched his coat, 
as though he were slipping away from 
her. She lowered her head and pressed 
her lips upon his strong hands. 

" W h a t is it? Tell me, Efa le , dear," 
he soothed. Slowly she put his hands 
away and then rose to her feet. 

" I t is nothing, B r u c e ; I am tired. I 
have been going about too much. I — I 
wish we could go away Couldn't we go 
away r 

" W h e r e ? " 
"Anywhere out of this hateful city " 
" Y o u mean you are run down and 

want a breath of Saranac. So do I . I'll 
arrange matters at the office and we will 
start next week. I'll wire for them to 
open the camp. The Adirondacks will 
take all thoughts of nerves out of you." 

She turned to him, her eyes bright, the 
color in her face again. A door was 
opened by a capped nurse. 

"Pardon, madam," she said, "but Mas-
ter Bruce wants to go out and snowball. 
Can I take h im?" 

" I ' l l take him," said his father 'Bring 
him here." 

Ten minutes later E f a l e heard them 
going down the hall. Her dress was 
still disarranged from the clutching of 
'mail hands. The rugs showed deep 
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folds where uproarious little feet had 
kicked them. Her hair had escaped its 
bands and now floated in soft tendrils 
about her face, while her eyes glowed 
with the light of the romp. She listened. 
The father was evidently having enor-
mous trouble with the door handle. A 
childish chuckle of delirious mirth 
reached her , then the door banged. 

E fa le went to the mirror and smoothed 
her hair The blood seemed to tingle 
with the immensity of the relief. Why 
had she not thought of it before? Sara-
nac! That could mean two months, and 
in two months anything might happen— 
anything! She could easily lie in the 
meantime to him: put him off till they 
had left the city She would leave no 
address. She began to hum as she moved 
about the room. The great windows full 
of glittering sun attracted her She de-
cided to go for a ride. Singing, she 
passed into her bedroom. When she 
emerged, furred and veiled, she found a 
basket of violets, with his card, saying 
he would call that afternoon. Clyde 
Courtright was too old a huntsman to 
g ive his quarry breathing time when he 
had it cornered. 

A s he motored up the avenue that 
afternoon Courtright had a feeling of 
pleased well-being. He was so abso-
lutely sure of himself, and of her T o 
do him justice, he was not actually aware 
that his part in the a f fa i r was particularly 
reprehensible. In fact, he regarded him-
self as the girl 's benefactor in that he 
had placed her in the position in socictv 
in which she was. A s for the price— 
well, all things, even virtue, must be 
paid for in this world, sooner or later 
The thought pleased him. A f t e r all, why 
should she care? He would not harm 
her position, and what was she—but 
E f a l e ? He flattered himself he had han-
dled the matter very well—let her see 
that the robe of Mrs. Macclesfield was 
the merest gauze, revealing to him the 
figure of the girl of the studios. Yes , 
that had been quite well done. A f t e r all, 
he had been very good to that girl, and 
she should-realize it. Other men would 
have robbed her shamefully Well, that 
was not bis wav. H e sras a gentleman. 

His motor entered the courtyard of the 
towering apartment hotel. Upon inquir-
ing for Mrs. Macclesfield, he was in-
formed that she was not at home. 

" N o , she had not said when she would 
return," said her butler. 

Courtright got into his taxicab, gave a 
direction to the chauffeur. and was driven 
downtown. 

A n hour later young Mrs. Macclesfield 
stood at the window, as was her custom, 
watching the darkness settle and the 
gradual lighting of the spreading pano-
rama of the city. White arc lights began 
to mark the perspective of the streets. 
Tiny yellow windows were sudden-
ly outlined in tall office buildings. 
The fronts of hotels and theatres began 
to glitter Yel low and white motor cab 
lights darted like fireflies. Above hid-
den Broadway the darkness glistened 
with the million lames of the White 
Way. 

She was wondering if she had been 
wise not to see him. Still it was a day 
gained. She would send him a note ex-
plaining that there had been a mistake 
of the servants. A day—a whole day in 
the game had been won. 

The telephone bell rang. She went 
to the receiver " I s Mrs. Macclesfield 
there?" said Courtright's voice. She did 
not answer H e repeated the question, 
sharply. 

" Y e s , C lyde , it is I ? " she said. " T h e 
wire was crossed. I did not hear you 
at first. And, oh, Clyde," she hurried on, 
"such a stupid mistake of the butler's! 
I was really in when you called, but the 
man neglected to inform me. Y o u see, I 
had said I was not at home, so we could 
be absolutely alone, and he stupidly in-
cluded you in my order." The beating 
of her heart frightened her. She thought 
it must be audible to him. 

"Never mind," said his voice, kindly. 
" I was sure it was a mistake; but you 
looked so badlv last night that I was 
anxious, so I called on Bruce. I am in 
his office now. I am very glad he is 
going to take you to Saranac, but what 
I wanted to ask is, if you felt well enough 
to see me to-night. I promised Bruce to 
look you up. He will be delayed down-
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town at his alumni dinner. May I see 
you?" 

" Y e s . " 
"Thank you! Eight thirty. Bruce, 

your wife is on the wire. D o you want to 
speak to her? " 

C H A P T E R X . 

"A l l that I desire is that you will occa-
sionally dine with me in my apartment. 
An hour or two of your life now and 
then—that is all." 

" A l l ! " she repeated the word, a faint 
satirical smile trembling over her fright-
ened pallor. 

The man threw his cigarette into the 
fire. His calm strength of mastery, the 
feeling of iron power which he had made 
her feel ever since the first moment of 
the interview, enabled him to disregard 
these feeble flutterings of her broken 
wings. The quarry was in the trap, and 
they both realized it. 

" A n d if I do not come to-morrow night 
my husband will receive a letter from you 
in the morning's mail?" she asked, very 
calmly 

His gesture was an assent. 
"Suppose he comes and kills y o u ? " 

she continued, her hands busy with the 
photographs on a small table, by which 
she stood. 

" W h v suppose what will not happen ?" 
" W h y not?" 
"Because you will come." 
" Y o u are so sure, then ?" 
" M y dear, what is the use of this dis-

cussion ? Listen to me, Efa le . Again I 
tell you, all I ask you is a few hours of 
your life. A s fa r as your life with him 
is concerned, that can go on the same 
as ever. M y dear child, how ridiculous 
to have this long scene over nothing!" 
He bent over the lamp, lighting another 
cigarette above its chimney. A f t e r a 
draw or two he continued, " N o w . my 
girl, look at this from a sensible view-
point. I surely deserve some considera-
tion, since I have been such a fool as tc 
fall in love with you again." 

" S t o p ! " she said, sharply. 
" W e l l ? " he inquired, eyebrows raised 

in question. She seated herself and rest-

ed her head wearily against the back of 
her chair. 

"When shall I come?" she asked. 
" A t seven. Tell your husband that you 

dine with me. You can be back here by 
one." 

" I didn't ask you what time I should 
be back." 

"But , you see, I will arrange all that. 
Y o u may trust me." 

" I t will be unnecessary. I am not 
coming back here." 

H e looked at her sharply. "What do 
you mean?" he demanded. 

" I mean that this is over Whfen I 
leave here to-morrow it is fo rever ! " 

" M y dear child, don't be a f o o l ! " he 
soothed, kindly. 

"That ' s what I won't b e ! " she cried, 
twisting her body so that her eyes poured 
all their hate into his. " I have been a 
fool. Now it's over. I 'm done!" 

"This is nerves," he smiled. 
" N e r v e s ! " she cried, and her voice, 

though low, had the ring of passionate 
contempt and scorn. " N o , it is not that. 
I have been a fool to think that a woman 
such as I , fresh from the hands of a man 
such as you, could play this farce of 
marriage and motherhood. No, I am 
miscast. I belong out there with the 
other women like me, in the theatres and 
the streets, wherever we can buy a living 
from you and your kind. Mother, wife 
—pretty names, but they don't fit me. 
You, as long as you live, will see that 
they don't fit me! Do you think I'll come 
back from you to him ? N o ! When you 
get through with me you can keep me or 
throw me into the street, but I 'm done 
with lies and cheats. God forgive me for 
thinking that I ever could win out any 
way but the way I began—the only way 
that men like you make it possible for us 
to begin. Oh, I don't blame you! I 'm 
only the studio girl to you, but to him— 
to h im! " her voice broke in a wail. Her 
face buried in her hands, she sobbed, but 
quietly, as if she fought with each sob 
to strangle it. 

H e glanced down at her, some slight 
softening in his face. Good Lord, how 
impossible women were! A f te r all, what 
was he asking of her that many women 
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in the set to which she had come did not 
barter away as lightly as if it were simply 
part of the routine of life's pleasures. 
Still her life had been hard, no doubt of 
it, and—well—the gates of the Geisha 
gardens of pleasure stood open. In flocks 
and droves the soiled doves that were 
made for nothing in the world but men's 
amusement waited his coming. 

"Well , my dear gir l , " he said, in a 
friendly tone. How beautifully the light 
touched the silken wonder of her hair, 
and the young live curves showed firm 
and true through her soft gauzes. The 
white, slender fingers were tipped with 
nails colored like the heart of a pink rose. 
His jaw set. " Y o u come at seven," he 
continued. " Y o u will be more sensible 
to-morrow. N o w I will say good night." 

H e left her. For a while her shoulders 
continued to shake, then she got up and 
left the room. Passing down a long cor-
ridor, she came to a door Gently she 
turned the handle. Inside a shaded night 
lamp showed white walls and rugs. On 
the deep frieze, Puss-in-Boots yell.ed for 
help, Red Riding Hood argued with the 
wolf, all the merry company of the fairy 
tales frolicked in the dim shadows near 
the ceiling. T h e woman stood listening. 
Gradually the sound of gentle breathing 
came to her. Entering the room, she 
closed the door 

Clyde Courtright walked briskly across 
the Park. His feet crunched the packed 
snow of the walk with a sharp sound. 
The icy boughs cracked in the iron cold. 
High above, the stars shone like bright 
points of tiny knives. H e had recovered 
from his momentary compunction. 
Women were always the same, and love, 
like driftwood, burns all the brighter for 
the salt from a tear. Of course, she 
would not leave her husband. He rather 
liked the young fellow. H e was quite 
willing to share her with him. 

"Real ly , I am quite a charitable per-
son," he thought, and his eyes half shut, 
seeing in memory the soft richness of her 
hair in the lamplight. 

A s he left the park at the Plaza a 
wretched bundle of shivering rags came 
beside him and whined. With an exclama-
tion of disgust, Courtright hurried on. 

but, overmastered by the impulse of hun-
ger, the beggar laid his hand on Court-
right's sleeve. The fingers were broken 
and bleeding with frostbite. With an ex-
clamation of annoyance, Clyde shook him 
off. Suddenly behind him came a raving 
of curses—a broken torrent that abso-
lutely astonished him by its passion. He 
paused and turned, but maddened by 
his sufferings and the cool smile of the 
fur-coated gentleman, the wretch cursed 
on, his thin voice quavering into breaks 
and gasps of silence. Clyde's face showed 
an amused wonder. Thrusting his hand 
into his pocket, he threw a bill on the 
snow. The bare, blood-caked hands 
snatched up the money, and the outcast 
shuffled off into the night. The tears still 
ran down his cheeks, and in a sort of 
coma the man mechanically continued to 
curse his benefactor, the bill clutched in 
his hand. 

Clyde Cortright stood in his bed-
room, tying the cords ol his dressing 
gown. The valet was placing a brandy 
and soda tray on the table beside the 
reading chair. The dim light made the 
servant's face look like parchment, yel-
low, seamed and cracked. Deep brown 
shadows were under the sunken eyes. 

" I wonder how long he can possibly 
last at the drug , " thought Cortright. 
"Cur ious study, still I must get me a 
decent man as soon as I have time. I 
suppose I only keep him from habit. 
Strange how strong old habits are with 
me. G o d ! H o w beautiful her hair was 
in the lampl ight ! " 

C H A P T E R X I 

E f a l e leaned back against the cush-
ions. Through the windows of the 
brougham the great white arch stood in 
delicate relief against the sea mist that 
was creeping gradually over the further 
side of Washington Square. It had 
come from the wide stretches of cold 
ocean and now ravenous and stealthy-
it stole over the city, bringing with it 
gradual lowering of lights that told of 
end of the day. Night crept behind that 
mist, the night that meant she must go 
to him—pay the price for her happiness, 
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ilie price that Fate had always meant 
she should pay. A jingle of harness, 
the stamp of an impatient hoof showed 
that her horses resented standing in the 
cold. On the high white marble steps 
of the red brick house her footman wait-
ed the opening of Mrs. Gaylord-Gerry 's 
door. T h e houses across the square 
were merged into a blur of shadow 
One high tower rose, like the tower of a 
dream, holding a faint cross against an 
ashen sky. H o w like a dream it had 
been, she thought. T h e days of happi-
ness—the hopes of peace and security— 
now she could see how mistlike they 
were, without substance, shadows, vi-
sions, such as came to all women of her 
class, only to show them what could not 
be. Of what use her coming here now ? 
What could anyone do for her? She 
had thought to steal past the high gods 
with her happiness, but their eyes were 
too keen. Their hands were remorse-
lessly pointing back to the path her feet 
had once trod. The footman was salut-
ing at the door of the brougham. 

" M r s . Gerry is at Garrisons for the 
week end, madam." 

Her heart gave one frightened throb. 
The cold loneliness of the mist-laden 
darkness entered and wrapped her about 
in its folds. Night was coming. Its 
hands were close upon the city, pressing 
down upon it the weight of the dark-
ness, and she was alone in it to pay the 
price. The carriage had turned uptown 
and the sidewalk of the avenue was flit-
ting by the window. T h e sound of the 
eager, stable-bound hoofs made a 
rhythm through her thoughts. 

W h y should she not tell one more lie ? 
He was right, and she would be a 
fool not to. What did one more matter 
when her whole life was a lie? H e r 
hands clenched in her muff . That 
thought proved how far she had gone 
back in the hours since he had re-
entered her life. Al l the principles that 
the happy years had clothed her with 
were stripped from her as if a hand had 
snatched a cloak away. W h y had not 
someone killed him? W h v had he not 

died down there in the tropics ? The 
thoughts were like arms shooting up 
from the black morass of her past, 
clutching at her stumbling feet. 

The lamp-lit, flower-scented stillness 
of her home enfolded her as she entered 
the hall. Through half-drawn curtains 
she saw the warm embers of the library 
hearth; the fire touched the leather of a 
huge chair with a little lozenge of red. 
A man's chair it was, that held worn, 
hospitable arms toward the logs. F o r a 
moment she hesitated, a hand on the 
curtains, then very slowly passed on, 
entered her bedroom, locking the door 
She changed her dress for a simpler one. 
Drawing off her rings, she hung them 
upon the little branches of a vanity rest, 
then, switching out the lights, she seated 
herself at the window and sat dumb, 
motionless, while the clock struck and 
the passing footsteps told of the smooth 
machinery of service revolving its hid-
den course through her perfectly ordered 
home. 

The mist—grey, dense—slid slowly 
over the city, blotting down the lights 
into faint blurs, wet, yellow, nebulous. 
Here and there some gigantic cliff of 
stone rose above it, shining with bright 
windows, but even these began to waver, 
to become faint and at last to vanish 
under the ghastly smother of the fog 
F r o m the river long sirens moaned faint-
ly, as if something gigantic was in drearv 
pain under the grey pall. Finally a mov-
ing blot in the darkness, she groped for 
her cloak, wrapped herself in it, drew 
its hood over her face and moved to the 
door. H e r hand was almost on the knob 
when the sound of small feet drew 
nearer, coming from the corridor. The 
dim black figure of the woman did not 
move. The little feet stopped. The 
door handle was turned, then turned 
again, a small something pressed the 
locked panels. F rom the far end of the 
hall the nurse's voice called. The little 
feet pattered away. She slipped into the 
corridor and swiftly down it to the hall. 
Without a backward glance, she opened 
the door of her home and stepped into 
the outer entrance. A« she closed ffe* 
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door, a gleeful, childish chuckle sounded 
from a far room. 

C H A P T E R X I I 

v .';;•. dc Cortright carefully adjusted the 
candle shades, then bent over the ice-
packed bottles of a wine stand, feeling 
their temperature with the tip of a 
jewelled finger. The valet entered and 
placed a chafing dish upon the table, 
gave a last touch to the dishes upon a 
sen ing stand, readjusted the fall of the 
cloth, then turned to his master. 

" Y o u are quite through—nothing for-
gotten if" inquired Clyde. 

"Nothing, sir " 
"Then you may go, and be sure you 

are not back here for four hours, you 
understand ? Tell the office that the lady 
I am expecting is to come up unan-
nounced. What are you waiting f o r ? " 
—'his sharply, as the man still regarded 
him. The discolored flesh under the 
eyes and the sunken hollows at the 
brows made the grim suggestion of a 
mask more noticeable. The valet went 
between the curtains. In a few moments 
the outer door shut. 

Clyde drew a gardenia from the cen-
ter piece and fixed it in his coat. Glanc-
ing into the mirror, lie adjusted his col-
lar, smoothed a finger tip over each eye-
brow, touched the flower again, then 
poured a few drops of absinthe into his 
hollowed palm and snuffed it delicately 
with a sensuous arch of the brows. The 
fire was a little high. H e placcd the 
glass screen before the flames, consulted 
the tiny thermometer beside the clock, 
then raised the window an inch, drawing 
its curtains. The window was in an air-
shaft of the hotel upon which the win-
dows of all the dining rooms gave. Pass-
ing into his bedroom, he turned on the 
wall lights and examined his face care-
fully in the mirror, then began massag-
ing the wrinkles on either side of his 
mouth. After a minute he paused, turn-
ing his head from side to side to see if 
a different angle made them less prom-
inent. H e frowned, shrugged, dabbed a 
few drops of perfume on his lips and re-

turned to the dining room. A cold bird 
in aspic received his attention ; apparent-
ly some question in regard to it troubled 
his critical mind. Picking up the long 
steel carving knife, he pressed the point 
against the breastbone. The bell rang. 
L a y i n g down the knife, he hurried to the 
door and opened it. She entered. 
Neither spoke. Her manner, as she 
threw off her cloak, was the indifferent 
one of a woman to whom situations such 
as this were old. The calm of her man-
ner and the quietness of her dress dis-
appointed h i ® . H e had hoped to greet 
the brilliant young Mrs. Macclesfield, 
but this apathetic woman in quiet gown 
was Efa le of the studios. Had she come 
to him gay, jewelled, her loveliness en-
hanced bv the costly fabrics that pleased 
his fastidious taste, he would have flat-
tered her by deference, treated her as a 
woman of his own class, but the girl fell 
back too easily into her old ways. He 
was sorry now he had not kept the valet 
to serve the supper His attempts to 
shield her reputation met with very lit-
tle consideration apparently. 

" I s it cold out?*' he asked as he busied 
himself with the cocktails. 

"There is a heavy mist," she replied. 
He held the glass towards her. She 

walked over and took it. He opened 
the cigarette box and put one into his 
mouth, then offered them to her. She 
shook her head and, turning her back 
to him, stood motionless, the glass for-
gotten in her hand. l i e glanced a cold 
question at her, then, lighting the alco-
hol flame of the chafing dish, busied 
himself with the preparation of the 
vol au vent, which he did so well. His 
trained instinct for woman told him that 
the best course now was silence, indiffer-
ence and wine. The candle light smoth-
ered his wrinkles, softened the hardness 
of his face. H e looked very handsome 
with a subtle air of gay elegance most 
becoming. F r o m time to time he glanced 
at her, but did not speak until the dish 
was finished. Then he turned to her 

" R e a d y , " he said. She came slowly 
up to the lighted table and stood beside 
it. The candles cast quaint lights upon 
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the dead paleness of her face, the great 
sombre eyes looked down at him. The 
soft masses of hair faded into the sha-
dows of the shadowy room. T h e power 
of her beauty came over him. His eyes 
lit with a gleam not from the candles. 
H e half rose, but she seated herself 
quietly. 

"Th i s is like old times," he smiled. 
" A n d the old wine, you see." H e poured 
the yellow, bubbling gold into her glass. 
" D o you know, my dear, I never knew 
how lonely I had been until now. Drink, 
Efa le . " 

She obeyed. H e smiled. The difficul-
ties of the situation were only an added 
touch to his perfect content. What a 
delicate texture her white skin had! 
And the hair was nothing short of won-
derful. 

" D o you remember that little cafe by 
the river woods, the one on the Seine— 
the Creche Merkaulere, they called it— 
and that supper we had there by the 
river bank with Saint Cloud in the dis-
tance, touched by the sunset?" 

" I remember," she said. 
" Y o u said the river looked like this 

wine—like gold , " he continued. " A n d 
do you remember our sitting there and 
seeing the boats drifting down through 
the twilight to Par i s? A n d that song 
that fat fellow who sang to you—what 
was the song, can you recall? The 
Parisian journalist—what paper was he 
connected with—was it ' L a Presse? Oh, 
I know what he sang . " 

H e began to hum Ma Belle Lonquin 
as he carved the fowl, while her sombre 
eyes watched his jewelled hands. H o w 
slender and fine they were, not like a 
man's hands at all. Into her thoughts 
came the picture of other hands—strong, 
muscular, young—upon which she had 
yesterday pressed her lips. 

" M y dear, drink another glass of 
wine," said Courtright. The white hands 
pouring the champagne were horrible. 
The jewels glittered on them like little 
lustful eyes. The shine of the long, pale 
nails were like those of a dead man. 
H e r eyes followed them as they picked 
up the carving tools. The light took the 

silver handle of the knife. 
" A n d do you remember the drunken 

waiter who burst in upon us and pro-
posed to marry y o u ? " H o w pale his 
nails were. Did the dead have nails 
like that? 

" C l y d e , " she said, "let me go, please. 
Please let me go !" 

H e put down the knife and, leaning 
across the tiny little table, laid his white 
hands upon hers. 

" L e t you g o ? N o ; I am sorry I ever 
let you go, E f a l e . " Her eyes—great, 
violet, beautiful—looked into his. H e 
saw the motion of her smooth shoulders 
and her hair was like a mist before his 
eyes—a perfumed mist that grew about 
him, saturating his senses. 

" N o , I'll never let you go again, 
E f a l e . " She looked at the hands—the 
pale nails were like those of a dead man. 

" L e t me go, p lease ! " she whispered. 
With a swift movement he rose and came 
around to her She stood up, but did 
not retreat. The tips of her f ingers rest-
ed lightly upon something on the table. 
His hands reached out to her, the pale 
nails taking little dead glints from the 
candles. Nearer they came, and slowly, 
lightly rested upon her arms. They 
looked cold, those hands—like those of 
a thing that is dead. His perfumed lips 
drew to her and he kissed her. Through 
the open window, on the air shaft, came 
the gleeful chuckle of a child. Mist, a 
dead white mist, all about her, with 
something choking in it—something 
that gasped with long, dry catches. 
Something dripped in the mist, too. 

She was holding a knife, a long, red 
stain on it, and there on the floor some-
thing lay—something with white hands 
and pale nails,a dead thing in spite of 
that horrible, living dripping. 

" I knew I 'd do it," she said._ Then 
again, as if in answer to a question, she 
said, " I knew I 'd do it." 

Her cloak and gloves lay on a chair. 
She must go, but there was the knife. 
She could not go until she had hidden 
that. With the uncertain sureness of 
one who walks in a dream, she went to 
a high cabinet and dropped the knife 
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behind it. Then, at its rattling fall, she 
screamed. Catching up her gloves, she 
tried to force one on her shaking hand, 
but it would not go. Everything tied 
her here. H e r feet refused to leave this 
thing that she had done. With a little 
moan, she sank to the floor, and, unable 
to rise from her knees, still struggled 
with the glove. A key turned in the 
outer door and steps were in the hall. 
The woman's hoarse breathing was like 
the sound of torn silk. 

The door opened and the valet stood 
there. Slowly his eyes turned to the 
empty table, then fell to the floor. With 
a quick, cat-like motion, he came to fhe 
body and knelt beside it, his hand inside 
the shirt. Then his eyes turned and he 
saw her, crouched in the corner, still 
trying to force on her glove. 

' " I knew I 'd do it," she said. H e 
looked at her 

" I t was you he waited for this even-
i n g ? " he said. 

" I knew I 'd do it," she repeated. 
" A n d I set the table for v o u — y o u ? " 

He sprang up and came across to her 
" I set it for y o u ! " he said again. 

" G o d ! G o d ! G o d ! " 
H e whispered the word, repeating it 

as if it had some hidden meaning of 
horror known only to himself. She suf-
fered him to raise her to her feet, dum-
bly standing while he wrapped her cloak 
about her and drew its hood over her 
face. Then slowly and gently he led 
her away. The outer door closed be-
hind them. T h e soft candle light bathed 
the thing that lay on the floor and glit-
tered in the silver of the tiny, flower-
decked table. Through the window came 
the happy laugh of a child. 

C H A P T E R X I I I . 

Dead night. The mist lay de<p on 
the city. The empty streets held noth-
ing but its gray shroud-colored vapor, 
saw no movement but its ashen drifting. 
Through the pallid darkness the sirens 
of the river moaned, but faintly and at 
long intervals, as though for something 
that was dying or was dead. Darkness, 

too, in the luxurious apartments of the 
towering hotel ; in the Macclesfield 
rooms, beside the silent hearth where 
the logs lay black and charred, covered 
with ashes, like dead things in a mist. 
Only the striking clocks were alive— 
horribly, remorselessly alive, mercilessly 
striking away the hours, pitilessly telling 
that dawn was coming, the dawn that 
would reveal the black logs, dead under 
their gray ashes and all things that lay 
dead hidden by the mist. Gradually 
the windows formed out of the darkness 
and slowly hour by hour grew pale out-
lined in cold, dim light. From some-
where over the world dawn was coming 
toward the city to take from the night 
its secrets. Suddenly, in the dead pallor 
of the first morning, the telephone bell 
rang. H i g h , metallic, shrill, ceaseless, 
not to be denied by shut doors or sleep, 
the call of the world from the outer 
night that had given up its dead, rang. 
Finally a far door opened. Slippered 
feet slowly came down the hall. In the 
murk a form groped, sleep-deadened 
hands fumbled for the switch. Quickly 
the light rose in the shaded lamps. 
Y o u n g Macclesfield, in pajamas, his hair 
tousled, took down the receiver. 

" W h a t in the devil do you want?" 
Then his words died away His eyes 
grew bright with shock. The color died 
from his face. A t intervals some ex-
clamation of horror or prates: burst 
from his lips, only to be silenced by some 
persistent voice that sounded through 
the room curiously loud and comic, like 
the metallic chant of an imp. A t last 
he hung up the receiver and, passing 
through the dark rooms, came to a 
door, a door that had stood ajar ever 
since the first ring of the telephone, but 
now softly locked at the sound of his 
approach. The door gave upon her 
boudoir, and, as the young husband en-
tered its faintly-perfumed darkness, he 
paused, hesitated, then advanced and, 
with sudden resolution, tapped. 

" E f a l e ! " he called. " E f a l e 1" 
No answer. 
"Efale"— louder—"open the door!" 

He struck the panel gently to arouse her. 
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He knew how lightly she always slept. 
No answer. 
H e called again. The sudden shock 

had disturbed his ordinary poise. But 
now it suddenly came to him that he 
would let her sleep, shield her for an 
hour or two's peace, then he must tell 
her But in the meantime she should 
sleep. H e turned and softly retreated. 
The door of her room was unlocked and 
opened. H e could see the white-draped 
figure faintly in the weird, wan light that 
was almost like phosphorous from the 
pale dawn, for the night at last lay 
dead in the mist. 

" W e l l ? " said her voice. 
H e came to her and took her in his 

arms. Hungri ly her arms closed about 
him. 

" W h a t was that—that telephone ring 
—what was it ? W h y don't you tell me ? 
What was i t ? " 

" I t is your father," he said. H o w 
could he tell her? 

" H e — h e is not dead then?' Her 
voice was a mere dry whisper, low but 
harsh. Not until long afterward did the 
strangeness of her words come to him. 
But here, with her white face in the wan 
light, it seemed that, in some subtle, 
feminine way, she had read his thoughts, 
divined the horror that crept all about 
them, clutching at them like a cold hand 
out of the fog. 

" H e is dead," he said, "he has been 
murdered." 

H e r arms grew tight about him, and 
she hid the ghastly face of terror against 
his breast. T h e telephone bell rang 
again. Its sound drove the sudden sense 
of fear from Bruce 's mind. H e was 
himself again. Alert, masterful, tender, 
he placed her in a chair and forced her 
to drink some whiskey, then summoned 
the servants. T h e first sense of shock 
was gone, but a deeper thing remained, 
a dull, determined anger, for he had ad-
mired the dead man as only is given to 
the young and clean to admire such a 
man as Clyde had been. T h e stricken 
coma of his wife's grief added to this. 
Al l the time he tended and soothed 
her, not daring to leave her, for the mo-

ment she thought him gone, her wild, 
fierce whisper for him would break out. 
Groves told him that the reporters had 
been admitted and, anxious as Bruce 
was for details, he dared not go from 
his wife's bedside. Apparently the social 
strain under which his wife had labored, 
combined with this sudden shock and 
his unthinking announcement of the 
tragedy, had almost affected her mind. 
There was nothing hysterical or loud 
about her grief, only a far more terrify-
ing quietness that made her trembling 
and shaking terror the more pitiful. It 
was not until a doctor had been sum-
moned and had administered narcotics 
that she slept, dropping off with a sud-
denness that told of exhaustion, com-
plete and absolute. 

Bruce listened to her regular breath-
ing, then slowly, gently drew away his 
hand from her loosened grasp. The 
sight of her haggard frailness stabbed 
at him, feeding the cold anger that 
burned for the dead man—the man he 
had last seen so handsome, charming 
and sympathetic, the man who had given 
him Efa le . The house was, though dis-
organized, beginning to return to its 
regular channels of calm service. In bis 
dressing room he found his valet prepar-
ing the shaving service. Through the 
adjoining door came the sound of the 
water falling into the sunken marble of 
his bath. The sudden realization that 
the world was going on almost oblivious 
of the fact of the tragedy stung him out 
of all proportion. Suddenly a desire to 
hear the details of the tragedy overmas-
tered him. Something must be done. 
The dead man lay there with none to 
help him. H e could see every moment, 
clearly and more clearly, how his eyes 
had looked when he smiled, his wife's 
father Well , he would get justice, as 
though it had been his own father 

" A r e the reporters still be low?" he 
asked. 

" Y e s , s ir . " 
"Te l l Groves to send them up and call 

the garage. Never mind the bath and 
shave. Give me my clothes. Tell that 
doctor I wish to see him. H u r r y / ' 



THE HIGHER LAW 
2 ? 

" D o c t o r , " he said to the physician 
who entered, " I want you to stay with 
Mrs. Macclesfield, not to leave her a 
moment while I am gone. Of course, 
you understand that it is necessary for 
me to go. I will telephone from time to 
time during the morning. 

The physician withdrew. Bruce con-
tinued to dress with furious haste, in 
keeping with the pace of his thoughts. 
They had killed hirn, there in his apart-
ments by the supper table, at which he 
had entertained his daughter. H o w long 
had E f a l e been gone before the murderer 
had come?. T h e hall man found the 
door open at four o'clock and discovered 
him dead, so the police had said. The 
police—damn, stupid, heavy moving. 
Of what use were they here? But the 
reporters—yes, that was a good thought. 
They were the hounds for the scent— 
splendid body of trained detectives that 
they were. Well , no son of the dead 
man could work harder than he would. 
H e tied his cravat with a vicious jerk 
and went into his wide, private hall. 

The dainty shaded lamps glowed curi-
ously in the gray light. About the 
blackened, ash-covered logs on the 
hearth, a party of newspaper men whis-
pered. 

"Gentlemen," said Bruce, " I have 
sent for you because I have something 
important to say to you as individuals." 

They drew about him and he con-
tinued : 

" I have the highest respect for you as 
detectives, and personally I o f fer five 
thousand dollars to the first newspaper 
man who gets my father-in-law's mur-
derer." 

A n exclamation broke from the group. 
" Y e s , gentlemen," continued Bruce, 

"this reward is for newspaper men. 
Spread it all through your ranks that I 

» will pay five thousand dollars to the 
man who runs down that murderer." 

Ten minutes afterward, the reporters 
poured from the apartment hotel and 
stood chatting in the courtyard. A hum 
of excitement showed how keen these 
trained news hunters were on the novel-
ty of the recent offer Frank O'Brien 

walked away from the group. Un-
shaven, fat, in dirty clothes and with the 
unmistakable traces of a "hang-over ," he 
looked the least promising of all. But 
F rank O'Br ien was not sent on this 
story by " T h e Morning Mirac le" for 
nothing, and as he plodded on through 
the raw dawn, he was thinking. A blue 
motor brougham hummed by, a lady's 
brougham that always bore Mrs. Bruce 
Macclesfield on her social routine, but 
now it bore her grim-faced husband on 
another matter. O 'Br ien noticed that 
on the front seat a valet sat beside the 
chauffeur. 

" H o w these swells do have to be wait-
ed on," he thought. " I suppose he's tak-
ing him to do the errands. I wonder if 
that other swell had a valet? Of course, 
he did. I guess I'll look him up. May-
be he can give me some points." 

C H A P T E R X I V 

T h e valet was gone, and through all 
the city they were searching for him. In 
all the police stations of the country 
his photograph and description were 
posted. T h e papers were full of his like-
ness and of comment on the crime. The 
mystery was a mystery no longer The 
valet's absence had been the answer as 
to who killed Clyde Courtright. It was 
known that young Mrs. Macclesfield had 
dined with her father that evening for 
the first time after his long absence 
abroad and had left him early, at about 
half-past eight, she said. T h e crime, 
said the police, had probably been com-
mitted about an hour after her depar-
ture, as a boy remembered taking the 
valet up in the elevator at nine thirty 
None of the elevator boys had taken 
him down. They were positive of that 
fact. That a quarrel had taken place be-
tween master and servant was most pro-
bable, said the police. That Courtright 
had been suddenly and unpremeditated!v 
stabbed was suggested by the fact that 
the weapon used had been a carving 
knife, part of the table service with 
which father and daughter had dined. 
Then sudden terror had driven the man 
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away, because neither money or jewelry 
had been taken. 

Bruce Macclesfield threw himself into 
the pursuit with all the grim determina-
tion that was in his blood. At all hours 
and times he was closeted with detec-
tives and newspaper men, ceaselessly 
urging them on the search for the valet. 
Hi s wife's shattered nerves and weak-
ness made him more insistent than 
ever in the determination to avenge her 
father. His office was at all times open 
to any one who had a clue or even an 
idea. His father protested and also sug-
gested that he leave the matter in the 
hands of the police, but Bruce refused, 
he had no belief in the police. 

" I stand in the place of the dead man's 
son, father," he said at the finish of one 
of these long discussions, " and I am de-
termined to find that murderer if I have 
to give the rest of my life to doing it. 
Y o u ' d know how I feel if you could see 
my wife. M y God, father, this has 
nearly killed her I had no idea she 
loved him so . " The discussion dropped, 
but not the young man's ceaseless ener-
gy. Swarms of private detectives were 
called in. The news reward that had 
been confined to the reporters was made 
public and caused wide comment. Every 
young newspaper man in town was in-
terested in the chase. The men of the 
press regarded it as a special compli-
ment to their ability by young Maccles-
field and exerted themselves according-
ly The police, hufFed and humiliated 
under the storm of comment caused by 
the affair, declared war upon the report-
ers. The commissioner tried to exclude 
them from headquarters. Everywhere 
the peculiar action of young Maccles-
field caused discussion, and one of these 
discussions was now in progress in the 
office of the " M o r n i n g Mirac le" during 
the pause after going to press. 

" P u n k , stinko, Bi l l . " T h e shirt-
sleeved city editor tossed to the ink-
daubed, green-shaded art manager the 
picture, a combination of David War-
field and a valet from the Gibson book, 
that a mighty brain had just evolved as 
a likeness of the murderer 

"St i l l , " he continued, " w e got to run 
it. M y G o d ! why ain't there a photo-
graph to be had of h i m ? " 

"Because he probably never had one, 
S a m , " grinned the art manager "That 's 
what makes him so hard to trace—noth-
ing but dope about what he looks like." 

" W h a t I can't understand," said the 
sporting editor, " is how did he make his 
getaway without being seen? There's 
twenty bell hops and hallmen in that 
hal l . " ' 

" Y o u know that c rowd: all sitting on 
benches or flirting with the maids. Any-
one could walk down the stairs of any 
big hotel and hundred to one to his 
being seen. Once he got down into the 
crowd in the lobby, good-bye, toot-toot, 
taka de steamboat, sala away , " and the 
art manager banged the sporting edi-
tor's bald head with the sketch and hur-
ried to another section of the big pil-
lared room where lines of artists could 
be seen at work under droplights. 

"Where ' s Frank O ' B r i e n ? " asked the 
city editor. " D a m n him, he's been no 
good all week—one straight souse. I 'm 
going to put the can on him," he added 
mentally 

Frank O'Brien, very seedy and smell-
ing of liquor, was at that moment urg-
ing another drink on a bell boy out of 
livery in a little saloon upon the west 
side. 

" I told everything I knew to the po-
lice," said the youth in response to a 
final remark of O'Br ien 's , "except this, 
and it ain't nothin' to help 'em, and, if I 
told it, the management would can me." 
H e drank his whiskey. 

O'Brien pounded on the bar H e did 
not seem particularly interested. It was 
not until the round had been brought 
that he said 

"Wel l , what was that?' 
"Wel l , I don't know that it's anything 

to help in findin' him, and it would lose 
me me job if I told. Y o u see, the man-
agement would get sore—it would give 
the house a bad name—but that valet of 
Courtright's hit the pipe." 

" H o w do you k n o w ? " 
" H i s room was next to our dormito:*\ 
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up in the servants' quarters, and I had 
the night shift, so I came by his room, 
and—well, you know the sweet, queer-
like smell of the dope?" 

" Y e s . " 
"Wel l , night after night, when I 'd be 

passin' his door, I 'd get just a whiff of 
it, awful faint, but the dope, you know, 
no matter how much wet sheets and 
sponges you hang about, some of it will 
creep out. H e was a dope, and, take it 
from me, a dope always makes for a 
dope joint when he runs to cover. I 
k n o w , I used to work in the Mossmore 
once." 

T w o hours later O'Br ien and the bell 
boy entered a "honka-tr .uk" on Four-
teenth street, kept by a well-known 
ex-pugilist. The long bar was lined with 
the peculiar representatives of the night 
life that has its being below Fourteenth 
street. Seedy persons, whose prosperity 
had departed with the closing of the 
race tracks ; gentlemen, very browir and 
beady of eye, whose diamonds had a 
true glitter and whose photographs were 
collected by an attentive police; sailors 
talked to the proprietor whose ears had 
been "cauli f lowered" on shipboard in his 
youth; boy soldiers, in long, yellow ser-
vice coats; actors from the ten-cent 
shows—all shouted or whispered and 
drank the stuff served to them by labor-
ing bartenders. F r o m the back parti-
tion came the strains of a tiny band and 
the high-pitched chatter of the street 
women. O'Br ien made his way to a 
group that stood in a corner and touched 
one on the arm. T h e gentleman, a 
youth in diamonds and a fur overcoat, 
whirled with professional swiftness. 

" H e l l o ! It 's you, is i t ? " he grinned, 
in relief. 

" Y e s , Tommy, it's me. Can I speak 
to you a minute?" 

Mr Tommy Finger , well known to 
the Bowery "night man, " as he de-
scribed himself, listened attentively to 
O'Brien, then nodded. 

"A l l right, I 'll do it for you, F r a n k , " 
he said, "but I don't know. I haven't 
heard of any new one yet, and you know 
the news would travel along to me pret-

ty soon—that is, if he had any money." 
His glancing, shinny black eyes spied 
O'Br ien ' s companion. " H e don't look 
as if a brother of his would have much 
coin," he added. 

"Wel l , he's a friend of mine, Tommy, ' ' 
said O'Br ien, "and I want to find his 
brother for him if I can. " 

" A l l right. If he's in a dope hole, 
we'll get him. Y o u know I know every 
one that's anywhere down here." 

C H A P T E R X V 

" M y dear child, now I must speak to 
you and speak plainly. This has got to 
stop." Blanche Gerry gazed with de-
termination at the slender figure stand-
ing quietly against the long curtains of 
the window. 

" W h a t do you mean?" said E f a l e 
wearily. 

The grey-haired woman came to her 
and gently took her hands. 

" E f a l e , " she said, her grey eyes look-
ing directly into the miserable blue ones, 
"what is it? Y o u can't be grieving for 
him—no, don't turn away—what is i t ? " 

"Please , please let g o my hands." 
" W h a t is it, E fa l e , daughter dear ? 

Tell me. " 
" I can't. Y o u — y o u have no right to 

question me. It 's nothing , I 'm upsel 
by the shock, that's al l ." And the slen-
der figure pressed back against the cur-
tains as though to draw as far as possible 
away from the woman who held her so 
firmly H e r head turned to escape the 
searching of the kind, grey eyes. 

" D e a r , " said the other gently, " you 
can't deceive m e , something happened 
when he came back into your life. I 
left you pretty happy, just for a few clays, 
and I come back to find you this way. 
His death could not have done it. Y o u 
always hated him, E f a l e . " 

The girl shuddered and shook her 
head. 

" M y dear, you can't deceive m e ; you 
hated firm. I k n o w ; I hated him, too— 
once." 

E f a l e drew away her hands and, turn-
ing, hid her face in the curtains from 
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the face of the woman who had been the 
only mother she had ever known. 

" I say," continued Blanche Gerry, 
"you could not be in this state for him. 
W h y , my love, he was no father to you. 
Look at the way he treated you—how 
he let you live. Only God in His mercy 
saved you f r o m — f r o m — " She hesi-
tated. 

" I t was not G o d ; it was Bruce , " whis-
pered the girl into the curtains. 
" B r u c e . " 

" A n d baby, " said the other 
With a cry of miser)', E f a l e whirled 

about. " W h a t do you mean by coming 
here?" she cried with a fierce note in 
her level voice. " Y o u — w h a t do you 
know of trouble? H e broke your heart, 
yes, but what do you know of him or 
men like him? W h y , women like you 
never see them as they really are, but 
we—what do we see? The women like 
me, we see men—just men as they a i " , " 
she laughed. 

The other, hurt and bewildered by 
her sudden attack, yet instinctively piti-
ful, watched her anxiously. 

" Y e s , " the level voice continued, 
"that's what we see—men. H e broke 
your heart, y e s , he left you, yes , but 
what then? W h y , you had everything 
about you to keep you from harm, 
everyone pitied you and thought of how 
bad it was for you—yes, and you went 
on living, getting sweeter and sweeter, 
until now you stand there and your face 
is like a saint's. But you didn't earn 
that l o o k ; it was given to you. guarded 
into you. Y o u ' v e no right to it , you 
haven't earned it. T wonder what you'd 
look like now if he'd had you as he had 
—as he had some women I know. Oh, 
I hate you! 1 hate all you sweet, good 
women who think you're decent because 
you want to be, when it's because you've 
had people to look after you. H o w 
many of you would look gentle and 
sweet and pure if you h-uln't? H o w 
many of you would be dee< at it you had 
to fight for it? Y o u think God meant 
you to be g o o d ? God's had nothing to 
do with i t ; it's having people who loved 
you, that's what. We get love, too— 

oh, yes, but it's the kind that men bring 
out in the streets to u s ; and it don't 
make sweet, pure faces when we get old. 
G o ! Y o u and I can't help each other." 
The hard, miserable blue eyes gazed at 
the hurt grey ones that were full of 
pathetic yearning. 

" E f a l e , " said the grey-haired woman, 
" y o u — y o u hurt me. I 've felt as if you 
were my own child. What he did to 
you or what he brought back into your 
life, I don't ask, but please—please don't 
shut me out of it. L e t me help you if 
it's only by loving you. " She took the 
girl 's hands. A l l the maternity that 
death had walled in her heart poured 
out to the girl. What the past had held 
she never had asked, but that it had held 
much she always had been sure. E fa le 
tried to draw away, but the other held 
her hands with gentle firmness. Grad-
ually the girl's bosom began to heave, 
and then, with a little quiver of a moan, 
she sank to her knees, pressing her body 
against the wall. A whimper of animal-
iike torture came through her set teeth. 
Down beside her knelt Blanche Gerry, 
and with tender, soothing words, as if to 
a child, she quieted her until at last the 
whimper ceased. No word came from 
Efale , but her small, strong hands 
clutched the other with a grip that was 
almost agonizing. But the grey-haired 
woman smiled, finding the answer to 
her years of care in thai clutch, and the 
pain of it was sweet to her yearning 
heart. 

It was five o'clock before Bruce re-
turned and was met by the announce-
ment that his wife and Mrs. Gerry had 
been for a motor ride lasting hours. H e 
changed and then sat down in his accus-
tomed chair by the library fire to await 
her return. The day had been long and 
disappointing. Several promising clues 
had failed utterly. The valet seemed to 
'nave vanished into thin air. Bruce 
frowned at In* thoughts. Dusk had come 
and the lights from the flames touched 
his broad forehead, the slender line of 
the nose, and marked with a red hand 
the clean, firm line of the set jaw. He 
was thinking of a little expression of the 
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dead man, some little trick of the brows 
when he smiled that helped make the 
recollection of the handsome, florid face 
very vivid, and with that thought came 
another, the memory of the face as it 
had looked up at him through a sheet 
of glass, very waxen, tired and old, with 
the lines of its age drawn deep into it. 
Well, what a pitiful life that bad been— 
married to wealth, a brilliant social and 
diplomatic career, then everything lost : 
penury, debt—but a gay spirit for it all. 
Then, just as all was recovered, his 
daughter well married, his money re-
turned, life opening before his feet, the 
tragedy, that little square of glass—and 
a single mourner. H o w bitter it was ! 
Well, he would be a son to the dead. 

A bustle outside told him his wife had 
returned, and lie hurried to meet her 
The long hours of rushing through the 
tingling cold had given back her accus-
tomed high color, and, as he kissed her, 
his own eyes kindled at the light in her 
own. The answer of over-driven youth 
to continuous horror had been a sudden 
revulsion of feel ing; and to-night, as she 
sat at dinner opposite her husband and 
saw the calm, considered service of her 
home revolving in its accustomed ease, 
a peace came to her—an unthinking 
sense of protection and joy in all the 
simple natural trifles which made up 
her life. 

Bruce was delighted by the change, 
and showed it in every clumsy, tender 
act. A f ter dinner they sat in his huge 
chair, which could easily hold them both, 
and watched the fire. F rom her to him 
came a gentle, pleading sense of de-
pendence and trust. His arms about her 
seemed like walls protecting her from 
all the horror that had pursued her, 
shutting her into a little city of refuge 
beside his heart. The fire crackled and 
settled into a red waste of embers. The 
tempered lights and flower scents, the 
quiet, ordered stillness of all the house 
laid its hand upon her with its message 
of peace 

" W h a t is that?" said Bruce rising, 
looking toward the window. " W h y , it's 
snow," 

The fire sank into one red bed. 
Against the window the wet snow drove 
with heavy thuds. Gradually a faint 
sound made itself heard above the spit 
of the embers. 

" W h a t is that?" said E fa le , suddenly 
rising to listen. 

" W h a t ? " he asked. H e r hand 
clutched his arm. A faint, dull moaning 
made itself heard. She began to trem-
ble suddenly. 

" O h , that is only the sirens from the 
river," he said. " M y , look how that 
snow is driving by the windows. I bet 
out on the river it's as thick as a mist." 

" B r u c e ! " she cried. " H o l d me, 
Bruce ! Oh, Bruce ! B r u c e ! L i s t e n , I 
want to tell vou something—oh, I must, 
I m u s t ! " 

"What is it, dear?" he soothed, draw-
ing her to him. She put his arms away. 
Her eyes had grown wide with sudden 
terror, her lips parted. 

A nurse quietly entered the room and 
glanced about for a moment, then went 
to a little cabinet and picked from be-
hind it a small, white toy bear. 

"Master Bruce said he left it here. 
H e won't sleep without it, you know," 
she explained, smiling, as she bore it 
away. 

"What is it, E f a l e ? " asked her hus-
band. 

She smoothed his arm and smiled at 
him tremulously " W h e n are we going 
to Saranac? " she asked. 

" N e x t week I'll send you up there," 
he answered, " I will follow in a few 
days." 

" B u t why don't you come too ?" 
"Because I have business that must 

be attended to." 
" W h a t business?" 
" N e v e r mind, sweet, what. It 's noth-

ing that you have anything to do with." 
H e drew her to him. 

Outside the snow drove like a white 
mist : the moaning of the river sirens 
was louder, more continuous. 

* A * * * 
Through the sickly, sweet dark the 

yellow disk from the lantern of the po-
liceman stoif over the floor, disclosing 



huddled bundles which had some faint 
likeness to human figures. Sometimes the 
light would bathe the naked, tattoed torso 
of a sailor or the white arm of a woman 
would show in it ; then the eye slits of 
some Chinaman would gleam unblink-
ing , finally it showed a huddled figure 
whose face was pressed close to the 
blotched and sodden wall. The uni-
formed arm of an officer thrust into the 
light and turned the man's face to the 
yellow ray. 

" I s that him ?" asked O'Brien 's voice. 
The head of the bellboy thrust itself 

into the lantern's beam and examined 
the seamed yellow mask. 

"That ' s him," he said at last , "that's 
Courtright's valet." 

C H A P T E R X V I 

The late afternoon sun filtered 
through the fine, white mist of the whirl-
ing snow and filled the room with hag-
gard light. On chairs, tables and floor 
lay the successive editions that hourly 
had come from the press. Their flaming 
headlines, proclaiming that the murderer 
of Clyde Courtright had been captured 
the night before, stared up at the pale 
woman, who paced the room with the 
soft stride and quick turns of a trapped 
animal. There was no sound in the 
dainty library, but the soft purr of her 
draperies over the carpet and the driv-
ing of the snow against the windows. 

H e had been in custody now for a 
score of hours. H a d he told yet? she 
wondered. A n d where was Bruce? 
There now with them, all hearing her 
accused—hearing the whole horrible 
thing without her by him, to as much 
as defend herself with a word. H e 
would not believe. H e would come to 
her angry, horrified, loathing her, know-
ing her as the mistress of the dead man. 
If she could only go somewhere—get 
away. Well, it was too late for that— 
too late for anything but to wait for 
him and see the hate and disgust in the 
eyes of the man she loved. H o w had 
the whole fearful thing come about? 
Little by little, link by link, until now 

She, who had always been so gentle, so 
weakly pitiful of suffering, was a— 

With a soft, mechanical motion, she 
pressed the palms of her hands together 
again and again as she paced. 

Well, this was the end of the lie—the 
lie that had killed the man that planned 
it and would kill her for her part in it. 
And Bruce? W h y didn't he come? 
Would not he even give her the chance 
to tell him that—that— What could 
she tell h im? 

T h e butler entered with a number of 
damp newspapers. " T h e last edition, 
madam," he said. 

With a fearful effort she controlled 
herself until the doors closed behind the 
servant, then hungrily, ravenously, in 
shrinking fear, she scanned paper after 
paper H e had not told yet—probably 
he was waiting for his lawyer Could 
she get to him first? H e r hand was on 
the knob. What could she give away 
to pay for his life ? That was impossible, 
too. W h y didn't Bruce come? She 
wondered if he would kill her Why 
did she not kill herself? She owed it to 
him—yes, it was the only thing she 
could do for him now H e r hand rested 
on the knob again. H o w pale her nails 
were. Where had she seen nails like 
those? They looked like a dead man's. 

A latch key turned in the hall door. 
Slowly, inch by inch, she retreated 

until her back rested against the far 
wall. The lace of her breast rose and 
fell with long, heavy breaths. H e r hunt-
ed eyes gazed at the door towards which 
came the step she knew so well. 

"Hel lo , little one," he cried, banging 
open the door "There was not much 
to do at the office, so I came home early. 
W h y — w h y , what's the matter?" Her 
arms tight about his neck and her trem-
bling little body pressed against him 
told him that something had happened 
to frighten her. His eyes caught sight 
of the papers strewn about the room and 
he realized at once that she had heard 
of the arrest. 

" I see vou know. They got him last 
night." 

She drew avray. Her voice was very 
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i|iiiet as she said: " H a s he spoken ye t? " 
" N o , " replied Bruce, briskly stripping 

oft his gloves. " H e was found in an 
opium den. H e was too stupified to 
speak, but the police tell me that he will 
be able to talk shortly. In fact, they 
should have a statement from him by 
now." 

" N o w ? " 
" Y e s . I expect to have a telephone 

from them at any moment. Now, dear, 
I want you to leave for Saranac Mon-
day I am going, and we'll take the 
boy F o u r weeks in the winter woods 
without anything to worry about will 
do us all good. D o you think you can 
stand me for a month, E f a l e ? " His voice 
was playful, but his eyes anxious. The 
chase had so absorbed him that it sud-
denly occurred to him how white and 
frail she had grown. 

"Stand you , " she repeated, a little, 
whimsical smile on her lips, " f o r a 
month ? B r u c e ! " 

" Y e s . " 
She came to the table and stood there; 

a calmness—almost resignation—had 
come to her—a sense of thankfulness 
for this last hour of his love. 

" W h a t is it, E f a l e ? " 
" B r u c e , dear, I want you to—to an-

swer me not as you think I would like 
you to do, but really as you feel. H a v e 
you never regretted marrying me ? Have 
I made you truly happy ? Tell me, dear , 
you are so thoughtful and tender that 
sometimes I have wondered what you 
feel. Y o u are so gentle and thoughtful 
that it is hard for a woman to read you. 
Have I been a g o o d — I mean have I 
made you happy?" 

H e took her hands and looked down 
at her, saying as one man would say to 
another• 

" Y o u have made me happy Never 
for a moment since I married you have 
I regretted i t ; and damn few married 
men can say that." 

The telephone rang in the hall. She 
did not hear it. Al l she knew was that 
his arms were about her and that the 
kiss that might be their last was on her 
lip?. They separated as the doors to the 

hall slowly opened. 
" T h e office says that policemen and 

reporters are below and desire to see you 
at once, Mr. Macclesfield," said the ser-
vant" impassively. 

" S h o w them up, Groves . " 
" N o , Bruce—no, Groves ; tell them 

to wait until Mr Macclesfield calls. Just 
a moment, Bruce, please." 

The doors shut on the butler 
" E f a l e ! " said her husband. "These 

men have probably got the confession 
of your father's murderer Go to your 
r o o m , I will come and tell you what 
they say later." H e put his hand on the 
doors, but she sprang to them and 
locked them. 

" W h y , E f a l e , " he said astonished, 
"what 's the matter?" 

" T h o s e men—don't touch the k e y , let 
me have just a minute—those men have 
come for me." 

" A r e you out of your mind ?" 
" I tell you it's true. I killed him 1 I 

did! I did 1 I knew I 'd do it 1" 
" E f a l e . you've gone crazy. What are 

vou s a y i n g ? " 
" I did it ! I killed him 1" 
" E f a l e , what can be the matter with 

y o u ? Y o u ' r e broken down. Pull your-
self together " 

" I killed him, I tell y o u — I — I ! H e 
was not my father but my lover! Now, 
do you believe m e ? " 

A curious cry of rage and disbelief 
escaped him. H e put his back against 
the door " G o o n ; you can't stop now." 

" Y e s , he was my lover ! It was all a 
lie—a trick on you. " H e r voice was 
hoarse, emotionless, as if mechanically 
repeating a lesson, learned by heart in 
the blackness of sleepless nights. 

" I met him when I was sixteen. H e 
came into a studio where I was posing. 
I had been on the stand hours and was 
ready to drop. The man I worked foi 
was drunk. H e was cursing me because 
I couldn't stand still. I don't know 
what made me mind it that day I knew 
it was nothing, onlv the way men talked 
when they were angry, but for some rea-
son I cried. H e got angry and put his 
fist through his canvas and put me out. 
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telling me he was done with me, and I 
was frightened because it was steady 
work, and steady work was hard to get. 
It was a horrible day, all wet and f o g g y 
and I was hungry. I 'd hoped to get 
some new shoes with my wages—mine 
were all broken and the wet and mud 
was oozing through them as Courtright 
stood there talking to me. Oh, he'd fol-
lowed me out. I stood there listening to 
him and looking down at my broKen 
shoes. A girl in our house had been 
telling me I was a fool. She had shown 
me some pretty bronze slippers just that 
morning, and her instep was not arched 
like mine, and—and it came to me all at 
once that I had been a fool, and--and I 
went with him." 

A broken sudden intake of breath 
through set teeth from the man. 

" H e was the first," she cried. " R e a l -
ly, really. H e knew it, too. It amused 
him to pretend not to believe it, but he 
was and he knew it. I was too much 
afraid of men to go with them, but he 
seemed kind. I wasn't afraid of him, 
so I went. I stayed with him though 
he lost his money. I came to America 
with him. I did everything to hold him, 
but I didn't know how to, he was so 
clever. I could see he was getting tired ; 
every day I thought would be the last. 
And I had no money—nothing. H e used 
to tell me that I was missing my chances 
with him, but he only said it because he 
was tired of me and wanted me to go. 
Every day I thought he'd send me away 
And then you came, and he Introduced 
me as his daughter." 

She paused, put her hand to her throat 
and pressed it softly 

"Wel l , we tricked you. I k r e w I 
would be alone—without a cent—in a 
strange country I had to have someone 
and I took you. I would have been vour 
mistress, but you asked me to marry 
you. I had to have some one, and you 
asked me to marry y o u . " 

Her voice broke, but after a moment 
she resumed. 

" I didn't love you—not at first—and 
living alone, quiet, with nothing to do, 
was terrible. Later , when I began to 

see how kind you were, and gentle, I 
got sorry for the trick we'd put on you. 
I hated myself, but there had to be 
some one—there had to be. I never 
thought it would last. I never 
thought about anything. Decency? 
What was decency to me? M y mother 
was an American dancer Orlyet, the 
valet, I lived with as a child. H e had 
a photograph he used to curse when he 
got drunk—that's how I learned she was 
my mother " 

She paused a moment, staggered by 
the hard directness of his eyes, then, with 
a struggle, continued: 

" T h i n g s were just names to me—bad 
as well as good. I didn't think about 
them, they were just names where I 
came from. Af ter I 'd been married to 
you awhile, I got to asking myself if 
you could be playing a part, too , you 
were so white, decent and gentle. I be-
gan to think how bad it would be when 
you found out and I didn't have you any 
more. I didn't love y o u ; I just thought 
you were kind and gentle and—and de-
cent, and that I wanted you to think 1 
was, too, just as long as I could keep 
up the bluff. I made up my mind to 
tell you and leave you. Y o u were too 
decent for the trick I was playing. Then 
I found the baby was coming and I 
couldn't go, Bruce, dear, I couldn't go . " 

She paused. H e made no sound—just 
watched her She covered her face with 
her hands, then let her arms fall with a 
gesture of complete hopelessness and 
continued in the same weary voice r 

" H e was born, and then I found that 
I loved you, that I couldn't leave you. 
I loved you. V ou'd taught me to care 
for decency and home and all the dear, 
quiet things—the real things of l i fe— 
and there was the boy—your flesh and 
mine—like a chain fast about us, tying 
me to you—and I couldn't go. Bruce, 
dear, forgive me, but I couldn't g o . " 

H e r hands unconsciously reached 
towards him. 

" A n d I found, too, that things weren't 
names, that decency and truth were real 
and I wanted them. I wanted to be 
what you thought me. M y G o d ! how I 
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wanted to be what you thought m e ! 
Then I began to wonder if I couldn't 
make the bluff real—be what you 
thought me. I wondered if God 
wouldn't forget the lie and let me be 
decent, and just as I thought he was 
going to, Courtright came back." 

She paused at a cry from the man. 
" H e wanted me from the moment he 

saw me. Bruce, I did everything— 
everything to escape him, but he was 
too clever. H e knew women, and he 
knew every trick a woman plays when 
she's cornered. A n d he called every one 
I played one after the other. D o you 
remember that day he telephoned to me 
from your office ? Well , I 'd been hiding 
from him, so he went to your office and 
called me—my father H e told me, 
Bruce, that if I didn't go to him he'd 
send you, to your office, every day, one 
of my letters and one of the photographs 
they'd made of me when I posed for 
them in their studios. E v e r y day a let-
ter and a photograph. Bruce, he had 
me and I went to him. T h e last thing I 
heard that night when I shut the door 
of our home behind me was the boy's 
laugh." 

H e r voice became hurried, full of re-
pressed nerves. 

" T h a t laugh was in my ears as I sat 
at his table. I heard it while he talked 
of the horrible old days ; I heard it 
while I begged him to let me go home, 
I heard it as his lips came to mine, I 
heard it when he kissed m e , I heard it 
while I stabbed him, and stabbed him, 
and stabbed h i m ! " Her voice rose to 
a scream. 

H e came to her slowly and grasped 
her wrists with fingers that crushed her 
flesh. 

" D i d you mean to kill him when you 
left here? " His voice had a curious 
note of high exultation. 

" I knew I 'd do it," she said. 
A silence. T h e telephone rang again. 

" B r u c e , " she said slowly, mournfully, 
" it 's over ; they've come for me. H e — 
that man thev arrested—found me 
there—" 

" H e found you?"—sharp anxiety in 

his voice. 
" Y e s . I could not get strength to 

go. It seemed as if I were tied there 
with—with it, and he found me and 
brought me home." 

" H e brought you home?" 
" Y e s . " Suddenly her eyes widened 

with hunted terror "Bruce , Bruce, 
they've come." 

H e put his hand over her lips, while 
suddenly the fact of her danger poured 
into all his senses. 

" H u s h ! " he whispered. His arms 
were about her. " T h e y won't get you, " 
he whispered fiercely. " Y o u had the 
right to kill h im." 

H e crushed her exhausted, sobbing, 
frail form against his breast, as if to 
shield her by the mere lock of his arms 
from the hunt that was now upon her. 
His eyes travelled the room. 

" W h y in hell don't I keep a pistol?" 
he said. " W h y in hel l? " 

The telephone bell rang again. The 
sound cut through the mist of his hor-
ror. In a moment he was alert, fierce, 
cool, the man's instinct to protect the 
thing he loved hot upon him. Kiss ing 
her then gently, as one does a terrified 
child, he said: 

"L is ten, l o v e , I must see them. Y o u 
have gone out to Mrs. Gerry's. Under-
stand me. Now, here, I 'll put you in 
your room. There shall no one get 
through into your room. There shall 
no one get through to you. Don't be 
afraid, dear ; I won't let any one hurt 
you. Come. " H e drew her gently into 
the far room, and, kissing her, left her, 
closing all the intervening doors. 

She stood motionless. Still she knew 
he had kissed her, that his forgiveness 
had spoken from the crush of his lips. 
Then, with a flash of lonely terror, the 
thought of the boy stabbed her. They 
would take her away She could never 
see him except in such surroundings as 
would poison his mind forever against 
her. She must see him—once more. 
With hot, furious hands she tore open 
the door. H e r husband's voice, mingled 
with others, came to her from the hall. 
H e r hand was on the knob of the door 
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to the room of the fairy tales and white 
rugs, when Bruce's voice, high, yet with 
an hysterical break in it, called to her. 
He came running down the passage. 

" E f a l e i" he gasped and seized her as 
if she were something that sank in 
fathomless water. 

" B r u c e , " she cried, " i s it good-bye?" 
" N o " — h i s voice had a high note of 

joy, but his face was wet with tears— 
"Orlvet , the prisoner, is d e a d ! " 

" D e a d ? " 
" Y e s . H e had concealed morphine 

enough to do it. But , dear, he wrote a 
line upon the wall of his cell saying that 
he was the murderer of Courtright." 

She drew back. The full effect of the 
words slowly crept through her numb 
surprise. A t last the fact that he had 
saved her came, and with it the feeling 
of her husband's forgiving arms. 

" I never knew he cared enough for 
me to do that," she said. 

H e kissed her, and together they went 
through the door A child laughed hap-
pily and the door shut. 

* * * * * 

O'Brien leaned against the bar A 
dirty piece of paper in his hand was 
causing him some perplexity. It had been 

given to him that morning at the end 
of a short conversation he had had in 
the Tombs by a prisoner now dead. A s 
he smoothed the paper his brow knotted. 
H e had promsied to carry it to Mrs. 
Macclesfield, but as it was only an un-
sealed scrap of dirty paper, he read it 
and he now read it again: 

"I never did anything for you in your 
life, but it's up to me to give you the 
chance, and I will. My life's done any-
way. They once said I'd make a big 
thing of it, so that just shows how peo-
ple can lie. You may wonder zvhy I 
do it, so I'll tell you. I am your father " 

" H e l l , " he thought, "it 's worth coin 
to me, but what's done is done. If he 
was her father, he wouldn't want her to 
know it now, not if he'd had time to 
think, he wouldn't. E v e r y once in a 
while it's too late to suddenly be a 
father. Damn it, the girl's got a right 
to her chance—clean." 

H e tore the note to pieces. " B e n n y , " 
he said briskly, "g imme another drink. 
I 'm worth five thousand dollars. Gee, 
is that the sun? Thank God, We're 
through with that rotten mist." 

MY CASTLE OF CONTENT 
By Newton A. Fuessle 

I H A D never felt so utterly lonely 
in all my life. I had been but a 
fortnight in the c i ty ; and my 
misery was heightened by the fact 

that behind me lay a lane of loveliest 
memories—of delightful days at college, 
of bosom companionships, of home. 

These were a thousand miles away, 
seemingly a million. I had taken my 
degree in the law and had come here 
resolved to carve out my fame. B y 
day, as I sat in my offices with my books 
and my ambitions, life had been more 
bearable. But evenings had brought al-
ways that engulfing wave of memories, 

those longings for the events of the 
past. Had I not come away with a lib-
eral check from my father, some measure 
of my pain might have been swept aside 
by the sheer fear of what might be-
come of me in my immediate clientless 
future. 

I had called as often as propriety 
would permit upon those to whom I had 
letters of introduction. I had gone to 
the theatre until plays fairlv sickened 
me. I had remained evenings in my 
rooms until I hated their sight. The 
city's clubs I had shunned, for their 
strange faces would, only have made 
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me more thoroughly miserable. A t 
home I had been a society favorite, I 
confess ; and my plight was now the 
more wretched for it. Had I only been 
in love with some sweet creature of my 
former world, I mused, I might have 
found consolation in pouring out my 
soul's sorrows to her in long, sad let-
ters. 

One night, as I roamed the streets of 
my adopted city, something directed my 
steps to the railway station. The sta-
tion, with its strange types of men and 
women, its odd little by-plays, its never-
ending activity, its clang of bells that 
told the tale of other places—these, I 
mused, might prove an anodyne for me 
tonight. I entered, little dreaming of 
the singular adventure which would be-
fall me. 

In sauntering idly up the station's 
lobby, I chanced to observe a beautiful 
young woman. She was fashionably at-
tired. H e r unusual grace and style bore 
the stamp of race and of family. A n 
admirer a lways of beautiful women, I 
was guilty for a moment of staring at 
her. Then I turned quickly on my heel, 
lest she should turn and find herself 
the cynosure of my rude gaze. 

Afterwards, by possibly five minutes, 
I was suddenly startled by being ad-
dressed, there in that strange station, by 
a woman's voice. I turned quickly M y 
heart gave a bound. It was she! 

" W h y , M r Lovet t , " she exclaimed, 
" I ' m so glad to see you a g a i n ! " 

I had turned the instant she spoke to 
me, to behold her face, radiant with 
surprise and delight, and to see her 
gloved hand extended. 

What could I do? Tell her I was not 
the Mr. Lovett she had, by some singu-
lar accident, mistaken me for, but plain 
M r Smith? Could I fill her with em-
barrassment by apprising her of her un-
usual blunder and let her excuse herself, 
there in sight of a hundred eyes, to beat 
a retreat with furious blushes of confu-
sion on her face? It would have been 
nothing short of cruel. -So swiftly had 
these thoughts flashed through my mind 
that, hardly was her last word spoken, 

than I extended my hand, clasping hers 
with all the warmth of intimate friend-
ship. 

" A n unexpected delight, I am sure," 
I responded with genuine honesty and 
a hammering heart. 

" I t must be all of three months since 
that house-party at the Millard's ," she 
said. Her voice had the sweetness of 
a bell. 

"Quite that long, I believe," I mur-
mured, astonishing myself at my assur-
ance. Heavens, I mused, how long 
could I hope to traverse this thin ice in 
safety? Had I not better undeceive her 
at once? This was criminal of me— 
taking advantage of her unusual but not 
at all unprecedented error. Y e t , as I 
gazed into her superb blue eyes I could 
not find the strength to turn away from 
this dazzling creature, nor from the 
pleasure of my surreptitious acquaint-
ance, and I resolved to face the curious 
situation a little longer. 

" I had hoped so much that I might 
meet you again, some time," she spoke 
on, "although Miss Millard told me that 
you had gone away on a hunting trip 
she thought. I 've been reading so much 
of your magazine verse. It 's beauti-
ful . " 

I suppressed a gasp. Gracious, I 
mused, taken quite aback, a poet! Was 
it possible that the other took me for 
Clark Lovett , the popular writer of 
verse? And then, as though by miracle, 
her next remark answered my mental 
query. 

" O n e hears everywhere the most flat-
tering comments on Clark Lovett 's 
verse," she added. "That last book of 
yours was a dear I am told that you 
keep wandering around the country, a 
sort of a vagabond, and that you are 
seldom to be found even twice in the 
same year as a guest in the same house. 
I remember that you were whisked away 
from the Millards' when you had been 
there but a few hours. A n d I did hope 
to meet you again somewhere." 

Already I was furiously envious of 
Clark Lovett . I realized dully that I 
hadn't a right to let her go on, and 
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determined forthwith to tell her that the 
shrine to which she was bowing was a 
false one. But—weakl ing that I w a s — 
I had not the strength. B y fortunate 
chance, I knew the work of Clark Lovett 
very well. In idle moments I had even 
been guilty of memorizing passages 
from his charming verse. And now— 
heaven forgive me—a bold thought took 
possession of me. From her remarks I 
had met my fair companion but once— 
at the Millards' A s yet not a glimmer 
of suspicion as to my not being Lovett 
seemed to have crossed her mind, and 
therefore why not follow this mystic 
lane a little longer, to see whither it 
would lead me? 

" Y o u flatter me," I answered with a 
bow. " B u t it's sweet flattery, I confess. 
But really," I spoke on, exhibiting a 
confusion I had no need of feigning, " I 
must make an embarrassing admission. 
My miserable memory for names is pro-
verbial among my friends. I have been 
trying hard to remember yours, and, 
while I recall your face, and even your 
voice, as though I had met you but yes-
terday, your n a m e — " 

She interrupted with a laugh. " T h e y 
told me at the Millards," she said, "of 
that memory of yours. Miss Summer-
viile," she added. 

" A h , I remember. And I might even 
have hazarded a correct guess , " I added, 
" I might have known it was that—or 
at least something very similar—some-
thing similarly lovely." 

My companion blushed. Ah, that 
blusb! I could have seized her in my 
arms then and there. And the Mi l l a rds 
I mused fondly, the dear, dear Mil lards! 
Whoever they were, how ever could I 
repay them! 

" A r e you leaving the c i ty—tonight?" 
she inquired. 

" N o , " I hastened to assure her. 
(Would I not have postponed indefinite-
ly the most important journey rather 
than to subtract even the fraction of a 
minute from the delight I was finding 
in talking to her?) 

" A n d y o u ? " I found strength to re-
spond, oppressed sorely by the fear that 

tr>e hateful cry of the train-announcer 
would wrest her away from me. 

A n d then, to my astonishment, she 
raised the saddest pair of eyes to mine, 
saying " I ' m in a most terrible fix. Papa 
was to have met me here. H e had wired 
that he was coming on the eight-thirty 
train from the West. I have no idea 
what can have happened." 

I uttered an exclamation of sympa-
thy, inwardly rejoicing. The wings of 
my most fervent hopes could not have 
borne an unexpressed wish to my very 
feet. 

" H e wired me en route from Denver," 
she said. " A n d I don't know now where 
to reach him." 

" T h e n we must have dinner together," 
I replied, endeavoring to hide my jubi-
lation, "and over it we shall try to de-
vise some solution of the mystery of 
the missing parent. Unless you have 
already dined. A s for me, I am beastly 
hungry . " 

" O h , how kind of y o u ! " she ex-
claimed. " I am hungry , I had been 
waiting for dinner with papa. I wonder 
what can have happened." 

I felt like a man tripping down a fairy 
grove beside its queen as I escorted her 
to the street. Then I called a cab, and 
handed her in. Seated there beside her, 
my heart smote my ribs furiously. I 
feared that I was dreaming. I expected 
momentarily to awake in the loneliness 
of my rooms. Y e t I must have sighed 
with the sweetness of the situation as I 
sank back into the soft cushions. Just 
then she spoke, luckily too, for I would 
not have let her hear that sigh for 
worlds. 

" H o w strange it all i s ! " she mur-
mured. " H o w strange to have met 
some one I knew! But, oh, I 'm impos-
ing on you, I 'm afraid," she added quick-
ly. "Perhaps you were at the station 
to meet some one?" 

" Y e s , " I answered. " I was there to 
meet some one. It was you." 

She looked at me in astonishment. 
" S o m e t h i n g — I don't know what , " I 

explained, "directed me to the station 
tonight. I had been wandering about 
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aimlessly. Could it have been—perhaps 
—that you—had been thinking—per-
haps—of some of my th ings?" 

(I could have kicked myself for that 
remark! What brazen audacity, what 
incomprehensible whim could have 
prompted me to make that cad's re-
mark? I must have turned crimson.) 

" I beg a thousand pardons," I added 
quickly. " I did not mean that." 

" A n d yet ," she responded softly, 
"that was true." 

" I t w a s ? " I murmured in amaze. " B u t 
please forgive me for even suggesting 
it." 

"You must forgive me," she answered, 
" for directing your steps in that subtle 
mental fashion." 

"There is nothing to forg ive , " I re-
sponded-; "if only I could find words 
rather to thank you . " 

Our fairy chariot swept over the rough 
pavements as though over streets of 
gold. And my Castle of Content, in-
voked into being by the wand of that 
creature at my side, already extended 
so fa r I could not see its farthest 
halls. But I would wander forward in 
it bravely, leading her with me. A n d 
might heaven forgive me for what I 
was do ing ! A n d might there be no 
false floors, no trap-doors, to dash me 
down to destruction! 

I was gathering courage momentarily. 
Seized by a sudden whim, I began to 
recite a stanza of fanciful verse from the 
book of Clark Lovett ' s she had men-
tioned. Hardly had I begun, however, 
than I heartily rued it, so near was I to 
laughter at the ludicrous situation. 

"A lovely thing," spoke mv compan-
ion softly Then she added " I was 
going to ask you to repeat that very 
thing. But the Millards told me that 
you never recite any of your own things. 
I am glad—bashful, sir,—that you have 
mended your ways . " 

" A h , " ' returned, " i t is different—to-
night." 

" T h a n k you," she breathed. 
W e were soon alighting before the 

vestibuled entrance of a brilliantly 
lighted cafe. Neither to right nor left 

dared I look as we entered, so fearfully 
did I shrink from the possibility of some 
old acquaintance seizing me and calling 
me by that name of Smith—that horrid, 
bourgeois name! W e were ushered— 
thank Heaven !—to a remote corner, 
and there I counted myself safe from 
the cynosure of unwelcome, recognizing 
eyes. 

A n d now, as I sat gazing full into the 
face and eyes of my chance companion, 
I became fairly intoxicated with the 
charm and wondrous beauty she radiat-
ed. Her attire—but stay, for what can 
a man say of the mystic lines and won-
drous fabric of feminine garb? Only I 
could see that its tailoring was irre-
proachable and its quality the most 
costly 

A n d her face—ah, how shall I describe 
it ? Her hair seemed to glow like a 
cloud of dark mist, there underneath her 
hat. Her face was finely cut, and her 
complexion perfect. H e r bent eve-
bfows shone with the lustre of black 
stone. H e r wondrous lips I shall not 
attempt to describe, but, as I gazed upon 
her, they became a feature in themselves. 
Never have I forgotten the picture she 
made that night—sitting opposite me 
there at our table. 

Her pronounciation of the names of 
French entrees was perfect, as she sug-
gested what we should eat when I bade 
her do so. And I—as I sat and mar-
velled—had more and more of the feel-
ing of a despicable thief every second. 
More than once did I resolve that I 
would not let the deception g o on a 
second longer. Y e t always did I lack 
the strength to break the spell. 

Daintiest dishes of this and of that 
were brought ; candelabra added their 
m a g i c , there was music and its spell , 
and the minutes crept away into an hour. 
W e spoke a great deal of the Millards. 
They lived somewhere in an outlying 
country-place, I gathered. I discoursed 
with extreme caution as we spoke of the 
sweetness and gentleness of Miss Doro-
thy—of the qualifications for the law 
possessed by young Master Harold, only 
fourteen, but his career already selected 
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by his fond parent—on the consummate 
hostess that Mrs. Millard was on the 
occasion of a house-party. I had to re-
member always that I had been present 
at the affair but a few hours. I was 
surrounded by a thousand pit-falls, and 
I talked on with the wariest care. But 
as the minutes flitted by and as my 
comments ran a successful gauntlet of 
all dangers, my confidence grew apace, 
and I hoped that our dinner might last 
forever 

A n d then, when gossip had run its 
course, milady directed our conversa-
tion once more back into the lane of 
poetry Gifted with an excellent mem-
ory, and my interest in the law having 
marched arm in arm for years with a 
passionate love for poetry, I can say that 
I was not ill at ease at the return to 
that topic, save that my conscience was 
still buzzing insistently that my brazen 
lie to this fair companion should go on. 
The Elizabethan and Victorian poets we 
discussed. I was immeasurably charmed 
and delighted at the store of knowledge 
she possessed. T h o u g h she told me that 
she was a graduate o f .Vassar , I was as-
tonished at wdiat she knew of the old 
dramatists—of Webster and F o r d and 
Shirley and Marlowe. She was conver-
sant also, to an unusual degree, with the 
oldest novels—with works like Beck-
ford's "Caliph V a t h e k " and Walpole's 
" T h e Castle of Otranto." I was amazed. 

She then insisted on having some 
more of " m y poems." So I recited for 
her, the whim of my strange adventures 
growing upon me as I continued. And 
once, when I came across a passage 
which I could not quite remember, sbe 
went on with it, reciting in soft, low 
tones. A s she continued, I thought I 
detected a wistfulness in her tones; and 
finally I observed that her eyes had 
grown dim with tears. That was more 
than I could bear 

" M i s s S u m m e r lie,'' I said, when she 
had finished speaking " I have been guil-
ty of a gross deception—of a horrible 
lie." 

She looked at me in surprise. " W h a t 
do you mean?" she asked. 

" I cannot let it go any farther," I 
spoke on rapidly. " I am not Clark 
Lovett , the man you mistook me for in 
the station. Someth ing—I hardly know 
what—selfishness, I suppose—made me 
let you think I was he. All evening I 
have sat here and lied to you. I want 
you—to forgive me—if you can." 

T o my utter astonishment, my an-
nouncement did not ha^e the effect upon 
my companion that I expected. She did 
not scream. N o look of horror came 
into her face. She did not even turn 
pale. If anything, she flushed. But she 
was very sober when she answered me. 

" I t is 7 , " she said at last, "rather than 
you, who should ask forgiveness. When 
I spoke to you, I did thrak you were 
Mr. Lovett . But the moment you spoke 
I knew you were not ." 

" Y o u d i d ! " I gasped. (Great heav-
ens! I mused. And I had flattered my-
self that my deception had been perfect! 
I felt like a toad. Then I could feel 
my ass's ears growing longer every in-
stant, as she sat there smiling at me.) 
"Wel l , how ridiculous!" I added faint-
ly " A n d your fa ther?" I hazarded. 

" I t was true," she replied soberly, 
"that my father, by an unusual arrange-
ment, was to have met me here. When 
he failed to come, I did not know what 
to do. I was strange in the city. I 
hadn't but a few cents in my purse. 
That is why I was so overjoyed, so 
demonstrative when I saw a man who I 
thought was Mr. Lovett . When I saw 
rnv mistake, I could have died of con-
fusion. The moment I saw that, who-
ever you were, you were going to spare 
me the embarrassment, there before 
everybody, of being told that you were 
not M r Lovett , I felt more grateful than 
offended. In fact, I became possessed 
with a funny, an unaccountable whim. 
I was curious to see just what would 
come of the odd situation. I was thor-
oughly astonished at your self-posses-
sion. I 'm going to be perfectly f rank." 

" D o , " I urged, so confounded at her 
words that I hardly knew what I wa s 

saying. M v senses literally swam. 
" I thought I should die," she went 
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on, "when you began quoting from Mr 
Lovett 's verse in the carriage, and my 

interest was mounting rapidly." 
" I confess," I answered, "that I 

thought I should explode when I began 
to quote his poetry." 

"F rank ly , " she replied, " I didn't see 
how you could help doing something 
like that. The novelty of it all was 
fascinating. And, besides, I had com-
promised myself too far to retrace my 
steps." 

" A n d the Millards," I hazarded faint-
ly, engulfed suddenly with a flood of 
dim recollection of what I had said 
about them. " H o w I must have lied 
about them!" I said weakly 

" I never heard of the Millards in all 
my life," she said, to my overwhelming 
surprise. " I invented their name, and 
the idea of that house-party, on the spur 
of the instant, to see if it would not 
furnish an exit from what I was rapidly 
getting into. I wanted to scream when 
you said you remembered all about the 
party " 

" A n d your name?" I asked, so be-
wildered, I fancied I must be asleep. 

" I can't tell you my real name—ever," 
she replied, " j u s t remember me, please, 
by the name of Summerville." 

"Then you mean that I am never to 
see you aga in?" I asked protest ingly 
Her remark was like a dash of cold 
water, waking me instantly 

" I ' m afraid not," she answered. " I t 
will be quite impossible, I 'm afraid." 

" W h o are y o u ? " I murmured, gazing 
at this girl of mystery, knowing now 
that I was hopelessly in love with her 

She shook her head almost sadly, I 
fancied. " I cannot tell you," she an-
swered. " Y o u must remember me only 
as Miss Summerville. Y o u must prom-
ise me to make no effort, at any time, 
or in any way, to discover my identity. 
Do you promise me that?" 

M y heart sank. M y eyes must have 
smoldered with the repressed fires of 
my yearnings, must have burned with 
a mute protest. 

" Y o u must promise," she said again; 
and I bowed resignedly 

"Shall you think harshly of me for my 
conduct tonight ?" she asked, in the low-
est tones. 

" I shall remember it," I declared, my 
own face as sober as hers, "as the love-
liest evening of all my life." 

" A n d I , " she replied hesitantly, 
"shall also think of it often—and of 
you." 

" B u t , " I pleaded, "can't there be even 
a letter occasionally, even though signed 
by nothing more than Miss Summer-
vi l le?" 

Again she shook her head. "Even 
that is impossible," she spoke. " I must 
not even know your real name. I must 
remember you as only the Other Mr 
Lovett. Neither you nor I must ever 
speak of tonight's experiences." 

I bowed in obedience, but in utter 
sadness. " B u t I cannot understand," I 
added, unable to repress a word of pro-
test. 

"I f I told you my name,' she respond-
ed, "and my father's name, you would 
understand. But that is impossible. I 
will tell you what little I can. My life 
long I have been encompassed with con-
ventions—with the most hateful and 
exacting conventions. Oh, I have 
thought sometimes that I could not bear 
it any longer, that I should have to flee 
from everything—to the woods, joining 
some band of gypsies—anything—only 
to gain freedom. And so tonight, when 
this singular opportunity offered, I did 
this unbelievable thing—explored these 
regions—took greedy advantage of my 
chance freedom, the thing I had never, 
never known before. But, oh, ask me 
nothing more! Please do not. I must 
go now." 

I was bewildered by her words, but 
resigned to her will. 

" Y o u must at least let me lend you 
some money," I said. 

" Jus t a few dollars, if you please—for 
tonight," she said. "Tomorrow I shall 
wire to New Y o r k for some money I 
shall leave for home tomorrow." 

At the entrance to the elevator in her 
hotel I bade her good-night—and good-
bye. But before I released her hand, I 
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bowed and kissed it—she let me—and 
then she was whirled away 

Not until she had been whirled away 
and out of my life did I realize fully how 
insanely I loved her. A s the days 
dragged on my passion w a x e d instead 
of waned. I became the most miserable 
man in the world. I wanted to scour 
the country, to search all the world for 
her H a d she not commanded me to 
make no effort to establish her identity 
I would have left nothing undone to 
find her again, would have donned the 
coat of knighthood to search on land 
and over seas for this Holy Grail of my 
heart. 

T o sit inactive in my offices nearly 
maddened me. M y thoughts, my dreams, 
every fancy that possessed me, carried 
me back to that Castle of Content—to 
those mystic halls through which I had 
roamed with her on that magic evening, 
to that palace which had vanished so 
quickly into dreams and embittered 
memories. I could see her always, her-
self a vision of sadness, of wistfulness, 
as she looked when she told me at the 
end of that singular meeting of the im-
passable barriers which encompassed 
her, the chains that bound her from the 
freedom she craved. 

That autumn I sailed for Europe. I 
had strived vainly to forget her, and 
deemed it necessary to seek new sights, 
new places. I proceeded to southern 
I ta ly ; there I would spend the winter 
months. A n d there I met her—her, 
whom I had left America to forget ! 

M y first impulse was to flee, obedient 
to her command. But I could not. S o 
I sought an interview " T h e Other M r 
L o v e t t " were the words I inscribed upon 
the card I sent to her I was ushered 
into her .apartments. She smiled gra-
ciously, extending her hand. I bowed 

and kissed it with a holy reverence. 
A n d then she threw off her m a s k — 

although I had learned her identity. She* 
was the only daughter of one of Ameri-
ca's wealthiest multi-millionaires whose 
name I had known from childhood! 

I could not recount what occurred in 
that half hour's visit if I tried—only I 
realized in a frenzy of happiness that 
she was not offended by my presense. 
I remember, too, that she told me she 
was to wed an Italian count. I had 
known the story for a year T h e news-
papers had been full of the impending 
momentous alliance. Only I had not 
known that it was she, 

" Y o u must let me offer my congratu-
lations," I murmured when I was abo'i* 
to leave. ( I should have done so 
sooner.) 

She inclined her head, smiling wanly, 
wistfully 

I started. " Y o u are going to marry 
him, are you n o t ? " I blurted, hardly 
knowing what I was saying. 

" I don't k n o w , " she answered. 
When I left her, my heart was leaping 

wildly T h e next day she and her party 
had gone away. But that day there 
came to my hotel by the post a parcel 
containing her picture. It bore the in-
scription : " M i s s Sommervi l le . " 

And now another year has passed. 
The newspapers have been printing in-
teresting tales about her. F r o m Italy 
has come the shocking story that a cer-
tain member of the nobility has gone 
mad. A n d my Castle of Content has 
been reared once more. A n d she—she 
has made her father very furious by 
leaping across her barriers, by casting 
aside her chains, and now she is free. 
A n d she and I are roaming through the 
halls of our gilded palace again—to-
gether 



FLORA MARIE 
By Louis Pendleton 

AL T H O U G H he lived on the re-
mote L a c des Quinze, away up 
in the northwestern corner of 
the Province of Quebec, J a m e s 

Macdonald had no sooner quarrelled 
with and shot an Indian suspected of 
theft than the L a w reached forth its 
long arm into the wilderness and took 
him. H e was carried many miles south-
ward, tried convicted and hanged—the 
event furnishing fresh testimony that in 
some parts of Canada it is as hazardous 
to kill an Indian as a white man, per-
haps more so, for the Dominion govern-
ment takes pride in protecting the other-
wise helpless Indian. 

Macdonald's wife, already in frail 
health, sank under the b low and died 
within a few months. T h u s was her s ix-
teen-year-old daughter, F lora Marie , left 
without means of support and in the 
doubtful care of Kenneth M c L a r e n , a 
youth of nineteen, whose parentage was 
unknown and whose future was regarded 
as uncertain. Kenneth had served faith-
fully with J a m e s Macdonald for three 
years, but he was a great, g a w k y fellow, 
not much given to speech, and critical 
F lora Marie had elected to treat him 
with increasing disdain. 

A t this time there was not a farm on 
the lonely shores of the L a c des Quinze 
—the L a k e of Fi fteen, so-called from a 
river flowing out of it which breaks into 
fifteen impassable rapids on its way to 
L a k e Temiscamingue. T w o lumber 
camps were its only s igns of human life, 
and the axes of the tree cutters rang out 
in the vicinity of only one of these, the 
other having been abandoned. T h e M a c -
donalds lived apart in a hemlock log 
cabin of three rooms, adjoining whicb 
was a small and still ruder shack occu-
pied by Kenneth M c L a r e n . T h e man 
and the youth served as choppers, skid-
ders or sawyers , according to the season 
or the need, and the woman and the girl 

not only cooked and sewed at home, but 
fished almost daily in the Quinze, a 
sheet of water some thirty miles in 
length, with many wide-reaching bays 
surrounded by rocky lulls and wild, un-
broken forests. 

Macdonald was the only tree cutter 
who had brought a family into the wil-
derness, but on the portage trail leading 
to the Temiscamingue there was an eat-
ing-house for journey ing lumbermen 
kept by Mme. Martin and her three 
daughters. These , as well as the fifty-
odd choppers, skidders and sawyers of 
the Quinze, were keenly interested in the 
future of F lora Marie . T h e Mart in 
women promptly decided that she should 
come to live with them, and though 
many of the lumbermen doubted the 
propriety of this, they appeared to think 
there was nothing else to be done. No-
body seemed to give a thought to the 
claims of Kenneth M c L a r e n , supposing 
he should presume to put forward any 

A f te r the funeral—which was consum-
mated without the aid of the mission 
priest, then too far away to be cal led— 
two lumbermen, J i m Snead and A b e 
Baldwin, walked home with F lora Marie 
and Kenneth in the late afternoon. T h e 
girl promptly retired into the cabin, the 
two men l ingering outside in conversa-
tion with the youth. 

" W e l l , lad," said J i m Snead, " it 's all 
fixed up for F l o r a Marie to g o and live 
at the half-way house . " 

"Who fixed it u p " asked Kenneth, 
combatatively. 

" W e l l , the Martins want her, and the 
bovs has talked it over " 

" A n d , " added A b e Baldwin, "Nett ie 
Mart in says it ain't proper for a gal 
nearly g r o w n to g o on livin' here alone 
with y o u . " 

Kenneth ' s cheeks flamed red and he 
answered qu ick ly ; " S h e ' d a long sight 
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better live here with me than with them 
Martin women, and you know i t ! " 

"What business is it of your 'n?" de-
manded Baldwin, with equal heat. " Y o u 
ain't no kin to her " 

" I ' ve lived with her folks like a son for 
three years," protested Kenneth. 

"She' l l have to go and stay with the 
women," declared Snead judicially 
"Nothin' else'U do." 

"I f they was the right sort, I wouldn't 
say a word," responded Kenneth, "but 
many's the time I 've heard her mother 
say them Martin women weren't good 
women, and you men know it's so." 

"Wel l , " said Snead, "maybe one of the 
boys'll marry her soon and then it'll be 
all right." 

"Ther ' ain't one of you fiteen to mar-
ry her," was Kenneth's fierce retort. 

" L o o k here, boy," said Snead, "you're 
fixin' to git yourself into trouble." 

" I ' d cut a green stick and frail him 
this minute," said Baldwin, "if it weren't 
right after the funeral." 

" Y o u try i t ! " threatened Kenneth, 
and, as the older man observed the 
youth's muscular figure, full six feet in 
height, he admitted a doubt in his own 
mind as to whether he would ever ven-
ture to "try it." 

"Nettie Martin's comin' to talk it over 
with Flora Marie tomorrow," announced 
Snead, and the two men walked away 

Kenneth was still looking furiously in 
the direction they had gone when Flora 
Marie appeared in the low doorway of 
the cabin. Dreading to have her daugh-
ter to grow up in such surroundings, 
Mrs. Macdonald had to the last kept 
her in short skirts with her hair in a 
braid down her hack, but today Flora 
Marie had "done up" her dark, luxuriant 
tresses and dressed herself in one of her 
mother's best gowns. The transforma-
tion was astonishing. It was no longer 
a pretty little girl, but a woman, and one 
who pleased even the critical eye, who 
now called out to Kenneth : 

"What you mad about?" 
Kenneth wheeled round and moved 

toward her. "Thcv've got it fixed tin to 

take you over to the half-way house," he 
said. 

" I t won't be fixed up till I say so." 
" I hope you won't never say so." 
Flora Marie did not pursue the con-

versation. She seated herself in the 
doorway and leaned her head on her 
hands, thinking of her lost parents. She 
was not demonstrative in her grief, but 
her heart was heavy Yearning to ex-
press sympathy, but at a loss for words, 
Kenneth quietly withdrew, and a few 
minutes later was heard cutting wood in 
preparation for their evening meal. 

Mme. Martin's solicitude for the wel-
fare of Flora Marie, left "alone" with 
Kenneth McLaren, could not be de-
scribed as urgent. She did not appear 
in the Macdonald clearing until Sunday 
nearly a week later She and her eldest 
daughter, Colinette, walked the interven-
ing eight miles of portage trail and ar-
rived about mid-afternoon. They smelt 
of musk, there was a suggestion of paint 
on their faces, and they were arrayed in 
all the tawdry finery they possessed. 
They were also extremely affable in man-
ner and laughed a great deal. Flora 
Marie invited them in with grave cour-
tesy, and as she listened to their propo-
sition and their discreet account of the 
gay life at the half-way house, her frank 
and curious eye absorbed every detail of 
their toilet and took note of all their 
mannerisms. 

Kenneth McLaren, who had been on 
the lookout all day, promptly took his 
seat in the doorway, determined to bear 
all that was said; but, to his great dis-
gust, the Martin women gabbled in their 
native tongue during the entire visit, and 
he could understand scarcely a word. 
Flora Marie, on the other hand, spoke 
the provincial French of the region as 
well as English, her mother having been 
an habitant. 

"What did they say?" asked Kenneth 
gloomily, after the Martins had departed, 
and, looking after them as they went, he 
had recalled what he had once heard a 
preacher down at Baie des Peres read 
out of the Bible after the daughters of 
Babylon. 
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" I couldn't begin to tell you all they 
said," answered Flora Marie, "but I 've 
agreed to go and live with them. They'l l 
board me and pay me some wages. I 've 
got to work for a l iv ing." 

"I'll make a living for you," the youth 
proposed eagerly 

" I can't take your money, Kenneth." 
" B u t vour mother wouldn't like it. 

Them Martin women ain't good 
women." 

" D o you mean they ain't got re-
l igion? M a and pa wasn't so awful re-
ligious themselves. 

" I can't tell you what I mean," said 
Kenneth helplessly. 

"Then quit backbitin' I think Mme. 
Martin is very nice and kind. She says 
she'll make me a new dress, and she 
says they dance and have great fun at 
the half-way house nearly every night." 

Kenneth groaned. " I wish there was 
a woman here to talk to you, " he said 
desperately. 

" I ' m goin' in the mornin' ," announced 
Flora Marie, who had listened abstract-
edly. " J i m Snead and Abe Baldwin are 
comin' to pack my things over " 

Kenneth turned away in despair, but 
Flora Marie hummed a cheerful tune 
and presently sang softly a childhood's 
ditty, telling of the grey hen that " lays 
in the church," of the black hen that 
" lays in the cupboard," of the white hen 
that " lays in the boughs" of the impos-
sible green hen that deposits her eggs 
in secret places, and of that most won-
derful 

"* * poulette brune 
Qui pond dam la lunc!" 

Kenneth slept little that night. B y 
half-past three o'clock, more than an 
hour before the summer dawn, he was 
out of bed and dressed. H e had formed 
a plan and now hurriedly set about car-
ry ing it into execution. Hav ing built a 
fire and put on water to boil for tea, he 
took a couple of blankets, some fishing 
tackle, his Winchester repeating rifle, a 
frying pan and a small supply of provi-
sions down to the lake shore and stored 
them in his light bark canoe. Later he 
rapped on Flora Marie's door, and when 

she stepped out, yawning, just as the 
dawn-glow began to show in the east, 
she found her breakfast awaiting her. 

" W h a t put it in your head to git up 
so early and do my w o r k ? " she asked. 

" I couldn't sleep," he said, and when 
they had eaten he proposed that she go 
out in his canoe with him and catch a 
fish. " T h e m men from the ha'f-wav 
house won't be here for a hour," he said. 

F lora Marie readily consented. Fish-
ing was her favorite sport, although she 
was an excellent shot and often went 
out with a gun. If she had reflected 
over the matter, she would have conclud-
ed that for her there was more " f u n " 
in catching a fine fish than in attracting 
a handsome lover. T h e normal inclina-
tions of womanhood were not yet quite 
awake in Flora Marie. 

" W h a t ' s all this?" she asked, seeing 
the stores in the canoe. 

Without answer Kenneth helned her 
to a seat in the bow, qulcklv stenned in 
at the stern, dropped on his knees, 
pushed off from the landing, dipped his 
paddle deep, and they skimmed awav. 
" I was thinkin' of takin' a trip today," 
he then replied; and, as Flora Marie 
quite undisturbed, picked up a trollin?-
line, he quickly added • "Wai t till we f i t 
out in the big lake." 

Kenneth paddled hard and the canoe 
glided forward at a great speed. This 
caused no comment from Flora Marie, 
who supposed that the object was to go 
far enough to catch a big fish and return 
to the clearing in time to meet the men 
from the half-way house on their arrival. 
She was soon undeceived. Little more 
than half a mile separated them from the 
landing when shouts were heard, and, 
turning, she saw two men on the shore 
with hands uplifted in an effort to at-
tract their attention. 

"That ' s J im Snead and Abe Baldwin 
come for me," she announced. "We' l l 
have to g o right back." 

Kenneth glanced over his shoulder 
toward the shouting men, but made no 
move to turn round. On the contrary, 
he kept his course and paddled harder 
than ever. 
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" W h y don't you turn round?" asked 
F lora Marie in surprise. 

But Kenneth only deflected his course 
at right angles, and the canoe shot into 
the narrows leading to the main body of 
the Quinze. The shouting and gesticu-
lating men at the far landing were quick-
ly lost to view behind a green forest 
wall. 

" T u r n round and go back !" ordered 
F lora Marie in her most imperious 
tones, but Kenneth held his peace and 
paddled hard. " E r ' you crazy this morn-
in ' ? " asked the indignant girl, after her 
repeated commands bad remained un-
heeded. "Where you g o i n ' ? " 

" I ' m makin' for the Lonely R ivers . " 
"Kenneth M c L a r e n , " cried Flora 

Marie, "er ' you fool enough to think you 
can take me off in the bush and hide 
me, to keep me from goin' to the half-
way house? I'll show y o u ! " 

Briefly, and with pauses—for It was 
necessary that one laboring so hard with 
a paddle should save his breath—Ken-
neth told her what he intended to do. 
Their destination, he said, was a post of 
the Hudson's B a y Company, a hundred 
and f i fty miles to the north. The 
course led from the Ouinze into Lakes 
Obikaba, Borrier and Opasatica, all con-
nected by a stream called the Lonely 
R iver Then came the Mauteur des 
Terre, or divide, beyond that L a k e s 
Matamagosig and Agatowekami , con-
nected by many miles of river, and final-
ly the great shallow " M u d d y Water , " or 
Abitibbi, where the old trading post had 
been located for nearly two hundred 
years, where there was a little mission 
church and where lived Pierre Laval , the 
trapper, a brother of Mrs. Macdonald. 

" Y o u r uncle can tell you what I 
can't," said Kenneth, " o r the priest can 
tell you. If they say you can go to the 
half-way house, all right. I 'll bring you 
right back, if they say so, but they won't 
say so . " 

" Y o u er' so wise ! " said Flora Marie, 
crushingly. " I wonder they don't send 
for you down south and make you the 
governor-general of Canada." 

In her anger she declared that she 

would upset the canoe and swim ashore, 
but Kenneth merely smiled at this as 
an idle threat. T o swim a mile in long 
skirts was a hazard which even an en-
raged and imperious girl would hardly 
undertake. She vowed that she would 
appeal to the first person they met, but 
Kenneth calmly replied that they were 
not likely to meet anybody but Indian 
fishermen. She also announced that as 
soon as they set foot on a portage she 
would run off into the "bush" and hide, 
but Kenneth answered that their way 
was clear by water for more than a day's 
journey, that therefore they would not 
land till night, and that she would not 
be likely to go very far away from their 
camp-fire in a country of bears, pumas 
and wolves. 

" M y uncle won't want to be bothered 
with me, " said F lora Marie, after a long, 
sullen silence. " I never saw him but 
once, and I had clean forgot him." 

"There ' s a way to keep from bavin* 
to live with him," said Kenneth with a 
shy smile, but did not venture to explain 
his meaning. 

His greatest immediate fear was that 
they would be pursued and that there 
might be a struggle for possession of the 
girl before they reached the post. Snead 
and Baldwin were determined men, and 
it was plain to him that they had cast 
a longing eye on F lora Marie. Many 
times that day he turned and scanned 
the far surfaces of the lake behind them. 
Twice he saw a canoe in the distance 
and suspected that it followed on his 
trail, but was not quite sure. 

A s he had foretold, they encountered 
only an occasional Indian bark canoe, 
mostly of unusually large size, and now 
and then containing a whole family, the 
squaw in the bow, the buck in the stern, 
both paddling. E v e n the boys and girls 
bung over the gunwales wielding little 
paddles, the comically solemn papoose 
alone remaining inactive, swathed in 
cloths and strapped in an upright mum-
my-like frame, which the squaw was 
wont to sling on her back when portag-
ing. 

F lora Marie did not appeal to the In-
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dians. In fact, she did none of the 
things she had threatened to da. She 
even ceased reproaching Kenneth after 
a sudden squall overtook and threatened 
them about five o'clock in the afternoon. 
They were about two miles from the 
nearest shore when a gale of wind 
brought angry white caps racing past 
them and their little canoe, with gun-
wales only a few inches above the water 
line, was in constant danger All Ken-
neth's skill and strength were required 
to make slow headway shoreward while 
keeping the frail craft directed at such 
an angle as to prevent the sw?ll from 
pouring over its side and filling it to the 
brim. Both recognized the danger fully 
and neither spoke. F lora Marie fat mo-
tionless, waiting and trusting m Ken-
neth's skill. She knew that there was 
no braver or better canoeist on the 
Quinze, and she discovered an unexpect-
ed satisfaction in leaving all to him—in 
leaning on him, as it were, in this hour 
of danger Kenneth spoke only once, 
breathlessly, for his labors were hercu-
lean. 

"Git ready," he said suddenly " L o o s e 
your skirts." 

Flora Marie obeyed, seeing that they 
were not likely to keep afloat a minute 
longer She had little fear of drowning , 
they could cling to the upturned canoe 
and drift ashore. Nevertheless it was 
desirable to provide for the freedom of 
her lower limbs in such a squall as this. 
A s it turned out, the precaution was 
unnecessary With consummate skill 
Kenneth continued to steer the canoe 
through the roaring white caps, and they 
finally ran into a small sheltered bay 
with no worse damage than repeated 
sprinklings. 

Kenneth now landed for the night and 
selected a camping site. Returning to 
the spot with firewood a little later, he 
found the girl cheerfully lending a hand. 
She cooked their supper without a word 
of reproach while he prepared for her a 
couch of spruce tips and sheltered it be-
neath a hastily constructed "brush tent." 
She even sang softly to herself as she 
worked—to Kenneth's great delight, al-

though he regretted not to be quite sure 
of these words of her song-

"Cliante, rossignol, chante; 
Toi qui as le coeur gai, 
Tit as lc cocur a rire, 
Moie, je I'ai a plcurer " 

After supper the tired youth sat over 
the fire dozing, his Winchester across 
his knees. F lora Marie observed him 
with an interest that was new to her For 
t lu first lime she thought he was good 
to look at, with his fair, curly hair, his 
honest face, his strong limbs. Even his 
grey flannel shirt, his red stockings 
drawn up to his knees over his trousers, 
and his heavy "shoepecks" she thought 
becoming. When she lay down on her 
screened and sweet-scented bed it was 
with a feeling of complete security H e r 
fancy might run out through the dream-
ing woods and in the long, dark vistas 
beneath the sighing trees discover name-
less shapes that moved on spectral 
wings or noiseless feet, and waited and 
watched for a favoring hour to spring 
on the human intruders upon their 
realm, but she did not fear. W a s not 
big, strong, skilful Kenneth ready to 
leap bravely to her defense? 

The fire burned low and almost flick-
ered out. The weary youth, unable to 
keep watch as he had planned, finally 
lav back in deep slumber, one hand-still 
clutching his rifle. The night noises of 
the forest were unheeded. Porcupines 
stole up within a few feet of the sleepers, 
their quills scratching harshly against 
leafy obstructions. Now and then a far-
off wolf howled dismally, and once or 
twice a startled loon out of the lake 
shrieked a warning to its mate. The 
starlight filtered but dimly through the 
roof of hemlock and maple boughs, and 
the white trunks of the slender birches 
showed only and but faintly where they 
stood in groups at the water's rim. 
Night reigned supreme. 

A s the stars paled, and with a slight 
fluttering of the leaves faint light began 
to struggle against the forest gloom, 
two dark figures, stepping from a canoe, 
stole up the portage path toward the 
extinct camp fire. With a start Ken-
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netli sat up and looked about him-—too 
late to see these watchful figures draw 
back into the shadow l i e rose and 
hurried down the portage path to scan 
the lake in the light of dawn, the two 
dark figures guardedly following him. 

The light was stronger when Flora 
Marie, dreaming of a deadly struggle 
between determined men, started up with 
a low cry and stepped from her leafy 
covert. Kenneth was gone, but, hear-
ing nothing except the peaceful bird 
notes of the morning hour, she at once 
felt at ease. She dipped her handker-
chief in a spring, bathed her eyes and 
smoothed her hair, then deliberately 
took her way down the portage path to 
the lake shore. A s a bend of the trail 
brought the water's edge in view, she 
suddenly stopped short, dumbfounded. 

Kenneth lay in the path bound hand 
and foot, and Snead and Baldwin stood 
over him in triumph. " T h e y must 'a 
slipped up on him from behind," was 
her thought,"else they couldn't 'a done it." 

" N o w , J i m , " Baldwin was saying, 
"you stay here with him while I g o and 
wake her up. I want to talk to her a 
little before we start on the back track." 

" H u h !" cried Snead. " M a y b e F d like 
to talk to her a little myself. You stay 
here and I'll go . " 

" N o t on your life." 
" W e l l , " said Snead, his voice shaken 

with passion, "are von ready to toss up 
for it or fight, which?" 

As the two men stood glaring at each 
other, a great fear fell upon F lora Marie. 
Whv were thev so determined to take 
her to the half-way house? W h y were 
they ready to fight? H a d Kenneth been 
wise after all. and she a stubborn fool? 
She put out her hand toward a hemlock-
tree on her right, as if for support, and 
a red squirrel scampered away with 
noisy protestations. Then all eyes were 
turned upon the girl and Kenneth shout-
ed to her . 

" G r a b that g u n ! You ' l l need it." 
Flora Marie saw the Winchester lean-

ing against the tree within reach of her 
hand, but did not take it. She stood 
quite still, held in the benumbing grip 

of a terror which she felt to her finger 
tips yet did not quite comprehend. 

The silence was broken by Abe Bald-
win, who leaped forward with an oath 
and brutally kicked the prostrate and 
defenseless youth. Then F lora Marie 
found herself. Without a word of warn-
ing, she snatched the rifle, aimed care-
fully at the fleshy part of Baldwin's leg 
just below the knee, and fired. With a 
howl of pain, he dropped to the ground, 
clutching the wounded part, while Snead 
wheeled around to find the dangerous 
Winchester pointed at him. 

" N o w you g i t ! " 
" W h y , F lora M a r i e ! " expostulated 

Snead. 
" D o n ' t you say a word to me, J i m 

Snead," cried the girl furiously, " I f you 
don't want to walk lame for six months 
-—or ketch worse—put Abe Baldwin in 
your canoe and clear out from here." 

" N o w , F lora M a r i e — " 
"Git , I tell you !" 
There was but one thing to do. SI12 

was only a girl, but she commanded the 
situation. Moreover, such a blaze of 
anger as hers was dangerous, and few 
men were better shots. 

Snead helped his groaning and curs-
ing friend into their canoe and shoved 
off. But, after paddling out a little way, 
he stopped, again disposed to argue. 

" F l o r a M a r i e — " 
A bullet interrupted him, whistling 

over him and causing him to duck his 
head in lively concern. Then he paddled 
hastily out into the lake, halting only 
when he felt quite assured that the Win-
chester could not reach him. 

Meanwhile Flora Marie cut Kenneth's 
bonds, and the enraged young man told 
how his enemies had leaped upon him 
from behind and borne him down. Then 
she stood on guard while he ran up and 
brought down their belongings, prepar-
ing for instant departure. Without a 
word, it was agreed between them that 
on this particular morning they would 
eat cold breakfast while en route. 

Jus t before the fugitives disappeared 
around a bend of the shore twenty min-
utes later, they noted that Snead was 
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paddling back to the site of their camp, 
intending, no doubt, to dress Baldwin's 
flesh wound and then take counsel what 
to do. That they would continue the 
pursuit that day was not likely, for their 
manner betrayed hesitation and deep 
discouragement. 

Near noon two days later Kenneth's 
canoe entered the Abitibbi from the 
south at a point whence the gleaming, 
whitewashed buildings of the old Hud-
son's B a y Post could be plainly seen 
some three miles away Scarcely half of 
that distance had been covered when 
they met a canoe paddled by two Indians 
in which was seated Pere Lorette, the 
mission priest, who greeted them with a 
cheery 

"Bon jour, mes eiifantsf' 
Kenneth asked if Pierre Laval was at 

the post, and Flora Marie heard, with 
an appearance of dismay but with little 
real regret, that her uncle had joined in 
the rush to the Klondike the previous 
spring and no news of him had since 
been received. Kenneth explained thai 
the girl was the absent trapper's orphan 
niece, and that he had wished to put her 
in his care to prevent her from going to 
the people of the half-way house. 

" Y o u know the half-way house on the 
Quinze portage, father?" 

" A l a s , y e s ; it is no place for her, 
cette maison du diable! Y o u have done 
well to interfere, my son, and I will help 
you find a home for her But—but now 
I go to the bed of a dying man. It is 
sixty miles, and there is no time to lose." 

F lora Marie begged that the priest 
would not delay a moment on her ac-
count. " I am all right now," she said, 
with an enigmatic smile. 

" I will give you a letter to the factor's 
half-breed wife—a good Christian—who 
will care for you at the post till I return," 
said Pere Lorette. 

" B u t will she want me? She might 
not like me," objected Flora Marie. 
" F a t h e r , " said the girl, smiling, and with 
a sudden flame of color in her cheeks, " I 
— I could tell you how to stop people 
from meddling and—and—put me in 
care of one who will be kinder to me 
than anybody in the world. Y e s — I 
could." 

" H o w , my daughter?" 
" K e n n e t h " — s h e dropped her eyes— 

"he has not yet asked me, but I — I know 
he wants to—to—marry me. " 

A n d then, as Pere Lorette smiled en-
couragingly, Kenneth, with all his heart 
in his eyes, cried out in wonder and 
delight: 

" O h , F lora Marie, will vou—sure 
'nough!" 

LOVE IN THE LAZARET 
By Peter Nansen. 

T' i E chief physician didn't know 
what to make of that patient. 
It was recruit No. 1 3 of the 
Third Company, and he had 

been sent in for a weakness of the left 
leg. It could not bear his weight at all. 
It was as if the life had been sucked out 
at the joints—at least this was how he 
put it in his Copenhagen dialect. No. 
1 3 was a journeyman joiner in his pri-
vate life, and a very nice-looking fellow, 
too. 

" I can't help it," said the chief, after 
a most searching examination of No. 
13 ' s l eg ; "this man is a cheat all right. 
There isn't the first thing the matter 
with him. B u t fortunately the military 
hospital has ways and means of manag-
ing such cases. Fle'll be cured quick 
enough." 

Certainly No . 1 3 ' s leg did not look as 
if there was anything the matter with it. 
It was about as well-shaped a leg as one 
would want to see, good enough to serve 
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for a sculptor's model. But , in spite of 
this, the chief was not quite correct in 
his confidence in the military methods 
of curing patients. 

And yet these methods were used in 
fullest rigor, with no consideration for 
the sufferer It began with fever diet 
and Spanish flies. Then came the gal-
vanic batteries first the little one, then 
the big one. It was quite interesting to 
watch when No. 13 ' s leg was put under 
the electricity T h e volts shot through 
it and the splendid muscles reacted in 
all their beauty But No. 1 3 remained 
stubborn. H e writhed under the elec-
tricity. Once he gave utterance to an 
involuntary moan of pain, but his leg 
remained weak. Before and after the 
treatment the chief himself would stand 
No. 1 3 up beside his bed, and the patient 
would at once sink over on his left side. 
His leg refused to hold him up. 

After the electrical treatment came 
the water cure. No. 1 3 was given shower 
and needle baths morning and evening. 
The temperature of the water was put 
down to the very lowest l imit; No. 13 
declared that he froze like a dog, but 
that "it didn't matter if only it helped." 
But it didn't help. No. 1 3 wasn't popu-
lar with the attendants. They had to 
carry him back and forth on his litter 
twice a day to the bath room. And dur-
ing the bath they had to hold him u p , 
otherwise he would fall over on bis left 
side. But apart from the suspicion that 
he was a cheat, and made extra trouble 
for the attendants, No. 1 3 was a model 
patient. H e was always polite, and never 
uttered a word of complaint at the treat-
ment to which he was subjected. On the 
contrary, he seemed most grateful for 
all the trouble the chief took with him. 
And, in spite of hints that were more 
than open, he did not seem to have the 
slightest notion of the fact that the doc-
tor took him for a fraud. The chief be-
gan finally to admire the boy 

After a week of the fever diet of white 
bread, weak tea and milk, which did not, 
however, seem to affect his blooming 
health in the least, the chief said to him, 
" Y o u must try to get a little strength 

in that leg, and then we can give you 
something better to eat. Y o u see, we 
can't give hearty food to a patient with 
such weak legs. Don't you long for a 
good beefsteak?" 

No. 1 3 looked up at the chief with 
grateful eyes and answered, " O h , no, 
s i r , I don't want anything but what they 
give me. I am quite satisfied with the 
food." 

" T h e devil take the fel low," growled 
the chief, as he went on to the next 
room. " H e ' s the most stubborn cheat 
we've ever had here." 

The following day they took No. 13 ' s 
weight, and, a week later, when he had 
been enjoying eight days more of the 
fever diet, they weighed him again. H e 
had gained three pounds. 

F r o m that moment on a feeling of 
sympathetic interest for No. 13 grew up 
ra the Chief's heart. "There ' s some 
knave's trick in this," he would say, 
"bill the fellow's wonderful. There's not 
the slightest doubt but that he'll end up 
in the House of Correction. But I 'd 
give ten crowns to see him escape it . " 

" T h e scientific torture cure" (this was 
the chief's expression) was continued 
steadily, mainly for the principle of the 
thing. F o r the chief had given up all 
hope of changing No. 13 ' s condition, 
and he was already beginning to hint at 
the possibility of a discharge from the 
regiment. 

Then came a day when the chief was 
in an extra bad humor. H e gave No. 
13 a dose of electricity stronger than he 
had ever dared try before. Round about 
the bed stood the reserve surgeon, the 
orderlies, the attendants and the woman 
nurse, ill charge of the room, Miss 
Svingstrup. This was the youngest of 
the women attendants in the hospital, 
"the beauty of the house," they called 
her, a tall, dark-eyed, full-bosomed 
maiden of between thirty and forty 
years. Suddenly No. 1 3 gave a loud 
scream of pain, and at the same moment 
Mistress Svingstrup broke out into con-
vulsive sobs. She ran from the room 
and threw herself, still sobbing hysteric-
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ally, on her bed in her little cabin next 
the sick ward. 

The chief stood a moment in deep 
thought. " G o throw some water on her 
head," he said to the reserve surgeon. 
Then he gave No. 1 3 a few extra good 
shocks. 

When he stood on the stairs a few 
moments later with the reserve surgeon, 
he said, " D i d you ever notice any senti-
mentality in our fair Svingstrup before 
today ?" 

" N o , not enough to interfere at all 
events." 

" N o r did I . What does your up-to-
date science think of such a case as this 
then?" 

" H m ! Svingstrup is in the years most 
dangerous for a woman. It is perhaps 
what one might call an outbreak o f — " 

" M o s t respccted colleague, permit me 
to tell you that you have very little 
knowledge of human-kind. What I be-
lieve is that this is the solution of the 
riddle." 

" W h a t r iddle?" 
" N o . 13 . Listen now, doctor, and do 

exactly as I tell you. This afternoon 
you will announce that, by my orders, 
Svingstrup's room is to be emptied and 
put in order again for the small-pox 
patients, for whom there is no room in 
the epidemic wards. The danger of in-
fection from this ward will make it im-
possible for any attendant from here to 
have intercourse with any one else in 
the hospital. In other words, they will 
be as good as in arrest—for a time. Then 
you can distribute Svingstrup's patients 
wherever you think best. But put No. 
13 in the other wing, where he will be 
under the charge of that shrew, Madame 
Mortensen. D o you follow m e ? " 

" Y o u really think—" the reserve sur-
gean smiled meaningly 

" I do. Go now and give the orders." 
No. 1 3 had been under the care of 

Madame Mortensen for two days with 
the same uncomfortable electric and 
water treatment and the same fever diet. 
When, on the third day, the chief in-
quired how he felt, No. 1 3 answered, 
" I really think, sir, that my leg is a little 

better. The strength seems to be com-
ing back to it." 

" F o r which let us be thankful ," said 
the Chief. " I really think that elec-
tric treatment ought to help. You' l l see 
after a few days more of it we'll have 
you on your legs again like a fine, 
strong soldier. 

And he finished the treatment for the 
da}'. 

The Chief's hope was not disappoint-
ed. The week was scarcely up when No. 
1 3 was in possession of his full strength 
again. The day he was to be discharged 
the Chief sent for him to come to his 
private office. He looked out at No. 1 3 
f rom under his uniform cap. " I could 
send you to the House of Correction, No. 
13 . Y o u know that?" 

" Y e s , s i r " 
" I may do it, I ought to do it, for it is 

my duty The devil, man, why don't 
you say something? Haven't you any-
thing to say to excuse your actions?" 

" I ' m thinking, sir, that she is the finest 
woman I 've ever seen?" 

" H o w did you know her? " 
" I saw her one day when I came to 

visit a sick comrade." 
" A n d then?" 
"Then we arranged I was to an-

nounce myself sick." 
" Y o u shan't escape the House of Cor-

rection !" 
" N o , sir, I suppose I can't. But—you 

see—we—" 
" W e l l ? " 
" W e — w e want to get married—soon 

as possible—she wrote me this morn-
i n g - " 

" A n d then?" 
" I thought we could arrange it, my 

time's most up. She's the finest woman 
I know, sir, and the best cook." 

The Chief scratched his head under 
the uniform cap. Suddenly he tossed 
the cap into a corner and said. "Al l 
right, you shall escape. You'l l surely 
marry her? And I'll be godfather— 
that's the least I can lav claim to. Oh. 
and, if it's a girl, call her Electrina. You 
can make it Trina for short. It is a 
promise?" 

"Oh, yes, sir." 



PLAYING MY HAND 
By Joseph Kochelx 

I W A S ready for business by the 
end of Spring, and I waited im-
patiently for the first good heat 
of the Summer days to drive peo-

ple out of the city My list was a dandy 
—as choice a selection of promising resi-
dences as I ever planned to " w o r k , " 
carefully checked as to who was going 
and gone and who would be left in 
charge. There was also a careful cal-
culation as to when the caretakers could 
be counted on to relax their vigi lance, 
the habits of the police on the beat—in 
fact, a most elaborate little digest to aid 
me in my operations, which it had taken 
me months to get. A bit of information 
here and there, a trespass on the amia-
bility of maids and nurses (the pretty 
ones) and sociably inclined footmen, 
now and then a chat with a member of 
the Private Watchman's Association 
proved of special value. 

So it may be inferred that I was con-
siderably taken aback when Hannigan, 
of the regular police force, advised me 
that Headquarters were getting busy to 
clean up the town in a way that knocked 
out my profession for the season, so that 
my labor of months of preparation was 
worthless. The shock of the news took 
my breath, but there was no mistaking 
the stress with which Hannigan put the 
information. 

" Y o u ' l l have to beat it, and beat it 
quick," was the way of his announce-
ment ; "tomorrow it'll be too late." 

I was considerably astonished, and I 
showed it. Hannigan and I had been 
on terms for years—since I had done 
him a favor he couldn't overlook. That's 
why he was giving me this information. 

" W h y so ugly, old man? What 's bit-
ing you ?" I wanted to know. 

Before he replied, Hannigan took a 
careful survey about us, which in itself 
spelled the seriousness of the business. 
W e were standing on the corner of Elev-

enth street and Avenue A and it was 
early afternoon. Then he told me that 
a new crowd at Headquarters were up 
and ripping every precedent in two. A 
score of captains had walked the plank 
that morning, and every man on the 
force was facing orders that shook him 
in his boots. T o clean up the town of 
the "gents " in my profession was the 
first and biggest on the list. It dazed 
me and I felt pretty bad—not against 
Hannigan ; he had done a mighty friend-
ly thing in giving me the t ip ; it was 
more than a lot of the other boys would 
get. 

So I wandered over to the Bohemian 
district, where the cafes dotted the ave-
nue. I entered Kunne's and dropped 
into a chair to think it over In a minute 
the coffee steamed pungently on the lit-
tle round table before me, and after the 
third cup I began to recover my nerve. 
But when I tried to figure up my im-
mediate prospects I realized more hope-
lessly than before that there weren't any 
I drew out of my inner pocket the ela-
borated list in which I had taken such a 
pride and groaned inwardly as I glanced 
it over Months of wearisome toil had 
been put into those pages, and now there 
would be nothing to show for it—abso-
lutely nothing. I savagely ripped the 
sheets across several times and flung 
them into the street. One or two frag-
ments fluttered near me on the floor 
and I regarded them moodily, then I 
hunched back into my chair, screened 
from the passerby by a double row of 
potted plants, and tried to think it out. 

Hannigan's advice was good under 
this new police regime I know I stood 
a good chance of being picked up by 
any one of a score of "plain-clothes" 
cops who had been itching to get their 
hands on me for at least a couple of 
years, if for no other reason than to 
swell their records. That they had not 
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been able to fasten any specific " t r i ck " 
on me during this time was due to vari-
ous reasons. I am no squealer, so I'll 
have to let those reasons go at that. But 
this thing of being pushed to get away 
in a rush like this—a thousand miles or 
so before I 'd find another field to suit 
me—it was a mighty cold-blooded prop-
osition to be up against. 

1 counted up my money—fifty-f ive 
dollars and a handful of change—that 
wouldn't carry me far—and a twenty of 
this. Hannigan himself had slipped me 
without even asking me if I needed it. 
It was decent of Hannigan, and I 'd 
square it some of these days. I was 
trying to figure out where some of this 
money would land me via the midnight 
Western Express , when a couple en-
tered the cafe whom I knew pretty well, 
though they didn't associate with my 
class. One was a prize-fighter, " R e d d ) 
the P u g , " and the other his manager. I 
didn't care to be noticed right then, so I 
ducked into another chair in a corner 
behind some potted plants, which 
screened me from where they sat. 
" R e d d y " started to talk in a moment. 

"'Well, then it's fixed," he was saying. 
" W e spar in the first, I hit the floor twice 
in the second, take the count of nine in 
the third, and bust his jaw in the fourth 
with a left hook. Is that r ight? " His 
manager kept tally and nodded, and af-
ter a little more detail they got up and 
went away. 

The thing disgusted me. Somewhere 
" R e d d y " was going to fight, and it was 
being " f i x e d . " H e was to look like a 
loser so that his backers would get good 
odds for their money in the second 
round and third, and in the fourth round 
" R e d d y " would up and knock the other 
man out—all cut and dried—for a price. 
Bah 1 a dirty game which gave the loser 
no chance at all and too much like rob-
bing an infant to suit my taste. 

But I had my own troubles to think 
about. So far as I could see, Hanni-
gan's advice to " g e t " was good, but I 
hadn't fully settled this in my mind when 
a boy came in, passing around with the 
afternoon edition of the " N e w s . " I took 

a copy, and there, across the face of the 
front page, in block type, an account of 
an early morning burglary, around a cut 
of my own likeness, stared me in the 
face. The police on the job had found 
an imaginary trace of my own delicate 
handiwork in the business—and all this 
though I had not been within a mile of 
the place. Things were certainly get-
ting hot for me, and it was no longer a 
simple case of getting away, but to keep 
clear of four thousand "cops" until I 
had a chance to do so. 

I read the article over again, and it 
made me feel disgusted. The burglar 
had entered the place by the sash and 
j immy method, a thing which I had 
never in a good many years dirtied my 
hands to do. simply because I found out 
that I didn't have to. I did my work 
exclusively in the "stone-front" district, 
the nifty residences along the exclusive 
West Side avenues; the kind who barred 
the basement windows like a safety vault 
and left the front door open. It was so 
easy—just a few days' observation as to 
who was coming out and going in, to 
catch them turning a handle instead of 
using a key, and then the goods were 
as good as mine, not once in ten times 
did I make a mistake, and when I did 
there were twenty ways of getting clear 
A decent-looking gentleman in evening 
clothes, with evidences of slight intoxi-
cation, has strayed into the wrong house 
too many a time these days to make 
my plan a difficult proposition, and I 
had studied well to act the part when 
necessary, it hadn't failed me. 

S o here I was, almost strapped, and 
hunted, and put to my wits to quit the 
city before another morning without a 
chance for another "str ike ." Without a 
chance? W a s I, though? Instantly I 
figured out the risk. W h y not? It was 
as safe as it ever was, and it tickled my 
fancy to think of getting away with a 
neat little haul in the face of the entire 
police force and the story printed there 
on the front of the " N e w s . " 

A scrap of paper fluttered toward my 
feet—one of the bits of paper I had flung 
into the street when I destroyed my 
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memorandum book. The writing on 
one side turned up when it struck my 
shoe, and I read the address of one of 
the choice places I had on my list. 

" B y J imtniny! it's a s i g n ! " said I , 
picking up the bit of paper and slipping 
it into my vest-pocket; I would make 
tliat place a call. 

About nine in the evening I stepped 
into the vestibule of one of the most 
beautiful residences facing the drive 
along the r iver , and I experienced for a 
moment the usual palpitation of the 
heart I never could suppress at such a 
time. Then I caught the expression of 
my face in the French plate mirror at 
the side and steadied myself, grimly set-
tling my dress-coat a little better upon 
my shoulders. I entered the dimly-
lighted hal lway, there was no one to op-
pose me. It was clearly another lucky 
strike for me. I moved swiftly into the 
reception room, through the music and 
the dining r o o m s , not a sound. When 
I stood still to listen, I heard, very far 
off it seemed, the murmur of domestics 
somewhere in the rear In the gloom I 
caught the dull sheen of beautiful heavy 
plate on the sideboard, I pulled out a 
drawer or two and inspected longingly 
the solid sterling. But I did not want 
to load up with that kind of stuff unless 
I had t o , first, I would inspect (he rooms 
above to see what else offered. 

I had barely reached the top of the 
carpeted stairway when the opening of 
the front hall door below tingled 
through me from head to foot. A young 
fellow, two, three, half a dozen—a whole 
crowd of them came piling in amid a 
babel of conversation and laughter—all 
in evening dress. I caught it all in one 
glance before I sped silently up another 
stairway, bolted for the first open door 
at hand and shut it behind me. It closed 
with a spring catch, that much time 
gained anyhow before it would be 
opened. I was in a bed-room—a man's 
bed-room. I tried the connecting doors 
to other rooms and found them locked. 

It felt most uncomfortably like a trap 
and the door into the hallway was the 

only way out. But when I had pulled 
back the catch, I let it slide to again, 
noiselessly The crowd of young fel-
lows were coming up to that floor, and, 
I instantly divined, toward that very 
room. T o make sure, I waited until I 
heard the turn of the handle and heard 
the chink of keys. Then I stepped into 
a roomy wardrobe close at hand and 
drew the door almost shut. A foot or 
so from the top there was the usual 
broad shelf and I drew myself up onto 
this carefully—not an easy task even for 
a man in my good physical condition. 
The shelf held nothing but a square 
card-board box at one end, and a folded 
rug at the other The latter I worked 
up under my shoulders and stretched 
out almost at full length, my shoes light-
ly resting on top of the cardboard box. 

The crowd trooped into the room, 
laughing and joking, and one of them 
came over and leaned against the ward-
robe door, pressing it shut. I "blessed" 
him under my breath when I began to 
stifle in the close air. 

I gathered from their talk that the 
youngest son of the house, Dick B r a x -
ton, who I had figured on as being out 
of the city with the rest of the Braxton 
family, had got this crowd together for 
a little fling, but the nature of the " s t a g " 
I did not divine until I caught the name 
of " R e d d y , " after which I was so inter-
ested that I almost forgot to lay still. 
Then I learned that the fight—the very 
same fight which " R e d d y " had " f i x e d " 
in Kunne's Cafe that afternoon—was to 
be pulled off in one of the rooms below, 
and that " R e d d y ' s " opponent was the 
"Bos ton Bruiser ," another dirty third-
rate slugger, as I had reason to know 
While they were talking I heard the dull 
pounding from below, where they were 
laying clown the canvas and setting up 
the " r i n g . " 

Then they were talking bets on the 
fight. I wondered where Braxton stood 
in the business, though I made up my 
mind instantly that he was not in the 
" f i x i n g . " He was a wild young fellow 
and all that, but with a reputation of be-
ing a dyed-in-the-wool, clean sport. 
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A f t e r a little while someone with a high, 
thin voice offered him two to one on 
" R e d d y , " at which Braxton laughed and 
replied that he'd size the men up first, 
and the high, thin voice went on make 
a couple of bets with some of the other 
fellows. U p to this time they were all 
sitting in the dark. Some one asked 
about the gloves. 

" I ' v e got them right here," came 
Braxton's voice, and the wardrobe door 
swung open. I felt a hand fumble at 
the pasteboard box. U p went my feet, 
suspended in the air Another voice 
asked if he wanted a light. 

" N o , " returned Braxton with a laugh , 
" I don't want a light to show in the 
house tonight; we're not at home," at 
which there was a general explosion of 
merriment. The pasteboard box was 
withdrawn, the door swung shut, and I 
began to breathe again. 

M y cramped position had become 
very painful, until at last parts of my 
circulation stopped and left me numb. 
I was rapidly drifting into lethargy, the 
voices in the room were becoming jum-
bled, and my brain refused to respond 
when I tried to follow the conversation. 
I was dully cognizant of the shuffling 
of many feet, and then a stillness 
brought me to with a shock—the crowd 
had left the room. I dropped clumsily 
down from the shelf and almost out on 
the floor It was some time before I 
could get to my feet. 

The room was strewn with top-coats, 
hats and canes and gloves. M y own hat 
was lying up there crushed on the shelf, 
so I tried them on until I found a fit. 
Jus t at this moment someone hurriedly 
entered again from the hall. I turned to 
face him in the gloom, but did not move 
for I knew that he could see me outlined 
against the flickering street lights that 
came in through a window. H e stopped 
abruptly. 

" I l e l l o ? " asked Braxton 's voice. " I 
thought we were all d o w n , I forgot the 
g l o v e s — " 

" I ' m looking for my cigar case," I 
answered evenly ; for it flashed over me 
in a moment that I was in evening dress 

(he would see enough to make that out), 
and he had taken me to be one of his 
party. 

" Y e s , " he queried, "did you find it?" 
and he came nearer 

" T h e y are smashed," I observed, as 
before. 

" H e r e , have some of mine," he quick-
ly offered, and I felt rather than saw him 
hold them out in his hand as he came 
very close. I took them and thanked 
him off hand. 

" H e r e ' s a l ight," he added in the same 
breath, and a match flared up an instant. 
I could not help but recognize that I 
was cleverly caught even at the moment 
when the light went out and I felt my 
wrist in a clutch which twisted it pecu-
liarly behind my back. I knew enough 
about that twist to be aware that if I 
tried to struggle he would simply break 
my arm. I laughed dryly 

" A l l right, M r B r a x t o n , " I observed, 
"von win. Y o u need not make any 
noise," for I thought he might call for 
help. 

" C o m e out into the hall ," he said, still 
holding me, and we moved out to the 
head of the stair where a hanging lamp 
shed a dull glow 

" H o w did you get in? What 's your 
name ? Though I needn't ask that," he 
queried. 

"Walked in," I answered simply, "and 
you know the rest." I felt instinctively 
that the only thing to do was to be per-
fectly frank. 

"Coming, B r a x t o n ? " somebody called 
from below 

" J u s t a minute! " he called down ; then 
to me, " W i l l you stand?" 

I nodded, and he released his hold and 
I leaned, facing him, with my back to 
the wall. H e pondered for a little while. 

" I don't know what the deuce to do 
with you , " he observed at length. " I 
don't want any police around tonight—" 

" S a y , Mr. B r a x t o n , " I suddenly inter-
posed, for I had been thinking diligent-
ly, "you 've got a private fight between 
' R e d d y ' and the 'Boston Bruiser ' com-
ing off be low"—he never twitched an 
eyel id—"What if I tell you that you and 
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your friends are going to back the 
'Bruiser, ' and that you haven't a chance 
to w i n ? " H e looked me steadily in the 
eye. 

" Y o u mean?" asked he. 
" I t ' s fixed," said I. H e did not reply, 

but held me for a moment with that 
long, steady look, puffing at a cigar. 
F rom below came impatient murmuring 

" H o w do you know ?" was his expect-
ed query 

I asked him for a pencil and bit of 
paper , he proffered the back of an en-
velope. I wrote down the sequence 
of the fight-to-be exactly as I had heard 
it from ' Reddy 's" lips. " 

H e glanced it over " M y G o d ! " I 
heard him whisper. " A n d in my own 
house, t o o ! " and I knew I had scored. 

" I say, Braxton, we're waiting, don't 
you know," floated up that high-pitched, 
thin voice from the bottom of the stair, 
and I instantly rccogr.ized the chap and 
that it was he who was doing the dirty 
work. I had seen him hanging around 
my district in company with " R e d d y ' s " 
manager for many a day. 

" H e ' s the one," I mentioned to Brax -
ton, quietly, though he had not asked 
me anything, and I knew by the glint 
in his eye that he understood. 

"Coming , A v e r y ! " he answered, short-
ly, and, turning to me, put his hand on 
my arm. I understood the suggestion 
and we went down together where the 
fellow, Avery , waited for us. 

"Fr iend of mine I didn't expect—Mr 
Benton," mentioned Braxton, casually, 
introducing me. 

" A h , y e s ! " said Avery , touching my 
fingers. 'But , I say, Braxton , " turning 
to him and appearing a little anxious, 
"don't you intend to go in on this to-
n ight?" H e waved a betting card. 

"Plenty of time," observed Braxton, 
leading the way toward the rear of the 
house. Avery ' s anxiety visibly increased. 

" I say , " he protested, "be a sport, old 
man. I 'm laying two to one against 
the "Bruiser"—I ' l l go you evens it don't 
g o five rounds." 

Braxton laughed quietly, but I no-
ticed a peculiar ring in the laugh, and I 
f s ' t ygrv hannv If Braxton bad doubt-

ed my story, the other man was certain-
ly making it good. 

He opened the door, and we stepped 
into a glare of white light, blinding us 
at first. I gradually made out through 
a smoke haze the canvas screens over 
the windows, even over the walls ; the 
whole room looked like the interior of 
a canvas box. On the floor had been 
pitched a portable ten-foot " r ing , " with 
well-padded surface and posts ; over in 
a far corner were grouped the " p u g s , " 
stripped for action; their handlers and 
Braxton's friends were crowded around. 
A sandy-haired, young fellow had been 
picked to act as referee. 

A general growl of satisfaction greet-
ed us at our entrance, and they scattered 
around the ropes. Braxton threw the 
gloves into the ring, nodded to one or 
two of the fellows near by, indicated 
me with a bob of his head and men-
tioned the name he had given me. The 
handlers of " R e d d y " and the " B r u i s e r " 
took the gloves and attended to their 
men in their corners. In a few moments 
the preliminaries were done, the sandy-
haired, young fellow from the centre 
of the ring looked tentatively at B r a x -
ton .for the word. 

" J u s t a moment, T o m m y , " Braxton 
said to him. H e folded over the envel-
ope on which I had written and reached 
it out to him while every one looked 
on. 

" J u s t slip it in your pocket," added 
Braxton, "until I want it." 

Then the " B r u i s e r " and " R e d d y " were 
at it. A t the end of the first round it 
was an even thing, to all appearances 
it was a round viciously fought. The 
betting about the room was general, 
Avery ' s offer of two to one being 
snapped up by half a dozen. A pink 
tinge was growing in his cheeks, and 
he was growing visibly excited at the 
success of his deal. 

Round two opened up and " R e d d y " 
went to the floor Up and spar, and 
clinch and shift ; then down he went 
again until the intermission. The back-
ers of the "Bru i ser " were jubilant. 
Averv met their offers eagerly; his 
voice cpme taunting across th.e ring at 
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Braxton. At the close of the third 
round it was the same. I knew by the 
way that Braxton's hand trembled 
where he held me by the arm that he 
was hard pressed not to end the matter 
then and there. 

" A thing like that—and in my own 
bouse, too ! " he kept repeating, under 
his breath, when he wasn't pressing his 
very white lips together 

Round four began with the men slug-
ging incessantly away, which lasted for 
a full minute, then the "Bru i ser " sent 
" R e d d y " back against the ropes with a 
heavy swing to the head. It was a 
much heavier blow than he intended. 
" R e d d y ' s " knees kinked under him, and 
but for the ropes he would have gone 
to the floor. The cold perspiration 
broke all over m e , if the thing was to 
go wrong now, bv a fluke or otherwise, 
I was done for I felt the sudden twitch 
of Braxton's hand and his fingers 
pinched me, and I knew the thought 
which actuated it. Then came the re-
lief as " R e d d y " braced up, lunged for-
ward with the rebound from the ropes, 
whipped his fist against the "Bru i ser ' s " 
face and dropped him. It was the end, I 
knew, before the sandy-haired Tommy 
began the count of ten. 

"That will do. T o m m y ! " Braxton 's 
voice cut the stillness as the seconds were 
being counted o f f , he let go of me and 
climbed into the r ing , his face was 
drawn and pale, excepting where the 
anger burned on his cheeks. 

"Gentlemen! The bets are o f f ! " he 
exclaimed to the crowd. Every one was 
thunderstruck, and Avery blazed up furi-
ously 

" W h a t the dev—what kind of a game 
do you call this, B r a x t o n ! " he almost 
screamed. 

" A crooked game, A v e r y , " said Brax-
ton, very distinctly " Y o u have got the 
proof in your pocket. Tommy—the 
paper," he went on, turning to the ref-
eree. He took the folded envelope and 
passed it to Avery " R e a d it out—if 
you like," he told him. 

Averv stared at it for a moment, then 
he cursed and struck it with his open 
hand,. 

"This is r o t ! " he burst out, but his 
lips quivered, and he didn't care to meet 
Braxton's look. " I t ' s some damned 
clever guess, I tell you. I want my win-
nings, and I'll get them!" 

" N o t for to-night's work , " returned 
Braxton, as quietly as before , "you have 
been getting a good many thousands 
out of me and my friends for the last six 
months, Avery , and you're not going to 
get any more. Do you understand?" He 
understood. 

Avery , furiously livid, started for the 
door H e just had voice enough to 
sputter: 

" I wouldn't stay in this house another 
minute!" 

"That 's g o o d ! " commented Braxton, 
dryly, after him. 

During this time the scrappers had 
been standing together, realizing that 
the game was up. They were a sorry-
looking pair 

"Hust le these men into their clothes, 
and get them out of here ! " directed 
Braxton, sharply Then he came over 
to me and, with his hand on my shoul-
der, took me out of the room. Just as 
I turned I heard and exclamation and 
recognized " R e d d y ' s " voice. 

"There ' s a man in there who knows 
me, Mr Brax ton . " I said, quickly, when 
the door closed behind u s , "the police 
are after me for a thing I didn't do, and 
I was trying to raise enough to get out 
of town " 

H e stopped me with a short wave of 
his hand. 

" I don't want to know anything about 
it," he said, as he walked me down to 
the front door But I was aware that 
he had known it all the time when I 
reached the vestibule. He slipped me a 
folded bill, a yellowback of decent de-
nomination. 

"Good-bye, Mr !" he said, call-
ing me by the name which headed the 
burglary story in the evening editions 
of the press. " I hope I won't see you 
aga in ! " 

I glanced at my watch. There was 
just time for me to catch the ejspre??. 



THE DOOR OPENS 
By Homer Croy 

AT twentv-two, Newton Seabury 
was a watch repairer in the 
Good-may bookstore , at thirty-
two, Newton Seabury was a 

watch repairer in the Goodmay book-
store ; at forty-two, he still sat in the 
front window of the Goodmay book-
store, with a magnify ing glass screwed 
into his left eye. H e had never been 
out of Springville in his life. 

H e was a little, old morsel, carefully 
pleasant, with the droop to his shoulders 
of the man who spend a year-in-year-out 
life over a dull desk. L i fe was so little 
and so circled that it was numbly pleas-
ant to him. On soggy , trying days, 
when old Mr. Goodmay snarled and 
snapped at his best customers, Newton 
Seabury was studiously and taxingly 
pleasant. His geniality grated. F lood-
ed crossings and missing sidewalks were 
tinder to his fire of wit. His humor fluc-
tuated in ratio to the humidity. 

The window in which Seabury sat was 
in the front part of the store, next the 
street, where the light was strongest. 
Al l day he would sit drooped over his 
stool ; when he nodded to a friend on 
the street the glistening magnifying 
glass bobbed up and down, making him 
look like a unicorn out of place. Friends 
would pause and rap on the window, 
making some jovial sign or shouting out 
a merry word. It took much of his time 
in shaking back cheerful greetings. So 
Mr Goodmay moved his desk back a 
few feet, and faced it against the waif 
He had many friends. 

Many times each day he had to get up 
from his leather stool in the window and 
wait on bookstore customers, sometimes 
selling picture frames, often airguns, and 
sometimes writing tablets. But on neat-
ly every sale he had to ask M r Goodmay 
the price. His heart was in his own 
work. 

One day Mr. Goodmay missed some 

money from his little cash box. The 
clerk disappeared that night. Mr. Good-
may was furious, and was determined 
that the young man should suffer a 
heavy penalty. Seabury tried to pacify 
the merchant. " H e may not be guilty," 
said he. " H e really isn't until it is 
proved, you know Always give a man 
the benefit of the doubt." 

Sure enough, a few days later a cus-
tomer brought back the bills that had 
been given to him in overchange. The 
clerk had only eloped. 

" A h ! " impressed Seabury, when the 
incident was over. " M e n are not bad 
animals. A lways give a man a chance." 

It was when he was thirty-two years 
old that Newton Seabury had his first 
love affair " A f f a i r " is such a hard and 
prosaic word to use to record the rare 
meeting of two mated souls. It was with 
Miss Mary Skidmore, daughter of the 
postmaster She was her father's assist-
ant, and sat the day long at the little 
stamp window, her blooming face like a 
flower heart set in petals of wood. She 
was wholesome, and had the cultured 
daintiness that is found in at least one 
young woman in every town, no differ-
ence how small and how lost the place 
may be. 

A f t e r church, on Sundays, he would 
go with her to the postoffice and lounge 
inside over the papers, while she waited 
the hour at the window Then the two 
would stroll to her home, where they 
would spend the afternoon in quiet hap-
piness. They were "made" for each 
other, as the Springville people ex-
pressed it. One Christmas, on the church 
tree, there was a china doll swinging on 
a forward limb labeled only with the 
words, " F o r Newt and M a r y . " It 
created a merry laugh. 

But M a r y died. It was a great shock 
to the lover. F o r a week his laboratory 
in the window had the glass cover down 
over i t , when he returned he was so 
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haggard that M r Goodmay urged him 
to take a month off. But Newton Sea-
bury found solace in his work and 
stayed at his desk. In a year he was, 
apparently, himself again. 

Time began to leave its pitiful trail 
over his face. Pronounced irregular 
streaks of gray sifted through his hair. 
His left eye was ringed with a red, swol-
len line, and the ball itself bulged a little 
from constant wearing of the magnify-
ing glass. His lips were set in soft lines 
and seemed incapable of hardening for 
biting words. Seabury boarded at 
Straw-bridge's. It was the better class 
family boarding home of Springville. 
The superintendent of the public 
schools, the editor of the one daily, 
the leading photographer and his 
wife, with other dignitaries, were the 
regular boarders. Promptly at noon, 
Newton would pull out his eye-piece, lay 
off his office coat and set out for Straw-
bridge's. If the superintendent arrived 
early he would always wait for Seabury 
that they might talk over their cups; the 
editor, who had to hurry away early, 
always managed to get a word with him 
on the porch. It made the afternoon 
more chcery 

For forty-two years Time had torn off 
the months from his calendar without 
rumpling the edge of one with an event 
out of the routine. The moving finger 
seemed to be legibly writing that his 
zodiacal groove led to a comfortable 
grave, unforked. Old age crept on him. 
But the only change it succeeded in 
making was the physical. It was a 
peaceful, placid withering. 

Tlie photographer and the editor often 
took advantage of the optician's good 
nature by playing tricks on him. Throck-
morton was so full of life that he was 
always glad of something to turn his 
wits to when outside his dull little pic-
ture shop. Mrs. Throckmorton, always 
quiet, would have to check with glances 
and commands, when in their own room, 
her husband's fun loving proclivities. 

"What makes you impose on him so?" 
she asked her husband one evening as 
they sat alone. " H e doesn't deserve it." 

"A person so simple and innocent 
ought to be wakened up once in a while," 
he laughed, turning to his paper. 

Seabury had one violent prejudice. It 
did not seem quite in keeping that Sea-
bury should have a will of his own strong 
enough to form a dislike for anything. 
But it was for nothing more human than 
a lump of sugar. The editor and the 
photographer would watch their chance 
and drop sugar into Seabury's coffee. It 
was in the boyish, merry spirit though of 
understanding friends. 

" A h , I caught you that time," Seabury 
would say, tapping the surreptitious hand 
as he passed the cup to the girl for an-
other filling; or, "There, there, you did 
not fool me that time." 

One night the editor and Throckmor-
ton sat alone in the former's room. "Isn't 
Seabury a pitiful, innocent old duck?" 
said the editor " I sometimes wish I had 
some of his easy-going, childish nature. 
But he's happier than some of us who 
have lived life in the raw." 

" D o you suppose we could stir him up ? 
I don't think he ever had a more thrilling 
experience in his life than running to a 
livery stable fire." 

" I know what," exclaimed the editor 
with inspiration. "Let ' s play a real joke 
on him. Let's write a letter to him tell-
ing him that his past is known, that it's 
all up." 

" A past—old Seabury with a past ! " 
exploded Throckmorton. " H e has about 
as much of a past as a china doll just 
crated at the factory. A fellow can't 
have a past without a woman being in it, 
you know. Seabury can't take a cup of 
coffee from Hettie Strawbridge without 
reddening to his ears. But all right, I 'm 
in for it, just to see what he will do." 

It was planned that the photographer 
should typewrite a line on his machine 
at the office, without any clue as to the 
sender's identity, then mail the letter. 
Together they worded the note: " A l l is 
known. Your relations with Her have 
been discovered. What are you going 
to do about i t?" 

" N o w we will sign it ' S ' for sugar," 
said the photographer, with glistening 
eye. "It ' l l be such a good joke when 
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we explain to the rest of them at the 
table." The two laughed with suppressed 
breath until they had to lean weakly back 
in their chairs. Across the hall Seabury 
was humming a merry little tune in 
rhythm to his rocking chair. 

The following day the editor and 
Throckmorton were back early to lunch; 
each ran over the mail on the mantle in 
the Strawbridge sitting room, and each 
glanced at the other with twinkling eye. 
Seabury came rocking up the front steps 
on his cramped legs, chucked little Hettie 
Strawbridge under the chin, came inside, 
and took out his own letters. With legs 
stretched out in the big rocking chair, he 
slit open the envelopes with his penknife. 
The two jokesters were sadlv disappoint-
ed that there was not the slightest flicker 
of surprise on his face. But they did not 
put sugar in his coffee that noon. After 
lunch, as he had done a thousand times 
before, Seabury lighted his pipe, talked 
generally a few minutes, then trudged 
back to his work just as he had done the 

day before, and the day before that, and 
days before innumerable. 

At the table that evening the editor 
and Throckmorton were going to throw 
out some hint about the mysterious let-
ter They carefully planned just how it 
should be led up to. If sugar in his cof-
fee would arouse him certainly a threat 
of this kind would. They felt sure that 
they could ruffle him a bit there before 
all the boarders. They would not let him 
get the best of the joke by never men-
tioning it. They anxiously waited for 
him. 

But the optician did not come back to 
supper. He was never seen again. 

* * * * * * 

The photographer never did under-
stand whv his wife so violently quarreled 
with him a week later, and then sued for 
divorce. "She used to be so quiet and 
even-tempered," he complained wearily 
one day to the editor. " I miss her very 
much." 

T H E U N K N O 

By J Mac 

TH E Paris-Brussels express was 
nearing Compiegne. the last 
stop before Paris. An English 
gentleman had boarded the 

train at Terguier He was on the seat 
with me. We were alone in the coach, 
the seat opposite was vacant. 

When the train stopped at Campiegne 
the door was flung open and a valise 
was poised in the opening, letting in the 
icy air of one of the worst days 
known to France. In Russia such 
weather is expected; in Paris it is out of 
place and an insult to the local endur-
ance. The Englishman scowled. 

"Please close the door," said I, polite-
ly. 

"Shut that door!" roared the English-
man. 

The valise was shoved in, and a man 
six feet tail, muscular and aggressive, 

W N P O W E R 

Richard 

climbed into the coach and fell upon the 
cushions opposite the Englishman. 

"Shut tbat door!" repeated the Eng-
lishman. 

"Whom are you talking to?" retorted 
the newcomer. 

The cavalry sabre, showing hilt and 
point between the folds of an army cloak, 
gave me the impression that he was a 
soldier 

The Englishman rose, slammed the 
door to and, returning to his seat, fixed 
his glassy eyes on the soldier. 

" B o o r ! " be growled 
An oath answered him, and the valise 

was landed close to me on the seat. I 
paid no attention to the aggression. 

The soldier drew out his watch, wound 
and set it, and said, in a high, somewhat 
nasal voice: 

"I'll settle you presently!" 
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" A l l aboard!" cried the guard, and we 
started. I had no means of fathoming 
the Briton's mind, but his appearance 
indicated calm. 

When we were flying past brown fields 
the young man said, with exaggerated 
courtesy: 

" M y impression is that I caught the 
word 'boor ' 

" Y o u r impression is correct," answered 
the Briton. " I called you a boor." 

The words were hardly out of his 
mouth when the soldier raised his hand 
and slapped him on the cheek. I ex-
pected the Englishman to take the sol-
dier by the throat;. but he did nothing of 
the kind. H e made an almost imper-
ceptible motion with his foot, and I saw 
what I shall not forget. 

The alert, quarrelsome fellow of the 
instant before sat before us like a para-
lytic, powerless, all but lifeless. It was 
evident that he was in agony verging on 
madness. His arms and legs twitched 
violently; his eyes bulged; his teeth chat-
tered, and a strange, gasping noise es-
caped his lips. I sprang to my feet. M y 
impulse was to help him, but the Briton 
stopped me. 

" D o not touch h im! " he said, peremp-
torily. " N o one can release him but me. 
He deserves, all he is getting, he has 
acted like a dog. Next time he will 
know how to conduct himself before a 
gentleman." 

" M e r c y ! M e r c y ! " moaned the soldier. 
The words were hardly audible. 

" S o be i t ! " said the Englishman. " B u t 
take care! Next time you will not get 
off so easily." H e moved his foot and 
a look of supreme relief passed over the 
face of his victim. 

breed from an appalling and mysteri-
ous power, the soldier fell back upon his 
cushions, covered his face with his hands 
and sat as if annihilated. A f t e r a long 
silence he spoke: 

"Did I dream it, or was it real?" 
" I t was no dream," answered the 

Briton. " Y o u will remember Sir John 
Mexton, I fancy " 

" I f you are Sir Mexton I shall," an-
swered the incorrigible. 

" H a ! What is that ? Look out! Do 

not tempt me," said the Briton, and as 
I looked curiously at his feet he said, 
addressing me -

" Y o u Americans are not the only in-
ventors." H e put one leg over the other 
and pointed to his toe. " Y o u see those 
two metallic points?" 

" Y e s . " 
" M y power lies there. Do not ap-

proach me. Those apparently insignifi-
cant bits of metal are the contacts of an 
awfu l force. The electric current is fed 
by batteries fixed in the heel of the 
shoe, and the shocks felt by our friend, 
the General, were discharges produced 
by two poles communicating through his 
body I regard this as the invention of 
the age. I am now on my way to Paris 
with two pairs of shoes—one made for 
presentation to the Emperor of Germany, 
the other ordered by an Italian politician, 
who is to offer them to his King. The 
Academy of Sciences of France is to in-
spect my invention before I deliver the 
shoes to their royal proprietors." 

I am always skeptical. On that occa-
sion I said to mysel f : "Th i s Mexton is 
no English milord, he is a drummer for 
some manufacturer of electrical appli-
ances ; but he is no ordinary drummer— 
his demonstrations are convincing. Seized 
by longing to render myself invincible, I 
asked 

" H o w do you sell your shoes?" 
"They are two hundred francs a pair , 

but they would be cheap at any price." 
The soldier had recovered himself. 
" Y o u are right," said he. " I n this age 

of crime nothing is too dear if it guar-
antees a man against thugs. Why not 
sell a pair to me and send another pair 
to Wil l iam?" 

" A n d , " said I, " w h y not sell me a pair 
and send another pair to the King of 
I ta ly? " 

" I will on one condition," said Mexton. 
"P ledge your words as gentlemen not to 
wear the shoes publicly until after I no-
t i fy you that I have shown my invention 
to the Academy of Sciences and present-
ed the shoes ordered for the two sov-
ereigns." 

We agreed. Vvre pledged our words 
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as gentlemen to keep the agreement, and 
Mexton sold us the electric shoes. 

The remainder of the ride was delight-
ful . T h e Colonel sang a marching song. 
Mexton brought out a bottle of old Eau-
de-Vie de Marc, and he and I played a 
game of cards ( I losing fifty francs to 
him). 

S o the Colonel and I landed In Paris 
fitted out for the defense in extremis. 
Mexton stopped at the newstand. The 
Colonel started for his club, where he 
was to dine before driving to Mont Vale-
rien. ( H e was in command of the post.) 
I was on my way to the Continental, on 
foot, when a carriage passed me. In it 
were two men with heads together, laugh-
ing as if to solit their throats. It was, 
" H a , ha, h a ! " ' and " 1 1 a . ha, h a ! ! " T h e 
Colonel and John Mexton—no mistak-
ing either of them! 

T went to mv room in the hotel, 
dressed, slipped my feet into my thug-
distancers and sallied into the public din-
ing room. I considered that a safer place 
for my experiment than in the open 
street. ( I could hardly have hope to run 
up to a man, kick his shins and yet re-
main at large.) 

I took my place at a table with two 
men. In the midst of the meal I moved 

first one foot, then the other T h e man 
on my right glared and drew his chair a 
foot away f rom me. T h e man on my 
left, leaning toward me until his long 
hair brushed my nose, whispered, fierce-
ly • 

"When you're done prodding my leg 
with your damned cowcatcher, come out 
into the back yard and I'll put a bullet 
through v o u ! " 

My blood curdled. Buf fa lo Bill 's Wild 
West show was in Paris, and I had just 
happened to test my electricity on one 
of the cowboys. I caught the deadly 
gleam of an eye like a needle. 

"Pardon m e ! " I gasped, convulsively. 
" I feel ill." 

" Y o u look i t ! " he sneered, " I advise 
you to go out and cool your head ! " 

I rose f rom the table and crept away. 
F i f t y dollars out of pocket, forty dol-

lars for the shoes and ten dollars lost at 
cards to Mexton. 

I had made a fool of myself, been the 
dupe of sharpers and passed for a hys-
terical COWS rd. The shoes were no good 
in any way, shape or manner! I tried to 
wear them—I wanted to get some good 
for my money—the first rain turned them 
to pulp. 

THE PICTURE THAT TOLD A LIE 
By Robert Rudd 

MR S . P H E L P S was an impres-
sionable, little, old ladv, 
mentally sensitive to the 
slightest c h a n g e in the 

weather When the skv was bright and 
sunny, she was bright and sunnv, when 
the skv was overcast and gloomy, she 
was overcast and gloomy. Therefore, 
it was on'.v natural that a wet, dismal 
Spring should have put Mrs. Phelps in 
a wet, dismal frame of mind. Subcon-
sciously searching around for something 
tangible with which to just i fy this de-
pression, she settled upon her son, Will-
iam. This, too, was only nature 1. 

When William, upon graduation from 
a little fresh-water college in the next 
town, had announced his intention of 
going into newspaper work in New York , 
Mrs . Phelps, in her mild, unconvincing 
way, had vaguely protested. 

" G i v e the boy a chance, mother," her 
husband told he'r, bluffly. " W h a t did we 
send him to college f o r ? Y o u wouldn't 
want him to hang around here all his 
life and live off his parents, like them 
Abbott boys, would you ?" 

" I suppose you're right, Daniel , but 
somehow—oh, I don't know, but——" 

" P s h a w , mother! The boy's all right." 
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A s usual. Mrs. Phelps gave in, and 
Daniel, manlike, thought that that ended 
the matter That had been almost two 
years before this damp, dismal Spring. 

,. In that time the bov had done well. There 
was no doubt of that. He no longer re-
ferred to newspaper work as journalism, 
and he was getting twenty-five dollars a 
week, with a promise that he would soon 

* be put on space. 
But it was not his material welfare that 

caused Mrs. Phelps worry She knew, 
as mothers always do, that her boy was 
bright and could succeed. But, oh, New 
Y o r k ! Of course, it wasn't like the play 
she had seen that time with Daniel, but 
—oh, if her boy bad only shown a nat-
ural bent for the hardware business, like 
his father However, all of this she 
kept to herself. Daniel would have 
laughed at her 

Long, gray hours, while her husband 
was down at his store in the village, 
she would sit, moodily gazing at the por-
trait that hung over the bookcase between 
the parlor windows. It was a crude pen-
and-ink sketch of William, made by the 
newspaper artist with whom he roomed. 
William had fitted it into an old frame 
and sent it on to her -for Christmas. It 
made him rather more solemn looking 
than did the smiling photograph in th* 
family album, but in a very few lines it 
brought out that vital something that a 
camera lens so often fails to see in a 
person. 

Occasionally Miss Sprunt. who seemed 
to derive her only happiness in life by 
taking the happiness from other people's 
lives, would drop in for an afternoon 
cup of tea, and sympathetically expand 
upon the temptations and pitfalls of the 
wicked citv 

" I should think you'd be worried nigh 
unto death with your boy down there 
all alone—and a newspaper reporter, too! 
Now, there was Ed Updike " Then 
when she saw the tears beginning to 
glisten in poor, little Mrs. Phelps' eyes 
she would break off with some such un-
convincing sop as, "But , of course, with 
your William, dear, it may be different." 

One evening at supper, when Mrs. 
Phelps was more than usually low-spir-

ited—Miss Sprunt had been in to see 
her that afternoon—she half confided her 
fears to her husband. 

" A n d Daniel," she concluded, "even if 
William couldn't find anything congenial 
to do around here, it isn't as if he really 
had to work for a living." 

Daniel's rough assurances that the lad 
was able to take care of himself were 
anything but sympathetic, and served 
merely to make the mother keep her 
doubts to herself. 

Supper over, Mr. Phelps buried him-
self in his weekly paper, and Mrs. Phelps 
took up her work and pretended to knit. 
From time to time she glanced furtively 
at the picture over the bookcase. A f t e r 
a while the monotonous pat-pat of the 
rain upon the roof got on her nerves 
and her knitting fell to her lap. If Dan-
iel could only understand, she told 
herself. She hazily pictured New Y o r k 
as a great, roaring, relentless whirlpool 
of scarlet sin, centering about her strug-
gling, but helpless, Will. Red demons of 
drunkenness and gambling; demons of 
women—such women!—clutched at him 
frantically to drag him down. Instinc-
tively she glanced up at his portrait. She 
shuddered. The sinful scarlet of her 
mental picture seemed reflected in the 
portrait of her boy 

She rubbed her eyes to clear the scar-
let haze from them, and, half fearfully, 
looked again. She gasped. A sensual, 
red dancing girl had faintly but certainly 
insinuated herself into the picture and 
had hopelessly enmeshed the all-uncon-
scious William in her toils. For a few 
moments Mrs. Phelps was dumb with 
horror 

"Daniel ." 
There was something strangely calm 

in her voice that made it more alarming 
than if she had shrieked. 

Daniel dropped his paper with a start. 
"Well ?" he demanded, sharply Her 

face was deathly white. He followed 
the direction of her gaze. A s his eye fell 
on the portrait of William, he, too, start-
ed slightly. 

" H u m p h ! " H e strode over to the 
bookcase and yanked the picture from 
the wall. 
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"Oil, Daniel !" Mrs. Phelps said, faint-
ly. Daniel, do—do you see it, too?" 

"See it?" repeated Daniel, roughly. He 
felt the wall with his open hand. It was 
damp. He ripped the backing oif the 
picture. "See it? Of course, I see i t ! " 
He scooped the soggy padding out of 
the frame and triumphantly shook it open 
-o that his wife could see. It was an old 
Sunday newspaper supplement, and it 

pictured a very startling dancing girl 
in very vivid red. "With this sort of a 
spring you can see most any old thing 
except good, honest sunshine." He went 
over to her and placed his hand tender-
ly on her shoulder "Pack up to-mor-
row, mother. We'll run down to New 
York for a couple of weeks and see if 
we can't get the dampness out of our 
minds." 

BEST OF ALL 
By W. Carey Wonderly 

I T was Fr iday—"Glory Friday," the 
advertisements in the great dailies 
called it—and all the long morn-
ing an eager, bargain-hunting 

crowd had packed the store. Holton, 
King & Company's "Glory Fr idays" were 
justly famous, after a fashion, and when, 
as on this memorable day, the firm gave 
free with each purchase double crimson 
coupons—one hundred coupons a jeweled 
comb for the hair, or five hundred cou-
pons a silver shaving mug for " fa ther" 
or "husband"—there was simply no hold-
ing back the people. They carried every-
thing before them, thick as ants upon a 
sand-hill. 

Elsie Conway, of the music depart-
ment, was thoroughly tired. During the 
slight let-up around two o'clock, when 
the morning shoppers had returned home 
and the afternoon crowds had not ar-
rived yet, she left her department and 
strolled over for a few moments' chat 
with a friend at the ribbon counter. 

" I 'm all played out, Mame," she said, 
in a listless voice, adjusting her elaborate 
pompadour. "Honest, I feel like a good, 
long sleep would do me good." 

" W e had one fierce push here this 
morning," returned her friend. "Black 
velvet ribbon at twelve and a half, mind 
you! It's all the go this year, too. I 
was j ust mobbed." 

" It ' s a w f u l ! " said Elsie, with a 'shrug. 
"There I was, playing that 'Merry 
Widow' thing over and over again, until 

it makes me sick to see the cover of it. 
We're selling an elegant new coon song, 
too, for nine cents, ' I Likes a Little Bit 
of Everything. ' It's got a real catchy 
tune." And she hummed a few bars. 

" H a s it?" replied Mame. "But , then, 
coon songs ain't classy any more; I like 
the kind about moonlight and arbors and 
such. B y the way, is M r Holmes going 
to take you to the social to-night?" 

" I guess we'll go," nodded Elsie. "But 
the fact is, if I 'm rushed again this after-
noon, I'll have to cut out all the waltzes, 
and Mr. Holmes does waltz grand. Well, 
I guess I'll be going back. I see Sellman 
looking at us." 

"Oh, that man! " Mame made a ges-
ture of dissent. " T h e airs he gives him-
self, and him nothing but a poor floor-
walker, like your Mr. Holmes. He's my 
idea of a perfect gentleman. Well, in a 
little while you'll be leaving us, anyway, I 
guess, so what's the difference if old Sell-
man does look black at you? And you'll 
be the third girl friend of mine at Hol-
ton, King's , Elsie, to get married this 
year." 

Elsie Conway smiled prettily. "Per -
haps you'll be next after me, dear," she 
said. " I hope you will." 

"Can't tell," giggled Mame, coyly, as 
Elsie went back to her own department. 

She was a charmingly pretty girl, this 
Elsie Conway, with dark hair and very 
blue eyes and a white and pink complex-
ion. She dressed well, too, and in good 
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taste, for she studied the clothes of the 
better class of shoppers and copied them. 
In fact, her good looks had brought her 
the coveted position at the music counter, 
where the duties were light and pretti-
ness to be courted. 

A s she entered her department she 
heard her assistant at the piano, playing 
a new waltz song from the comic opera 
success. 

" I hope Sadie ain't selling that for nine 
cents," she thought, half fearful ly 
" M e r c y ! I guess they would fight for it 
at that price. Sadie," she raised her 
voice, " 'The Lovesick Crocodile' is 
twenty-one cents, remember," 

" I know, Miss Elsie," called back the 
assistant, without turning from the piano. 

Elsie stepped behind the counter and 
took up a handful of music, stopping to 
rearrange it before the afternoon rush 
began. Suddenly a gay, little laugh 
called her name and a vision in purple 
danced before her gaze. 

"Els ie Conway, don't you know me ?" 
Elsie glanced up at the intruder Then • 
" B e l l e ! " she cried. " H o w are you? I 

was thinking of you this blesed minute!" 
She leaned forward, craned her neck and 
kissed her visitor upon the cheek. " A n d 
you do look grand, too!" 

" Y e s , it is pretty nice, isn't it?" nodded 
Belle, turning to view herself in a mir-
ror. "But , oh, my dear, I 've got just 
loads of nice clothes now. Actresses 
must look smart, you know." 

" Y o u always were clever, Belle," de-
clared Elsie, mistaking the other's use 
of the word. " W h y , when you worked 
here everybody said you were too smart 
for a saleslady, and you ought to be a 
typewriter or something like that." 

"Oh, well, that's all done with now," 
shrugged Belle. "There 's nothing like 
the profesh—I could never do anything 
else after being on the stage, my dear." 

" Y o u don't have 'Glory Fridays, ' do 
you ?" sighed Elsie, and then she laughed, 
a little ashamed of herself. " B u t I do 
hate to be mobbed—people just fighting 
for music that's been marked down." 

"Oh, I know," sympathized Belle. 
" W h y , didn't I work here four years— 
bang that very piano? W e did used to 

have fun, though," and she laughed gaily 
at the memory. "Mercy me—yes ! " 

" I know I 'm dead tired of it," said 
Elsie. She caught up a lot of music and 
stacked it angrily. "Honest, it's a dog's 
l i fe." 

Belle Davidson glanced at her from 
under her long, black lashes. Belle was 
a magnificent creature—tall, svelte and 
brunette. A s a shopgirl at Holton, 
King's , she had been literally worshipped 
by the other saleswomen, and now as a 
showgirl with a big musical piece, she 
graccd the front row and wore expen-
sive gowns, as if to the manner born. 
She was clever in a way, good-hearted 
and generous, and since her debut in the 
theatrical world she had kept her eyes 
open and learned a thing or two. Belle 
Davidson was worldly wise. 

" Y o u ' r e not happy, are y o u ? " she 
asked, presently " Y o u feel pretty sick 
of all this, eh?" 

"Well , I 'm tired of it—it's a dog's 
l i fe," repeated Elsie, with a wry grimace. 

" I know—I've been there myself , " 
nodded Belle, shrewdly. She picked up 
a highly colored sheet of music and, 
opening it. pointed to the words of the 
chorus. "This is in our show. We—the 
other showgirls and myself—wear beau-
tiful yellow and green costumes, all scaly 
with gold spangles. The ponies—the 
small girls, you know—are dressed to 
look like little crocodiles. It goes this 
w a y . 

" 'Try as she might through the starry 
night, 

She never could beguile; 
Oh, the wise, old moon refused to spoon 

With the lovesick crocodile!' 

W e always get five or six encores—it 
goes big." 

" I t must be pretty," said Elsie, with 
a trace of envy in her voice. "Honest, 
Belle, you are mighty lucky, all of us 
girls are still slaving out our lives in a 
department store." 

Miss Davidson shrugged her shoul-
ders. "Well , if I hadn't tried I'd have 
been here yet, too. W h y , you are pretty, 
Elsie," she cr ied; "pretty and can sing. 
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You'd make a swell pony. Now, don't 
think I'm advising, my dear, I'm only 
suggesting." 

" D o you mean. Belle " cried Elsie, 
clasping her hands. "But . of course, you 
don't. Nobody would engage me. An 
actress " 

" I don't know," said Belle, cautiously 
"Come clown to the theatre to-night and 
see the boss. I'll tell him a thing or two, 
and maybe—I say, mavbe " 

"Oh, Bel le ! " cried the girl, with a little 
catch in her voice. " I am so dead sick 
of this—Glory Fridays, bargain days, 
marked-down sales, crimson coupons— 
the stage is better." 

"Better ! Gracious me! Much better, 
dear," laughed Belle. " Y o u come down 
to-night, about seven o'clock, say I'll 
get tbere early, and 'his Nibs' is always 
there early. Now don't forget. Stage 
entrance. Au revoir!" 

Elsie watched the showgirl sail down 
the aisle with breathless interest. She 
saw how the salespeople at the various 
counters watched her and commented 
upon her appearance. And perhaps she, 
Elsie Conway, would sail down the aisle 
in just that same manner, and the shop-
girls at Holton, King's would make 
notes of her gown and hat. 

Elsie remembered, with flushing 
cheeks, the nine days' sensation at the 
"store" when Belle Davidson, of the 
music department, had calmly made 
known her intention of going on the 
stage. All the other girls were speech-
less with admiration and wonder and 
envy; all the other girls had declared 
that they, too, would leave the store for 
the theatre, but none of the others had 
ever done it. She, Elsie Conway, would 
be the first since Belle to leave behind 
the Glory Fridays and seek the laurel 
crown. 

She decided not to tell Mame, over in 
the ribbon department. Mame was plain 
of features and could never hope to wear 
either the green, scaly costumes or the 
crocodile disguise in a big musicale com-
edy. Mame was impossible as a candi-
date for the stage. 

A little later the afternoon rush began 
in earnest, and from three until six Elsie 
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and her assistant had scarcely time to 
think. Men, women and children pulled 
and turned the music, demanded the price 
of this or that, fought for the bargains, 
and went off triumphantly with their 
double crimson coupons. But for once 
Elsie scarcely heeded them. Graciously, 
she played over on the piano every piece 
of music requested; a hundred times she 
answered that the 'Crocodile' song was 
twenty-one cents and the 'Widow' nine, 
she gave purchasers the double coupons 
w ithout being asked. For, she kept re-
peating to herself, in a little while it 
would be all over with, and there would 
be a new girl in the music department at 
Holton, King & Company's. She pitied 
Mame, over in the ribbon department; 
she pitied her assistant, Sadie. Never 
would they enter the gates of Fairyland 
-—a real actress, with lovely frocks and 
hats, a life filled with lights and music 
and applause! 

"It 's awful standing in a store all day," 
she declared, sympathetically, as she 
watched the salespeople. Already it 
seemed to her as she were out of the pic-
ture—merely an onlooker in fact. " N o 
wonder Mame looks sour!" 

When the great gong sounded at six 
o'clock and Sadie began to cover over 
all the music to an accompaniment of 
her own physical ailments and the gossip 
of a surprise party to which she was 
going that evening, Elsie nodded a curt 
good night and hurried away to the cloak 
room. She hadn't any time to spare, and 
she wanted to go home first and make a 
more becoming toilette before presenting 
herself at the theatre. 

In the elevator, however, she met 
Mame and Fred Holmes. Holmes was a 
floorwalker. He earned a good salary, 
was a pleasant and agreeable young man, 
and he loved Elsie devotedly. They were 
to be married in the Spring. On Sunday 
afternoons the two would often amuse 
themselves by inspecting flats, furnishing 
them in imaginary splendor, planning, 
building. 

Now Holmes looked at Elsie with a 
tender glance, all business gone from his 
mind with the striking of the closing 
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" t i r e d ? " he asked. "Been rushed, 
eh?" 

Elsie sighed. "Indeed, I am. Bargain 
days are awful , Fred. I can hardly stand 
up." 

"Oh, Elsie, ain't you going to the social 
then?" cried Maine, aghast. 

" I really don't see how I can," began 
Elsie. 

" I f she's too tired, Miss Mamie, I 
guess she'd better not go," spoke up 
Holmes. " Y o u mustn't get sick, you 
know, little gir l , " added Holmes, with a 
smile at Elsie. 

" B u t the social !" cried Mame. "Oh, 
you mustn't miss it. I 'm dead tired, too, 
Mr. F r e d , but I 'm never too tired to 
dance, I could die waltzing.", 

" H o w about it, E l s ie? " asked Holmes. 
" I don't think I'll go, Fred, " Elsie de-

cided. " Y o u see, to-morrow's Saturday 
and with my nerves I can't run any risks, 
Rushed all day, dancing to-night, and 
then rushed again to-morrow. I don't 
think mama will like it if I go. Suppose 
you go and take M a m e ? " 

"Oh, E l s i e ! " giggled Mame. " Y o u ' r e 
just a w f u l ! " 

Holmes hesitated a moment, then did 
her bidding. 

"Shal l I call for you, Miss M a m e ? " 
he asked. "Of course, if you have an-
other friend coming for you " 

" B u t I haven't," cried Mame. 
" A l l right. Then expect me at eight," 

he told her. 
Mame hurried off down the street, her 

heart beating like a sledge hammer, and 
Holmes conducted Elsie to the car. 

"Good night ! " he said, as he put her 
aboard. " G o to bed early, and I'll see 
you to-morrow " 

Elsie waved him a good night and the 
car started. Al l the way home she 
thought over the conversation in the ele-
vator. She was surprised that Holmes 
should so readily agree to taking Mame 
to the social in place of herself. But, 
then, Mame was not very pretty, and 
she was—there was some little consola-
tion in that. 

"Sti l l , Fred and I am engaged, and 
even if I did propose such a thing, Mame 
ought to have said no," concluded Elsie, 

as she left the car. " A n y w a y , Mame 
walks all over your feet when she dances 
and I know Fred won't like that," she 
added, and with this she was satisfied. 

Elsie lived with her mother and two 
sisters in the northwestern section of the 
city. The older sister was a stenogra-
pher; the younger one, the baby, was 
employed in another department store, 
only she worked in the office, which, she 
was wont to declare, was more genteel 
than being merely a saleslady Supper 
was ready and they were waiting for 
her when Elsie entered the house, so she 
sat down at table as she was, without 
removing her hat. 

" H a v e you an engagement to-night, 
E l s i e? " asked the mother, presently. " I 
hope not, you look tired." 

" Y e s , I 'm going to a social at Weber's 
Hal l—I told you, " answered Elsie. 

" Y o u and Fred, I guess?" suggested 
her older sister. " H e shows you a good 
time, all right." 

" N o , Fred can't go—he's got to work 
to-night. I 'm going to meet some of the 
girls f rom the store at Anna Dailey's— 
we're going down together," nodded 
Elsie. 

Of course, it was an untruth, Elsie rea-
soned to herself, as she dressed for her 
appointment with the manager , but, then, 
one's family asked such personal ques-
tions, and were always trying to find out 
things which didn't concern them in the 
least. She had almost made herself be-
lieve that she had done right to deceive 
them all as she left the house. A t least, 
they had gotten just what they deserved; 
and as for Fred Holmes—well, he had 
been very ready to take Mame to the 
social. When Elsie got off the car, after 
a long, weary ride downtown again, she 
saw Belle Davidson waiting for her on 
the drug store corner, superbly lovely 
under the glare of an arc light. 

"Hello, dearie!" was Belle's greeting. 
" M y ! you look good enough to eat. Now, 
don't be nervous nor backward. Y o u 
can sing, prove it , you can dance, show 
him; don't be afra id and you'll be all 
right." 

They want up an alley leading into the 
great, bare stage. It was very early andl 
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the scenes had not been placed and only 
a few of the company had arrived. Belle 
found the stage manager and led him 
over to where Elsie stood alone and won-
dering among the strange surroundings. 
The place seemed cold and dreary to her, 
and the sight of the stage hands hurrying 
to and f ro in their shirt sleeves proved 
a shock. A t the "store" it was consid-
ered not very nice to appear before ladies 
in one's shirt sleeves. Elsie resented 
these men's appearance. A n d certainly 
there proved to be nothing very fairylike 
about the stage at close range. She drew 
nearer and examined a throne. It was 
made of cheap, gilded wood, and the 
velvet was not velvet at all, but some-
thing very common. A n d the paint 
seemed to have been put on the different 
pieces of scenery in great dabs and smears 
—such impossible trees and flowers! 

"Dear me, yes ! She can dance fine— 
can't you, E ls ie?" cried Belle's voice, 
breaking in at the point. 

Elsie nodded silently H e r eyes were 
fastened on the stage manager, who was 
standing off at a little distance, sizing 
her up as if she had been an auctioned 
article. She flushed angrily under his 
glance. Dumbly she wondered what Fred 
Holmes would say if he knew another 
man looked at her in that manner 

" W e l l ? " asked Belle, presently 
"Miss Elsie will show up all right, all 

right," nodded the man, briskly. " N o w , 
if she can sing and dance—but then you 
know, Davidson, what it means to take 
on a new girl in the middle of the sea-
son. The company will kick like steers— 
extra rehearsals and all. But, oh, well— 
now, Miss Elsie, step down to the piano, 
please." 

She followed Belle and the man down 
to the piano and stared, fascinated, while 
he opened the instrument and turned on 
an electric light above the keys. 

H e struck a note, sharply, decidedly 
" S i n g , " commanded Belle. 
Elsie turned to Miss Davidson in sur-

prise. " W h a t shall I sing, please? I 
have no music." 

" S i n g the notes he struck—the scale 
up and down skip every other note— 

that wav , " explained Belle. "There—C, 
G, C, A.'" 

The manager tried aga in ; but, some-
how or another, her voice was not under 
control and when she tried to sing she 
broke down completely. She clasped her 
hands fearful ly together and waited. 

" P u n k ! " said the man, rising from the 
piano. " Y o u ought to be fined for this, 
Davy " 

"She ' s scared, poor thing!" cried Belle. 
Elsie saw that she was dismissed, and 

a sudden courage seized her. She caught 
the man's coat and drew him back. 

"Oh, don't go away y e t ! " she begged. 
" I can sing—Belle knows I can, only 
I — I feel a little frightened. Play the 
'Crocodile Song '—I ' l l sing that. Do try 
me." 

"Wel l , all right." 
Fie turned back, somewhat reluctantly, 

found the song, and, seating himself, 
began to play the introduction. Elsie, 
driven to desperation, sang the number 
as she had never dreamed she could— 
in a sweet, clear, bell-like soprano. She 
forced her lips to smile; her eyes danced. 

" G o o d ! " cried Belle, when she had 
finished. She glanced triumphantly at 
the manager. " H o w ' s that, Mr . R i c e ? " 
she asked, with a note of pride. "Going 
some!" 

Rice whistled softly " S o — s o , " he 
nodded. Then he turned to Elsie. " Y o u ' d 
have to be a pony, of course, Miss Els ie , " 
he said. " Y o u ' r e not tall enough for a 
showgirl, but I guess I can fix it and 
get you a showgirl 's salary." 

Elsie nodded silently 
" I t ' s twenty-two per—the ponies get 

eighteen," went on Rice. "Cal l around 
to-morrow and I'll fix you up—contract, 
score, you know. Everything regular, 
although we furnish hats and the white 
satin slippers for the last act. Other 
shoes and all stockings you provide, of 
course." 

"Oh, I'll tell her about that part," put 
in Belle. "E l s ie don't know much about 
the stage, but I'll put her onto a few 
tricks." 

"Then , am I engaged?" asked Elsie, 
presently. 

"Certainly," laughed Belle. 
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"Come around in the morning for the 
contract," the manager told her 

"Thank you! I will," replied Elsie. 
She followed Belle across the stage, 

listening with beating heart to her cease-
less chatter. At the big dressing room 
provided for the chorus Belle stopped 
and, opening the door, pushed Elsie gen-
tly in. A half dozen girls were there, 
dressing for the performance. They re-
garded Elsie with silent curiosity. 

"Miss Elsie Conway—she joins the 
show to-morrow," explained Belle. 

Elsie nodded, and the girl gave her a 
careless "Good evening!" and then went 
on with their dressing. 

" I guess I 'd better go , " Elsie said, as 
Belle began preparations for putting on 
her elaborate costumes. 

"Oh, what's your hurry? " cried Belle. 
"Don't go. I'll show you how to make 
up, dear Watch me." 

Elsie accepted a chair and sat watching 
her friend as she applied, first, a coating 
of cold cream, then rouge, then a flesh-
colored powder She made a dimple with 
practiced skill in one cheek and penciled 
her brows and lids until her eyes shone 
out like twin stars. But the process 
sickened Elsie a little. She felt that she 
would hate to go near any one with all 
that grease paint on their face. 

" H o w do I look?" demanded Belle, 
when she stood ready to go on the stage. 

" Y o u r face is—awfully red," answered 
Elsie, shyly 

"Oh, my dear, we use double calciums. 
We just have to put on plenty of color," 
cried Belle, angrily " I ' d look like a 
ghost from the front if I took off even 
ever so little of the rouge. You'l l learn 
after a while." 

Elsie nodded silently Presently there 
sounded the click—click of high-heeled 
shoes, and the frou-frou of silken skirts, 
and a tall, blonde, superbly gowned, 
young woman swept into the room. 

" L a t e again," laughed Belle, as she 
passed her dressing table. 

" Y e s , I know," shrugged the new-
comer. "But , really, I could not help 
it. Y o u see, the Delcomb boys got up 
such a jolly little party, and we motored 
out to the Suburban. A n d something 

happened to the machine on the way back 
and Jack Delcomb " 

"There 's the overture," interrupted 
Belle. 

"Oh, dear! I 'll be late, won't I ?" cried 
the blonde, carelessly. " I suppose his 
nibs with fine me a two-spot, but I don't 
care. I 've got the dandiest tip on the 
third race to-morrow—a sure winner, 
J a c k says. H o w do you like my new 
sparkler? I saw it in Bates' window and 
Jack just begged me to let him buy it for 
me. I hadn't the heart to refuse him, so 
I told him—won't you give me a hand 
with these hooks?" 

This last remark was addressed to 
Elsie, who was sitting quietly beside Belle 
Davidson, watching her add the finish-
ing touches to her face. 

" I ' l l never be able to get into this 
'Worth Creaton' unless somebody hooks 
me up the back," smiled the young 
woman. "Who ' s your little friend, D a v y ? 
Send her over. There's a good ' u n ! " 

Belle Davidson turned slowly and laid 
a hand on Elsie's shoulder. 

" D o you mind, my dear?" she asked. 
"Ros ie can't hook her clothes, and I 
haven't got time to stop. Elsie joins the 
show to-morrow, Rosie ," she went on. 
She waved her hand by way of an intro-
duction. "E ls ie Conway—Rosalie de 
Bourbon." 

Miss de Bourbon nodded brightly. 
"That ' s one phony name for a play bill, 
thought," she told Elsie. " W h y don't 
you get something pretty? I'll think one 
up for you." 

"Thank y o u ! " returned Elsie. She 
went over and stood timidly before the 
handsome showgirl, waiting for her to 
tell her what she should do. She felt 
her face flushing painfully. Neither at 
home nor at the store had she been placed 
in such a position. She did not think it 
"nice" for twenty girls to dress and un-
dress together in one room. Miss de 
Bourbon, calmly indifferent, had discard-
ed her waist and skirt and sat upon a 
chair affectionately stroking a long, limp, 
lavender silk stocking. Presently she 
turned her limpid, blue eyes to Elsie 
and a gleam of cunning shone in their 
depths. 
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" I ' ve been thinking," she confided, 
"and I 'm going to cut the first act. I'll 
be fined, anyway. And I'll save a lot of 
bother, too. You see, we wear sheath 
skirts in the first act, and fleshings are 
such a trouble to get on and of f . " 

Belle Davidson and the other girls had 
left the room, and Rosalie and Elsie were 
alone. In moments of quiet they could 
hear the chorus singing, and presently a 
burst of applause from the audience as 
the prima donna appeared. Rosalie 
dropped the lavender stocking and, reach-
ing for a cigarette, put it between her 
scarlet lips. She touched it with a match 
and leaned back, contenaedly. 

" H a v e one? Help yourself ," she 
nodded. "Of course, smoking in the 
dressing rooms is against the rules, but 
I stand in with the management. Gee! 
this show business is great, all right." 

" W h y ? " Elsie managed to ask. 
" O h — h — h ! They work you like nig-

gers and hand you out a couple of ten-
spots once a week. M y heart bleeds for 
some of the poor girls. If you ain't got 
a pull you might as well take to the tall 
grass. Know how to play fan-tan?" 

Elsie shook her head. " I s it cards ? 
Mother never liked us—no, I don't play." 

" I t ' s easy. I was thinking of asking 
you up to the flat," went on Rosalie. " T h e 
Delcomb boys will be there—autos and 
bushels of money—live ones, all right— 
and I know they'd be glad to meet you. 
Like to g o ? " 

" I can't to-night," Elsie cried. " A r e 
the Delcomb boys Miss Marcia Del-
comb's brothers? Do you really know 
them?" 

"Sure—sure—dead swells, and a lot of 
fun," returned Rosalie. "Their sister 
married some old. bargain counter duke 
or prince. Jack Delcomb savs he's a—a 
—an awful bad sort. Come up and meet 
the boys. I 've got a jolly flat on How-
ard street." 

Elsie shook her head. "Thank you— 
not to-night," she said, slowly. 

A callbov stuck his head in at the door 
and told Rosalie de Bourbon that "his 
nibs" wanted to see her, to which that 
lady made answer with a questionable 
Jest The boy whistled shrilly and point-

ed to Rosalie's cigarette, whereupon she 
caught up a shoe and threw it at him. 

" I t ' s a w f u l ! " she declared, when he 
bad departed. " N o w I'll be a week 
squaring myself with Rice. It's a w f u l ! " 

She caught up a long cloak of some 
fanciful design and, slipping it around 
her bare shoulders, moved toward the 
door. 

" I guess I 'd better go see Rice now," 
she said. "Mind, think it over and come 
up to the flat—no end of a good time. 
Don't bother with Bel le—Davy's got 
some old grass widower on a string, and 
don't want to be bothered with you. Bet-
ter come with me. The Delcomb boys 
are live ones, all right." 

Elsie made no reply, and Rosalie, with 
a shrug of her shoulders, closed the door 
behind her, as she slipped away down the 
corridor. 

Elsie looked slowly around the long, 
empty room, which reeked of grease 
paints and stale tobacco. At her feet lay 
Rosalie's lavender stocking, and she shiv-
ered, as with the cold. Then she burned 
up—her temples throbbed; her throat was 
parched. 

She reached for her hat and wandered, 
a little dazed, across the room toward 
the door. ' 

"Oh, this aint' better—it ain't better 
than the store!" she cried, with a dry 
sob. 

She reached the corridor and hurried 
along to the stage door. Once a bit of 
song reached her ears, the chorus of the 
"Crocodile" number. 

" T r y as she might, through the starry 
night, 

She never could beguile, 
Oh, the wise, old moon refused to spoon 

With the lovesick Crocodile." 

A flow of tears came to the girl's eyes. 
How strongly the song brought to her 
mind "Holton, King ' s , " the music de-
partment, bargain days and crimson cou-
pons . Sadie, Mame and Fred. 

"Oh, it ain't better; it's worse, worse! 
Belle—Belle don't k n o w ! " she cried, 
brokenly. 

She hurried, almost ran, along the 
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streets, until she suddenly remembered 
the distance to her home, and that she 
was in no fit condition to walk so fa r 
Then she hailed a car and sat quietly 
until the conductor called her street. 

She never was so glad to turn the cor-
ner, pass the green grocer's shop, and see 
the stoop of her home before. Only now 
on the steps was a figure, and slowly as 
she drew nearer the figure took a defin-
ite shape, and she saw it was Holmes. 

" F r e d ! " she cried. 
" W h y . what's wong, dear?" he asked, 

gently. He drew her in the little, humble 
parlor "Te l l me, what's wrong?" he 
asked. 

" I t ' s all wrong—everything!" she 
managed to sav, struggling to keep back 
the tears. 

"Oh, no it isn't," he returned, lightly. 
" Y o u ' r e tired, I know. S o was I, so 
Miss Mamie and I didn't go to the dance. 
I 've been waiting for you, because I felt 
perhaps you wanted to tell me—some-
thing. Do y o u ? " 

"Yes—everything, " she nodded. 
H e gathered her in his arms and her 

head rested contentedly against his shoul-
der. She hesitated and then nestled there, 
with a little sigh of happiness. 

" A n d I 've been looking everywhere, 
high and low, here and there, for some-
thing better," she whispered. " I ' ve been 
so dissatisfied: always something better, 
Fred. But, oh, dear, surely here with 
von, confident of vour love—surely this is 
best of a l l ! " 

SALVAGE 
Bv Kenneth Brown 

I 

CH R I S T O P H E R A N D R E W S 
was the kind of man people 
went to when matters came to 
such a pass that they could not 

manage them themselves. He was big, 
and resourceful, and calm . and it made 
you feel better just to talk over your 
troubles with him. Esther, his sister, 
was with him now. The edifice of her 
married happiness had been tumbled 
about her ears by a scrap of paper in the 
writing of her husband and signed with 
his initials. 

She was speaking without tears—her 
misery was too deep for that. Christo-
pher listened quietly. That was one rea-
son why people went to him—he stayed 
quiet when other people lost their tem-
pers or their heads. Yet . when Esther 
had finished he picked up the long ruler 
from his desk and unconsciously tested its 
weight, holding it by one end. 

Esther noticed it and smiled wanlv. 
" N o . not that. Christopher. I came to 
von because—is there no way to save 

things? I do not want to spoil every-
thing i f—if—oh, I do not believe it is 
Tom's fault—not mostly " 

Esther, in her way, was as unusual as 
her brother She had found a situation 
ihat has wrecked many a home, and vet 
she did not clamor for the swiftest ruin 
for all. 

"Usually , I know, it is the man's fault 
in a case like this. I do not think it is 
this time." With the last words Esther's 
self-possession broke down, and she 
buried her face in her hands. 

Christopher's square face was very 
pale. " W h y did you not send her pack-
ing long a g o ? " 

Esther raised her head and answered, 
drearily. "When she first came I thought 
she was such a superior girl. Her in-
telligence was so much above what one 
had a right to expect from a nursery gov-
erness. And little Sophie seemed to take 
to her so—to be quite devoted to her. 
She took the responsibility from my 
shoulders. I felt perfectly satisfied to 
leave Sophie in her charge. And I am 
fond of society, and I don't always like 
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responsibilities. Then I'm not suspicious. 
When I first became uneasy my feelings 
were so vague that I tried to reason my-
self out of them." 

Christopher sat brooding over the 
scrap of paper she had brought him. 

Presently Esther continued " I knew 
that Tom had been susceptible to women 
before our marr iage, but since then he 
has been so perfect—and I always 
thought, if there were any danger, it 
would not be from a servant. When I 
did find out, many little things came to 
me and I didn't dare " 

"Didn't dare?" Christopher repeated. 
She nodded, her lips trembling. " I 

haven't told you the worst yet. In some 
manner she had managed to turn my lit-
tle girl against me. I am afraid of losing 
her, too. And, oh, Chris, it isn't any 
ordinary divorce I fear I think"—she 
threw out her hand in a terrified gesture 
— " I think that woman was planning to 
have me put in an insane asylum." 

Christopher, for all his coolness, sprang 
to his feet and paced up and down his 
office. When he moved one could see 
that his calmness was deceptive. He was 
one of those big men who combine 
strength with speed. Esther watched 
him with sadlv loving eyes. If revenge 
and punishment were all she were seek-
ing. he would be well able to give them 
to her. 

"But . Chris," she said, again, "really, 
I do not think it is Tom's fault—any 
more than I think it is Sophie's. Y o u 
know, there are some women who have 
an uncanny power—like those false 
prophets who start up new sects." 

A s if he had not heard her, Christo-
pher continued to walk up and down his 
office, his brows, usuallv so wide and 
calm, wrinkled with thought. 

" A n d Tom did love me s o ! " Esther 
went on, piteously. " H e does yet. I 
know, if he were himself. Oh, I know 
I ought to cast him o f f ; but I — I love 
him, too! Can't you give him another 
chance?" 

Christopher was fighting down his 
brotherly desire to break every bone in 
Tom's body, and to take his sister awav 

from the man who had shown himself 
unworthy of her—he was trying to see 
what would be best for her—for ber ulti-
mate happiness. When it has not en-
tered our own life we talk very lightly 
of divorce; but in reality it is no such 
light matter to separate tbose whom even 
the law of man has joined together. 

The fact that Christopher had always 
had the highest regard for Tom—had 
considered him the one man he knew who 
was worthy of Esther—at first made his 
anger against him the hotter In the end, 
however, it helped him to take Esther's 
view, after he had managed to bring 
himself back to his usually reasonable 
frame of nrind. He sat down at his desk 
at length and laid down the ruler he had 
been carrying. It would do to break 
things with—but there had been break-
age enough already. 

" Y e s , we will give him another chance, 
for your sake," Christopher said, stern-
lipped. " G o home now, as if nothing 
bad happened, and leave everything to 
me. To-morrow night, if Tom doesn't 
come home, don't be fr ightened; but go 
to bed, and stay in bed until I tell you 
you may get up." 

" S t a y in bed?" Esther 's eyes opened 
wide sn terror "Chris, what do you 
mean ? There is nothing the matter with 
me." 

" O f course, there isn 't ! " 
Christopher appreciated the nervous 

strain his sister was under He patted 
her h?nd. " B u t I want to get two trained 
nurses into your house, and I can't un-
less there is a patient for them to attend 
to." He wrote a few words on a card 
and gave it to her "Here is Dr. Hough-
teling's phone number—two—-seven— 
o—four Gramtuerv. I want vou to call 
him up if Tom doesn't come back to-
morrow night, and tell him you are not 
feeling well and should like to see him. 
That 's all you've got to do. I'll attend 
to the rest. N o w run along, and we'll 
see if we can't straighten out the snarl 
Fate has got us into." 

Christopher kissed his sister, and sent 
her away, no longer bearing the feeling 
of utter desolation with which she had 
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come to him. Consolation was the divine 
g i f t of the man. 

I I 

A f t e r Esther left him, Christopher sat 
quietly a f e w minutes, arranging his 
plans. Then he called in Hendricks, a 
young member of his office staff , who 
was making desperate ef forts to put into 
the study of law all the energy which 
had formerly made him the champion 
middle-weight boxer of the N e w Y o r k 
Athletic Club. 

"Hendr icks , will you please 'phone 
over to the North and South American 
Steamship Company, in Hoboken, and 
see if you can get Captain Dundee on 
the wire for me. If you can't, find out 
if he is to be in N e w Y o r k to-day, and 
can drop in here. If not, ask if I can 
see him for half an hour by going over 
to Hoboken, and at what time. U s e one 
of the other phones, please. I want 
this one myse l f . " 

Hendricks turned to go. 
" B y the w a y , " Christopher went on, 

" i f I wish to send you on a confidential 
mission I suppose you wouldn't mind 
being away f rom N e w Y o r k for a f ew 
weeks ?" 

" N o , indeed!" Hendricks answered, 
eagerly Besides the pleasure which all 
his subordinates found in fol lowing the 
bidding of Christopher, the prospect of 
doing something was marvelouslv attrac-
tive to Hendricks, a f ter his months of 
indoor grinding over law books and 
papers. 

His employer nodded " I ' l l see that 
you don't lose anything_by it . " 

Christopher next called up Mallorv's 
Detective Agency on his own phone. 

" I s this Mal lorv ' s? Can I speak to M r 
Mal lory himself, please?—Christopher 
Andrews. 

" A h ! Mal lory . is that y o u ? Could 
you manage to drop around to see me 
to-day? 

" S a y , at—what about taking luncheon 
with me ? I can talk to you while we are 
disposing of some mussels, if they appeal 
to you. Al l right. I'll expect yon at 
half-past twelve, then. G o o d - b y e ! " 

T h e rest of the day was a busy one 
for Christopher. When a man wants to 
see three or four persons in an afternoon 
in N e w Y o r k and can brook no delay, 
the chances are that they will be as f a r 
apart as the geographical formation of 
the Island of Manhattan will permit— 
even if they do not stray into the out-
lying wastes of Greater N e w Y o r k or of 
adjacent N e w Jersey . 

Mal lory had been baited with a lunch-
eon. Captain Dundee and D r Hough-
teling were less easily stalked, even with 
all the advantages of modern telephonic 
communication. The necessity of inter-
v iewing certain subordinate characters 
added to the complications of Christo-
pher's afternoon. 

I l l 

"Hel lo , T o m ! " 
Christopher greeted T o m Souther the 

next morning on the street as naturally 
as if he had not been trying for an hour 
and a half to meet him accidentally. 
" C o m e along with me. I 've something 
I want to talk over with you . " 

His manner was deceitful ; it was gen-
iality itself. 

" J u m p into this cab. I 've an errand 
to do, and we can kill two birds with 
one stone." 

With a certain air of suppressed de-
fiance on his handsome face—defiance 
which glanced off Christopher's bland-
ness without making a dent—Tom got 
into the cab ; and the driver, who seemed 
to know his destination beforehand, tore 
through the streets. 

Christopher, more genial and blander 
every minute, talked on the subjects of 
which there is never a lack for those 
working within hailing distance of St. 
Paul 's . T o m did not ask him what it 
was Christopher wished to see him about 
—he was not going to play into his hand 
bv trying to force it—and they had driven 
on the Barc lay Street Fer ry almost be-
fore he knew it. 

" Y e s . I want to see a man who is going 
to sail for Buenos A y r e s to-day " Chris-
topher anticipated the question that Tom 
was about to ask. " I wish I were going 



ii2 _ YOUNG'S 

with hirn to Brazil. There's a wonder-
ful country for you, T o m ! Y o u ought 
to see it. W e are so much taken up with 
our slice of America that we don't half 
appreciate what other parts of it are 
doing." 

"But . look here," Tom protested, " I ' ve 
got to get back to my office " 

"That ' s all right. I 've only got to 
stay a minute in Hoboken, and we can 
talk as we go along. I shouldn't be sur-
prised if I could make the next ferry 
back." 

Christopher was so amiable that Tom's 
first guilty feeling of discomfort was 
gradually leaving him. The relief was 
considerable, and reconciled him to the 
waste of time. The residum of the fear 
that had assailed him on first meeting 
Christopher, however, prevented him 
from pressing the question of what it 
was that his brother-in-law wished to 
speak to him about. There would be 
plenty of time on the return trip for that. 

They drove up on the docks of the 
North and South American line, and 
found the Patagonia in the bustle that 
attends on departure. Christopher jumped 
out of the cab. 

" I ' l l wait for you here," Tom said. 
" N o ; come along with me," Christo-

pher insisted, pleasantly " I want you 
to meet Captain Dundee. They don't 
make his kind by the gross. He's a great 
chap." 

I V 

Christopher came off the steamer 
alone. A grim smile hovered around his 
lips, though his face was grey. Ten min-
utes later the Patagonia cast off her 
hawsers and lumbered out into the North 
River busily assisted by two blustering, 
little tugs. 

The Patagonia carried more freight 
than passengers. Those that there were, 
however, were on deck, waving adieu to 
their friends, or watching others wave. 
T w o only were in a stateroom below— 
and between these two there was some 
disagreement. 

" I couldn't let you out if I wanted to, 
Mr Souther," a young lawyer of sturdy 
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build was saying, mildly. " Y o u saw 
yourself that Mr. Andrews locked us in 
from the outside." 

"Well , by God! I will call somebody 
who can, then," Tom raved, nearly suf-
focating with anger, which as yet had 
hardly turned against Hendricks, being 
all directed towards Christopher. 

" I ' m afraid I can't let you do that, 
sir," Hendricks protested. " M r . An-
drews warned me that you might be vio-
lent at first—until you were out of sight 
of land, he said, and I 'm afraid I shall 
have to keep you quiet, if you won't stay 
so by yourself . " 

" K e e p me quiet! M e violent!" Tom 
yelled. " I ' l l show you whether I 'm " 

H e made a rush for his new found 
foe, but only ran, with unnecesary vio-
lence, against the five clenched fingers of 
Hendricks' right hand. H e ran against 
them with the point of his j aw and the 
impact dispelled his anger wonderfully 
Sitting down in his blink, he tried to 
think what day of the week it was. Hen-
dricks dipped a towel in water and bathed 
his forehead, advising him to lie down 
and take it easy. 

When the Patagonia was passing the 
Statue of Liberty Hendricks said, in his 
usual mild manner—he was a gentle 
ch?p except in the matter of his fists: 

"Captain Dundee has the key. He will 
let us out when he thinks best." 

" K e y ? " thought Tom. dazed. " W h o 
had said anything about a k e v ? " He 
turned over and tried to go to sleep, al-
though for a long time a racking head-
ache kept him awake. 

V 

On the evening of the third day after 
Christopher went over to Hoboken, Miss 
Creider was putting little Sophie to bed.. 
Nothing had changed in the routine 
of the household, except that Mr 
Souther was unexnbuuedlv absent, and 
that Esther was ill in bed, with two 
trained nurses in attendance. 

Miss Creider went about her duties, 
soft-spoken and efficient, and could hard-
l y e o o u t of S n p h ' e V si '-lit. so a t t a c h e d 
had the child become to her. 
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When Sophie was in bed Miss Creider 
said to her, smiling, " N o w we will play 
our sleeping game." 

Sophie smiled in reply, crossed her 
hands on her breast, and looked up into 
her governess' eyes. Miss Creider stroked 
the forehead of the child, and presently 
began murmuring, in an even, monoton-
ous voice 

" N o w you are going to sleep—your 
eyelids are heavy—your eyes are closing 
—c-l-o-s-i-n-g! Y o u are sleepy—sleepy 
—s-l-e-e-p-y! Now you are asleep— 
sleeping soundly—sleeping—sleeping!" 

It was as she said. The child's eyelids 
had flickered once or twice, and then 
closed over her eyes. Her breathing 
became the long, even breathing of slum-
ber Miss Creider's hand still lay on 
the little girl 's forehead—the thumb just 
above one eyebrow, the forefinger above 
the other. Presently she began to speak 
again, in a low tone, yet with more in-
tensity than she had used before * 

" Y o u love me, Sophie—you love me 
better than you do mamma—much bet-
ter—you would like me to become your 
mamma—you will tell papa this—I am 
much kinder to you than mamma is. Y o u 
would like me to become your mamma— 
you will say this to papa when you are 
alone with him. It would break your 
heart if I should go away from you— 
you wish that papa could " 

The closet door opened noiselessly, 
and one of the nurses who had been in 
attendance on Esther stepped out. The 
other came in by the door of the room, 
and with her was Christopher. All three 
moved with the quietness made possible 
by felt-soled shoes. 

Miss Creider sat frozen in her chair 
Christopher was the onlv one to speak, 
and his voice was soft and tense as Miss 
Creider's had been, and very cool-

"Wil l you kindly suggest to Sophie 
—while she is still under your control— 
that when she wakes she is to love her 
mother as much as ever she did ?" 

His tone was so gentle that it did not 
disturbing the sleeping child. The nurses 
stood impassively by. Miss Creider hesi-
tated. 

" I may tell you that it will be much 

better for you if you do as I say," Chris-
topher went on, evenly "Indeed, it is 
your only chance of staying out of prison. 
Mr. Souther, as you have doubtless no-
ticed, has gone away. H e will not be 
back for a long time." 

Miss Creider knew when to yield. 
"Sophie, dear," she said, softly, "you 

do love your mother—you do love her 
very much." 

Miss Creider raised her eyes in inquiry 
to Christopher 

" A n d she does not care for you," he 
suggested. 

Miss Creider seemed about to rebel. 
Christopher made a motion towards 

the two nurses. "Detectives," he mur-
mured. "Better do as I say . " 

There was a tremor of anger in Miss 
Creider's voice as she said to the child 

" Y o u no longer care for m e ! " 
She turned to Christopher, " I hope you 

are satisfied now." 
He nodded. "Repeat several times 

that she does not care for you, but only 
for her mother." 

When she had obeyed him in every 
particular he motioned her to precede 
him out of the room,- and closed the door 
behind him. 

" A room has been prepared for you 
upstairs," he said. "To-morrow I will 
inform vou about your future movements. 
Good night ! " 

V I 

A few hours later, in the middle of the 
night, a dark form crept on stockinged 
feet to the front door Like a wraith, it 
moved along the hall. At the front door 
there was the clank of the chain, and 
then the sound of a key turning in the 
lock. The door opened cautiously, and 
then, with a smothered expletive, was 
closed again. Back up the hall crept 
the figure. When it was opposite the 
drawing room door the voice of Christo-
pher Andrews came calmly from within. 

" Y o u will find another detective at the 
back door, Miss Creider I told you that 
your future movements would be decided 
in the morning—not to-night." 

There was a silence of a few seconds 
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before the voice of Miss Creider an-
swered 

" I thought I should save trouble this 
way . " 

" N o trouble at all, I assure y o u ! " 
Christopher said, politely. " B y the way, 
there is no possible manner in which you 
can get word to Mr Souther He is 
not even in America." 

No more was said. A s carefully as 
she had crept down, so carefully did the 
woman creep back to her bed. 

V I I 

A small trunk was on top of the cab. 
Inside, Christopher was escorting Miss 
l,'reider on her way, next day 

" Y o u are going to Buenos Ayres , " he 
was telling her. There was a humorous 
twitching to his lips as he spoke, which 
Miss Creider set down to sheer malignity. 
" I am sorry that you will have to go in a 
sailing vessel, but for certain reasons 
it is _best." 

He took from his pockct a large en-
velope and gave it to her. 

"Here is money enough to provide 
for you until you can find some occupa-
tion. I think you will discover that in 
the long run its pays to walk straight." 

Miss Creider took the envelope and 
glanced into it. A s the loser in the game 
she was being treated with considerable 
magnanimity No more was said until 
they stood on the deck of the barkentine, 
Salome. 

" I need hardly point out to you," 
Christopher observed, casually, "that it 
would not be safe for you to return to 
New York—ever So much"—he glanced 
at the envelope in her hand—-"I am doing 
to avoid publicity. If it fails " he 
shrugged bis shoulders. " I 'd rather have 
you in South America. My second choice 
is the penitentiary." 

" I can tell when I 'm beaten," Miss 
Creider answered, with asperity 

To a casual onlooker twenty feet away 
it seemed like the ordinary parting be-
tween two acquaintances. Only one thing 
was lacking—they did not shake hands 
when the time came for the man to leave 
the vessel. On the wharf Christopher 
lingered, as if desirous of seeing the last 
of the lady A s the Salome began slug-
gishly to move away from the dock he 
took off his hat. 

"Good hunting!" he said. 
He waited till the vessel was tugged 

well out into the river by one of the 
same tugs that had started the Patagonia. 
The identity of the tug imparted addi-
tional humor to the situation for Chris-
topher By the time the slow-sailing 
Salome would reach Buenos Avres, Tom 
would be well on his way back. 

V I I I 

There are diseases of the emotions, as 
well as of the body and of the mind, 
which may be cured by rest and change 
and taking thought. If Tom Souther's 
conscience had not already told him the 
reason why he was being carried away, 
a note from Christopher, which Hen-
dricks gave him the fourth day out, 
would have enlightened him. A f te r his 
first blind anger abated somewhat he did 
some hard thinking. It was a long way 
to South America and back. On his 
homeward journey Hendricks gave him a 
pitiful little note from his wife, and Tom 
Souther came home cured. 

From the dock he went straight to his-
home. Esther was sitting in her room, 
with Sophie on her lap. 

She uttered a crv as she saw Tom in 
the doorway She sprang to her feet 
and held out her arms. 

And Tom went to them. 



THE BLACK PEARL 
By L. de Tinseau 

C H A P T E R I 

LOVE T H A T H A T I I US I N T H E NET. 
* * * * * 

But sweeter far than this, than these, 
than all, 

Is first and passionate love. 

" m TT T H E N the Parisians repeat 
% n k j that newspaper talk about the 

• ? drinking water giving out I 
laugh, because I know there's 

no truth in it," said Maurice. " W e hear 
the same outcry every year, and what 
does it amount to? I know a place at 
the fa r end of the Red Sea—in a city 
set on a promontory of cooled lava ; 
Aden, they call it—where for all the 
money on earth they could not find a 
drop of water, a spear of grass or a salad 
leaf ." 

" W h a t do they do with the rain-
water?" I asked. 

"Oh, of course the cisterns fill when it 
rains, but at the time I am talking of not 
a drop had fallen in five years. I had 
stopped at Aden on my way home from 
China, to see the French Consul, a friend 
of my early boyhood days, and he was 
very glad to do me the honors of his rock, 
I assure you! A s he was telling me 
about the place, he spoke of the trouble 
they had to get water 

" 'Where do you get water for this 
tea ?' I asked, touching my empty cup 
with mv cigar holder 

" 'From the manufactory The E n g -
lish distill the water of the sea , they sell 
it at the price of gold. This product is 
absolutely perfect, but the cost is ruinous. 
M y expense for water is twenty dollars a 
month. They say that science has found 
a way to imitate Nature in everything, 
and probably this is true; but if a man 
must be ruined because he thirsts for 
drinking water—tough, isn't it? How-
ever, my wife has what she wants for 

her bath. I have that much satisfac-
tion !' 

' " A n d you? ' said I . ' Y o u do not 
Bathe, I suppose?' 

' " I bathe in seawater; I like it.' 
" 'And what do the Arabs do ?' 
"Oh, those fel lows! I never think of 

them. They get water that the camels 
bring from the mountains. It has a bad 
taste, a bad odor, too, naturally it must 
have churned about in the hot sun, close 
to the camel. It infects the air. But what 
can they do, poor devils? They cannot 
buy the water from the plant; they have 
no money—if they had money the police 
regulations forbid the English to sell it 
to them. That water is kept for E u -
ropeans. the garrison and the ships which 
run in for it when they have none.' 

" I had noted all that information in my 
little book. W e looked around the place, 
then we went up to the Consulate. The 
Consul's wife, a very pretty woman, came 
to meet us. She was younger than Pujol 
— s i x years, perhaps. Pujol was sallow 
and thin. She wan blooming. She was 
a stranger to me , Pujol had married 
her in Marseilles just before he left 
France for his consular service, and until 
then I had never seen her W e talked 
of the life of the place, and the young 
woman told me, with a sigh, that she 
had but two people on her visiting list— 
one of them was an old Englishwoman, 
very stiff and censorious, the other was 
the innkeeper of the port, a French-
woman, who liked to talk with the wan-
dering Arabs better than to talk with 
women. 

" ' A n d so you see just how lonely I 
am when my husband is writing his dis-
patches,' she said, with a pout. 

" 'Do not listen to her, Maurice, ' Pajol 
said, with a look so fond that the blood 
rushed to my ears. 

" T h a t is the worst of lovers, don't you 
know? They create emotions, either of 
one kind or of another A bachelor looks 
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on life from his own standpoint, he is 
not fitted to appreciate—to understand— 
to—what shall I call it?—to condone 
follv. That is the word! 

"She looked straight into his eyes; her 
own eyes were large and black. When 
she gave him that glance I saw about 
three inches of the whites of her eyes 
below the pupils. the pupils had run 
up under the eyelids, all I could see was 
two half-discs, dead black. Pujol gasped. 
No one spoke, the moment was tense. 
At last he murmured something I did not 
catch. She laughed, whirled on one heel 
—probably on one, she may have used 
both heels, but as I look at it she was on 
one only—and. turning her back, looked 
out of the window 

" 'Mv dear,' said Pujol, 'you have 
given Maurice a wrong impression. When 
you said that you had no friends but the 
Englishwoman and the innkeeper you 
forgot that you have an ardent admirer in 
this Arabian city.' His wife looked 
vexed. 

" 'An admirer as black as a smoke-
stack !' she said. 

" 'Very black, but very handsome,' said 
her husband; 'he's by far better looking 
than the one who has a right to love 
you—Nigra sum sed Formosa—and very 
rich , the richest cafe keeper in Abyssinia, 
and that means that he is the richest seller 
of coffee in this part of the world. I will 
show him to you to-morrow, Maurice. 
You will see the luxury of a satrap—such 
carpets, cake, preserves, carved ivory, 
golden images, jewels! No wonder my 
wife lingers in the bazar for hours, for 
it is a bazar—nothing less! And if I did 
not put down the consular foot, tve 
should have one just like it, for our 
friend the Arab would strip his house 
and send us everything in his possession, 
simply to give pleasure to "the lady," as 
he calls her ' 

" 'What exaggeration!' exclaimed his 
wife. 'Do not listen to him, Mr. Maurice. 
Who could make a friend of a black 
man? I have not been near his shop in 
fifteen days.' 

" A f t e r that she seated herself in a far 
corner of the large room and, taking a 
little roll of white thread and a crochet 

needle from her pocket, she worked rap-
idly on some lacelike stuff that it gave 
me a twinge to see. I could think of 
nothing but Paris and the women work- , 
ing in the public gardens, listening to the 
music of the bands. I do not like women, 
but—the calm domestic scene—the 
woman sitting with head bent, crocheting 
lace—it made me homesick. 

" 'My wife is despondent to-night.' said 
Pujol. 'She lost her earring yesterday ' 

" 'Not an earring—a pearl from an 
earring,' she said, 'one of the two splen-
didly matched pearls that my husband 
brought from Ceylon. I have searched 
everywhere for it.' She came to my side 
and bent her head to the level of my 
eyes. 

" 'This is the mate,' she said. 'Is it 
not exquisite?' 

" I saw that her ear was a pretty shape, 
and of a color like rose-tinted ivory. In 
her hair was the sweet perfume of Parma 
violets. I looked at the black pearl, she 
went back to her crochet work, and Pujol 
and I talked until bedtime. Then I went 
up to my bed on the roof. In that coun-
try people sleep in the open air The 
next day I went with Pujol to the native 
quarter to see the Arab's palatial place. 
Mouloud ben Said was a very handsome 
Arab ; very gentle and agreeable. Pujol 
and I were not alone. A man who had 
come from China on my ship went with 
us—I do not remember his name. He 
was coming back to Paris from a jour-
ney around the world. was a savant, 
passed his time searching out and copy-
ing inscriptions and making notes to send 
to the French Academy of Sciences. 
Mouloud spoke English like the Turkish 
merchants of Paris. A s for his looks, 
he was a superb sample of the Arabian 
race—which, probably, is the most beau-
tiful of all the races. He led us through 
his houses; then he gave us coffee that 
was to the ordinary 'best coffee' what 
effervescent lemonade is to champagne 
wine. Af ter coffee the inevitable chi-
boukh and the bottle of fresh water came 
in. 

" 'This water is good,' said Mouloud 
ben Said. 'The camels brought it from 
the mountains this morning.' 
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" 'Not very promising,' thought I, 'but 
I guess I have drunk as bad in the rice 
swamps of lower China,' I raised my 
glass—the odor—what was it? Sapristi! 
Violets! Violets in the wastes of Abys-
sinia! 

" T h e savant sniffed his g lass , he sipped 
the water. Then he said to me 

" 'Do you not think that this water has 
a perfume?' 

" ' I do,' I answered. 
" 'Of? ' he hazarded. 
" 'Of violets,' I answered, boldly. 
" 'Yes , undoubtedly. Well, my dear 

sir, Science, our ruler and our guide, 
teaches us that certain derivations or by-
products of coal emit the odor of the 
violet. Some of our perfume manufac-
turers, taking advantage of this fact, 
adulterate the violet extracts of their 
trade with the coal by-product. This 
water has come in contact with coal. 
Coal mines in Aden! Do you realize 
what that means? Why, my dear sir, 
there is not a kernel, not a grain of coal 
in this place that was not brought here 
from the collieries of England! This 
discovery means millions to commerce— 
a saving to the consumers of coal, and to 
science an important discovery.' 

" H e turned to our host and over-
whelmed him with questions. He forced 
the distracted Arab to hazard conjectures 
as to just where the water brought by 
the camels was found, and how much of 
it each camel carried annually. H e would 
have started for the mountains at once 
but for the fact that he was overdue in 
Paris and that he had work then ranking 
vicarious geological enterprises. 

" I n response to urgent pleas of scien-
tific necessity, Mouloud ben Said gave 
him a flat, brazen bottle, which he filled 
with his own hand, sealed with strong 
Oriental wax and stamped with a seal 
representing a coiled serpent (the badge 
of his sapient society). The Arab 's brows 
drew together at all that, but he said 
nothing. 

" A s the savant slipped the bottle into 
his collection case he said to me, 'Hal f 
of this water goes to the School of Mines 
for analysis, the other half goes to the 
Academy of Science*,' 

" 'You have an almost priceless bit of 
antiquity in that brass bottle,' said I. ' I 
advise you to take care of i t ' 

( " T o me a man of that stamp is like the 
moth who, to satisfy his natural crav-
ings, burrows through the most superb 
work of ancient artists, leaving ruin in 
his track.) 

" 'Mouloud ben Said is a queer man,' 
said P u j o l , 'he bears pain like a Stoic. 
Look at him! H e is suffering intensely, 
but he won't confess it. Let us get out 
of this and give him a chance to go to 
bed.' 

" 'Al l right,' said I ; 'go on—I will fol-
low.' 

" 'Adieu, Mouloud ben Sa id ! ' said 
P u j o l ; and, putting his arm through the 
savant's, he went toward the door. The 
Arab was close to me, watching me. 

" 'Go on with them, Effendi , ' said I. 
' I will overtake you. ( I don't know what 
they call themselves. Probably he was 
not an Effendi—whatever that may be. 
However, he went.) 

" I seized the water bottle. I was pour-
ing the water when the sound of a light 
body coming in contact with glass struck 
my eardrums. 

" 'There's something wrong in this 
darned stuff ! ' said I to myself. I looked 
in my glass, and if there wasn't a black 
pearl lying there, as large as life—the 
sister of the one I had seen in the ear-
ring of the wife of Pu jo l ! I emptied my 
glass over my hands, seized the pearl as 
it landed, and ran after the honorable 
Arab. I had him before my eyes until 
he bade us farewell and turned the corner 
of the narrow street. 

" T h e scamp! H e was handsome in 
his perfumed bournous; his pale, olive 
cheek, with a glow like the light on 
southern wine; delicately oval chin; long, 
straight nose, and curling, black mus-
tache, as light and silky as the curls of a 
water spaniel—and eyes! Poor Pu jo l ! 

" W h a t could I do"? Nothing! The 
combination made me giddy. Pujol , the 
dupe; and Mouloud ben Said, young, 
handsome, rich, and in love with Mrs . 
Pu jo l ! Her pearl in his palace—her per-
fume in his drinking water! I had one 
of two sickening alternatives." 
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For I would rather die than dream 
Thou'rt not the glory thou didst seem! * * * * * 

Who would not dream, and dreaming 
die, 

If to zvake were misery? 
—Festus. 

" I could do one of two things—tell 
Pujol and kill his joy, or let him live on 
in his fool's paradise and find out for 
himself. Which ought I to choose— 
silence or moral murder? I chose silence. 

"Happily for my plans, Pujol said that 
he would go down to the ship and wait 
with me until it sailed. I told him that I 
must run back to the Consulate and take 
leave of Mrs. Pujol , so I was free to do 
what I had to do. 

"Mrs . Pujol met me, smiling the smile 
of innocence—the hypocrite ! 

" 'Madam,' said I, stern but calm, 'here 
is your lost pearl. I found it , I hasten 
to restore it to you. There are pearls 
and pearls—some when lost can be 
found; others if lost cannot be found! ' 

" 'My pearl! ' she cried. ' M y pearl 
that Pujol gave me! Oh, how glad I 
am! Where did you find it ?' 

" 'At Moidoud ben Said's,' I said; 'in 
the water brought by the camels yes-
terday. I thank Fate that no one knows 
that I found it! ' Her eyes widened. 

" ' I do not understand ' she began, 
I cut her short. 

" ' I do not understand, nor do I want 
to understand," I said, sharply. 'How-
ever, I shall not speak of the matter—to 
anyone. Adieu, Madam! ' 

" S h e put out her hand. I passed as if 
I had not seen it. I was determined to 
show her that I despised her. I ran 
down the hill to the jetty. Tha ship had 
coaled; she was whistling for me. Pujol 
was there, waiting for me, and I aston-
ished him by the fervor of my embrace. 

" 'Poor, old fellow !' said he. 'You are 
lonely, going off to Paris by yourself. 
T r y to find a wi fe somewhere. Y o u 
never will be happy until you have some-
ona to love you.' 

• " A n hour later we were at sea, steam-
ing under full power ; the savant, with 
his sealed bottle, I with my black secret. 
Aden was fa r behind us. 

* * * * * » 

T w o years later I met Pujol and his 
wife in Paris, and it seemed to me that 
they were more tenderly devoted to one 
another than when I saw them in Aden. 
Madam's pretty ears were set off by the 
two black pearls. W e dined together 
and, of course, we talked of Aden and of 
my visit. 

" ' B y the way, Maurice,' said Pujol , 
'you gave us something to think of when 
you found the lost pearl at Mouloud ben 
Said's. Confess, did you not wonder 
how it came thfere?' 

" I stammered something—I don't 
know what. 

" 'The explanation is simple,' said 
Pujol. 'My thief of an Arab servant in-
vented a "get-rich-quick," helping him-
self out; he sold the water that my wife 
left in her bathtub after her bath. W e 
suppose that the pearl fell from its setting 
into the water during the bath and that 
it was carried out unseen and sold with 
the water to the Arabs. It happened— 
as by miracle—that you got that part of 
the water that retained it. Where did 
you find the pearl?' 

" ' I just missed swallowing it,' said I . 
' It was in the water that Mouloud's serv-
ant gave us to drink.' I looked Mrs. 
Pujol in her two black eyes. She blushed. 

* * * * * * 

"Apropos of nothing whatever," said 
Maurice, "the scientists are putting their 
heads together over a discovery reported 
to the Academy of Sciences. W e have 
reason to believe that coal has been found 
in Aden. I saw a note to that effect in 
Larousee's Review. Odd, isn't i t?" 

" I don't think so," said I. "Coal has 
been found everywhere else; why should * 
it not be found in Aden ?" 

" S o you look at it in that way, do 
y o u ? " said Maurice. 

" I certainly do," said I . 



SEALED AND DELIVERED 
By Stephe 

VA N C U Y L E R softly closed the 
bedroom door f rom the inside. 
A momentary impulse was to 
lock i f ; but in the darkness he 

drew his hand from the key and laughed 
at himself. Then he switched on the elec-
tric light and turned to the mirror, as a 
man will do after an ordeal. 

H e was in eveningi dress, but not im-
maculate. The upper edge of his collar 
lay under suspicion of a wilt. His shirt 
front was slightly crushed. His smooth 
face and usually smooth black hair bore 
traces of moisture and disturbance. It 
had been an ordeal, indeed! 

But it was over now To-morrow she 
would go—thank God! Van Cuyler 
thanked God for no especial reason. It 
was hardly likely that the Omniscient 
approved his past or aided his present 
behavior. He had done wrong, his con-
science told him. He had done right, 
his conceit bade him uphold. 

Anyway, she would go to-morrow. She 
herself had broached the subject; she 
herself had challenged his love; she her-
self had voluntarily decided to sever the 
doubtful tie. Van Cuyler shrugged his 
shoulders and grimaced. The figure in 
the mirror shrugged and grimaced also, 
like some good fellow who was wholly in 
sympathy—with Van Cuyler But the 
eyes in the mirror seemed to ask, " W h a t 
will become of her?" 

Van Cuyler turned away and dropped 
into a chair with a troubled frown. What 
would become of her? Would she— 
could she—go back to Roder? Would 
that silent, deep-moving Sphinx forgive 
her? Van Cuyler thought—knew—that 
Roder would not, at least, if Roder had 
been as glad to get rid of her then as he, 
Van Cuyler, was now. 

It had been an unfortunate episode. 
"Unfortunate" was V a n Cuyler's adjec-
tive, not the world's. The world's adjec-
tive mattered little now. It had hurt in 
the beginning, when men turned from 

Chalmers 

him at the club, but he had already suf-
fered the pangs of the superlative, which 
would describe this latest development 
of the Van Cuyler-Roder a f fa i r The 
af fa ir ended, the world's adjective would 
shriek a crescendo, then a diminuendo 
would end in the staccato pianissimo of 
occasional recollection. 

V a n Cuyler removed his coat. Re-
lapsing into the chair, he absently eased 
off his shoes. Then he became still, with 
his chin pressing low on the wilted col-
lar. H e toyed with his underlip and 
unwillingly reviewed the history of the 
af fa ir 

Louise Vernon Roder was twenty when 
she married Roder, who was forty He, 
Van Cuyler, was twenty-six, born to idle-
ness and true to the calling. Byronic 
of aspect, and playing his conception of 
the role, he precipitated the stale, old 
crisis. Roder, with characteristic poise, 
stood by the mantelpiece and stated the 
case to his 'wife and V a n Cuyler. He 
would have denied it, but Louise Ver-
non Roder lifted her head and granted 
the premise. It was as astonishing to 
Roder as it was agonizing to Van Cuyler. 
Roder flashed her a look of admiration 
and said -

" I ought to do something tragic, of 
course, but where would be the sense? 
Yet I am forced to admire your moral 
courage. Mrs . Roder. Y o u may choose 
between us. In view of your views, I 
waive legal right." 

And she chose her husband on the mo-
ment. Why, she hardly knew, for she 
hated the man for bis indifference, and 
blamed his arctic conduct for her tropic 
waywardness. And, perhaps, after this, 
life with him would be within the bounds 
of possibility. Roder bowed. Van Cuy-
ler, unexpectedly humiliated, left the 
house. 

But that was only the beginning. Van 
Cuyler moved in the usual circles, more 
Byronic than ever H e was a man with 
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a secret sorrow, and his sorrow, like 
everything secret, was whispered as he 
passed. Where he was, the Roders were 
not. But the encounter came in the usual, 
inevitable manner He was there, unex-
pectedly, and Roder, unexpectedly, was 
absent. The whispers hushed after one 
great flurry Then there came a sigh of 
relief. Their hands had met and they 
were smiling like old friends. That was 
the evening she told him of her renewed 
life with Roder. H e was more polar than 
ever. His manner was irreproachable, 
but in its very perfection there lay the 
sneer In the strained silences the furies 
roared in her ears. Her position was 
that of figurehead, governess 

" T h e brute!" groaned Van Cuyler. and 
he bowed his head before the stern finger 
of fate and the sleet-storm of the path 
of honor. 

Nevertheless, they were en route for 
Japan before the end of the week. In 
the land of mimosa they waited for the 
news—that Roder was severing the knot. 
The news was tardy, but Van Cuvler 
kissed her on the brow. In this manner 
many marriages are recorded in hell. 

It was just like Roder to be inconsid-
erate and forgetful of others. But he 
had always been an unromantic, unemo-
tional icicle—and he was in business. 
Af ter Louise Vernon Roder passed out 
of his line of vision he attended strictly 
and solely to business. It was odd that 
such a man should neglect the first prin-
ciples of marital disappointment. It was 
annoying to V a n Cuyler, who, while pic-
turesquely eloquent on the subject of 
celestial union, had a terrestrial ambi-
tion to enter his club once more. 

Besides, Japan palled. It was the 
heat and other things. Louise was irri-
table, he declared, and his mood reflect-
ed hers—naturally. It was a question of 
cause and effect, without being much of 
a question, after all. Wrhen Japan be-
came unbearable, they sought the cure 
where the disease had had incipience. 
And in New Y o r k the second crisis oc-
curred. 

She had "seen it for some time." The 
hackneyed phrase awoke every grievance 
he had against her. Yes, it was true, 

He bad "ceased to love" her. She had 
killed his celestial love with her con-
stant reiteration of accusation. She had 
never loved him—celestially. Had her 
love laughed at worldly considerations 
she would have been able to close the 
shutter on memory But, no! Day and 
night she feared and regretted the past 
and doubted the future. It was compli-
mentary to him! He was not thin-
skinned. Her every word had pierced 
his fine sensibilities, until his love had 
died in agony Was he to be held re-
sponsible for the inertia of her thick-
headed, iceberg husband? Had he not 
done everything to induce the fool to cut 
the knot ? Had he, Van Cuyler, not been 
ready at all times to untangle the skein 
of her anxiety? A s a man of honor, 
though she had killed his love by her 
silliness, was he not ready, even now—• 
at this moment? And he thanked God, 
at that moment, that the thing was as 
safely impossible as the cold-blooded 
Roder had made it. 

But it was all over now. There had 
been a scene, of course—one of those 
stage scenes of parting—quiverings, tear-
bursts, reproaches, forgivings, undying 
promises and noble sacrifices. She would 
make a splendid actress. Perhaps, now— 
Van Cuyler looked straight before him 
as his conscience cried his responsibility 
and his mind traced her probable career. 
She would drift. She was just romantic 
enough in temperament to drift, as being 
the correct course. She would drift— 
down, down—the little woman who had 
trusted him, who had given up her dam-
nably splendid husband for him ! He had 
launched her on the swift, dark rapids 
which end in the vortex beneath the falls. 

Van Cuyler sprang to his feet and 
swiftly undressed. Anyway , it was all 
over. He switched off the light with a 
snap. Between the sheets he composed 
himself, determined to forget in sleep. 
He counted the sheep leaping, one by 
one, over the gate and—it had all been 
a mistake. Seven—eight—nine—there 
were scores of mistakes just like it every 
day, as regularly as the sheep leaping 
over the gate. Sixteen—seventeen— 
eighteen—and no such venture had ever 
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resulted in happiness. It had been his 
mistake to think that he could defy prece-
dent. But it was human to make mis-
takes. Of course, it was. It had been 
unfortunate. Out of the generosity of 
his soul, he would have given much to 
undo it all. Thirty-four—thirty five— 
thirtv 

I I 

He awoke suddenly. He was con-
scious that he had screamed. He was 
dimly aware that he had seen a figure 
flash across the room, and that he had 
heard the door click as it shut. Only 
dimly, for his senses were concentrated 
upon this agony. His brain was afire. 
His eyeballs were throbbing with excru-
ciating pain. His brow and his scalp 
were torn and contracted with nerves. 
Every fibre in his body was tingling and 
quivering as he tumbled from the bed. 
His left hand was over his tortured brow, 
while his right groped for the electric 
switch. The thing seemed to elude him. 
It was out of order. There was no l ight, 
then the blaze of it dazzled his pained 
sight. 

What had happened? What had she 
done to him? He knew it had been she. 
Had she stabbed him ? But he felt -no 
pain, save this throbbing, burning, tight-
ening of his brain, his eyes, his brow. 
Had the primitive savage in her struck 
at his head while he lav asleep ? God! 
It was like a woman—like her! 

H e reeled toward the mirror It was 
a different creature from the Van Cuyler 
in evening dress who met his stare. It 
was a disheveled man in sleeping attire 
and with a face twisted in agony What 
had happened? He looked like a mad-
man. His brain blazed with the heat of 
madness. And the air—the air of the 
room—was faintly impregnated with a 
familiar, yet indeterminable, odor 

H e thrust his face close to the mirror 
His breath threw a veil of mist over the 
cold glass. H e dashed it off with a 
trembling hand. Then he saw it—the 
mark on his forehead! 

F o r half a minute he stared, unbeliev-
iag. Then over his face crept a pallor 

of horror His eyes widened and glit-
tered. Their lustre died and the lids fell 
over the contracted pupils. His knees 
shook and bent, and presently he col-
lapsed heavily upon the floor 

When he again became cognizant of 
existence he was in bed. It was daylight. 
A physician was bending over him. In 
the background stood his servant. Van 
Cuyler looked up into the physician's 
eyes and saw there a light of interest and 
curiosity. 

"Feel ing better?" said the doctor 
" Y o u r servant called me. Tell me just 
what happened before you fell." 

Van Cuyler hesitated a moment, then 
said: 

" L e t me speak with my servant a mo-
ment, please. Roberts," he said, when 
the physician bad withdrawn, " is there 
—anything—on my forehead ?" 

" Y e s , sir Looks like a burn, sir, or 
perhaps vou fell and struck the bureau." 

"Most ' l ikely," said Van Cuyler " I s — 
call Mrs. Van Cuyler, Roberts." 

"She—beg pardon, sir—Mrs. Van 
Cuyler's gone—gone out. She isn't in 
her room, sir." 

" V e r y well. I will see the doctor," 
said the patient, quickly. 

" I cannot pretend to understand this, 
of course," said the physician. " B u t you 
need not make a confidant of me if you 
do not wish to." 

"Someone entered my room—I think," 
said Van Cuyler, evasively. "Tell me, 
what is the matter with my head?" 

" I t looks like a burn," said the physi-
cian, with a f r o w n , "as if you had been 
branded with some flat, oval object. 
There are traces of a design, but in the 
present inflamed state of the wound I 
cannot decipher it." 

Van Cuyler felt relieved. But almost 
immediately he half raised himself in 
bed and asked, with an air of wildness. 

"When it heals will—the thing— 
show ?" 

" I ' m afraid so," the doctor replied. 
"There will always be a scar. Oh, you 
mean the cipher? That I cannot tell. 
Much depends upon the tissue. It might 
be more undecipherable than it is now, 
or—but it is not serious," 
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The physician was watching the face 
of the patient and wondering what the 
withheld story might be. It was certain-
ly not the wound which had kept the man 
unconscious for five hours. He had ex-
perienced some shock. It was clear to 
the doctor that his patient had been 
branded—probably in his sleep. For 
what reason? There was a woman, of 
course. Only a woman could have con-
ceived such a thing. H e wondered what 
that twisted design was, which writhed in 
relief in the centre of the oval wound. 
However, the patient was not communi-
cative and the physician was profession-
ally hardened to mysteries. He presently 
went away, but be thought of the inci-
dent as he hemmed and hawed over the 
Countess de Chatelaine's hypochondria. 
Then he forgot. 

Van Cuyler lay in bed, with his head 
tightly bandaged. His eyes looked blank-
ly at the ceiling and a cloud of utter dark-
ness was upon his soul. It was all over. 
She had gone-—he was delivered. But 
she had left him—branded! H e knew 
what the imprint on his forehead was, 
and gradually the horror of his position 
dawned upon him. He could feel the 
brand, not upon his brow as much as 
upon his soul. It had stirred him, as 
by some magic touch, to a realization of 
his naked self. H e could face the world 
no more. H e was ashamed to face his 
own servant, despite the bandage. H e 
was branded—branded with the mark of 
Cain! Worse than the mark of Cain! 
H e had murdered a woman's s o u l -
stabbed her heart—strangled her faith. 
And this was the sign. 

Late in the afternoon Roberts brought 
him a letter. He knew it was from ber 
before he took it. The servant cast a 
pitying glance upon his master and went 
out. Van Cuyler read: 

" D o you remember, when my love was 
gold and my faith was steel, how you 
kissed me on the forehead and sealed our 
union? . 1 shall cherish the memory of 
that kiss as a redeeming blossom for my 
grave. Had you accepted your responsi-
bility, the world would have forgiven, or 
forgotten. But in shirking the issue you 

acknowledged the sin. I ask you to for-
give me, but the memory of your kiss 
burned my brow and maddened me for a 
time. LOUISE." 

When the wound was healed Van Cuy-
ler faced himself in the mirror. He had 
changed much in two weeks, and his face 
was pale from confinement to his room. 
And on his brow was a livid oval, in the 
centre of which were intertwined the deli-
cate lines of the letters " L . V R . " 

ILL 

Van Cuyler was still standing before 
the mirror H e had drawn his hat low 
over his brow. The scar, though indis-
tinct, was still visible. 

But the time had come when he must 
go forth. There was no longer the 
shadow of an excuse for remaining in 
these rooms. Sooner or later he must 
face the world. Now was the time, if 
ever H e summoned Roberts—for no 
reason save to accustom himself to the 
ordeal of meeting his fellows. 

" I am going out, Roberts," he said, 
quietly. 

" Y e s , sir," said the servant, mechani-
cally 

V a n Cuyler waited, as if he expected 
Roberts to say something more. But 
that was all. The servant opened the 
door for him and he passed out to the ele-
vator. A s he went down he was con-
scious that the " b o y " was eyeing him 
askance. 

"Hope yo' feelin' bettah, sah," said the 
boy 

"Quite well—perfectly we l l ! " Van 
Cuyler snapped. What was the " b o y " 
looking at? Was the scar so very visi-
ble? Could the boy read art lettering? 
Van Cuyler instinctively adjusted his hat 
and stepped from the elevator with an 
inward anathema. The fresh air revived 
his spirits somewhat. H e walked to the 
avenue and started southward at a brisk 
pace, swinging his cane defiantly. 

H e would bave done with it—get it 
over at once. H e would go to the club 
and face the members. He wondered if 
the story had leaked. The first part of it 
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had, as he knew to his cost. He had not 
forgotten the civility—the painful civil-
ity—of his fellows when the Van Cuyler-
Roder affair was first rumored. He had 
not forgotten the "cuts" when the rumor 
became certainty. True, he had some 
friends, who were enemies of Roder, and 
Louise had had sympathizers who knew 
of Roder's exasperating ways. 

But his heart sank as he viewed the 
prospect before him. He was now on 
neither side of the affair. He was the 
pariah—the outcast, without even the 
status of the sinner in the controversy. 
He stopped short on the avenue and 
groaned. He must face them with the 
damning brand on his brow—the sign 
which told a whole tragic story in three 
intertwined letters. God! What a re-
venge ! Roder would hear of it and laugh 
—his half-suppressed, frozen laugh. The 
newspapers 

A carriage went past. T w o women 
turned their heads curiously and bowed. 
His hand arose instinctively to his hat, 
but fell to his side without removing it. 
The detail stung him to a sense of the 
enormity of his degradation. Wherever 
he went, social usages would demand the 
revealing of the brand. It would be like 
baring his soul to a hell of whispering 
devils! 

He wandered on. He was conscious 
that his destination lay in one of the 
crosstown streets. But he did not arouse 
himself until he stood before a sign which 
announced a dermatologist. The idea 
had come like a star out of the gloom of 
those two weeks of mental turmoil. A t 
first he had planned to call in a surgeon 
of intimate acquaintance and have the 
oval seal removed, but the horror of his 
self-consciousness had driven him to one 
who could not possibly know him nor his 
history; one who was more skilled also 
in the treatment of facial blots. 

The dermatologist was a benign, spec-
tacled person, who at once clasped his 
hands ecstatically and cried: 

"Bless me! Is that a birthmark ?" 
" I t shall be your business to remove 

it," said Van Cuyler, sharply. 
"Tut , tut ! " said the spectacled person. 

" I see. Of recent doing—hey? Most 

remarkable! L . V . R.—hey ? Looks like 
a seal. How on earth did you come by 
that? It isn't tattooed. Bless me! -
You've been branded!" 

The dermatologist shouted the words 
as if he had made an amazing discovery. 
Van Cuyler started as if he had been 
stabbed. He suddenly heard himself curs-
ing the man, whose expression changed 
from surprise to anger. Then the pur-
ple blood rushed over the dermatologist's 
face. 

" S t o p ! " he cried. " H o w dare you, 
sir! Leave my office! Y o u have been 
branded by someone who has suffered 
more at your hands than I will allow 
you to inflict upon me. Leave this place 
at once, and may you carry that seal to 
hell, where you belong!" 

Van Cuyler, pallid as a dead man, pres-
ently found himself in Madison Square, 
facing an acquaintance. 

" T o n my word, it's Van Cuyler!" 
cried the acquaintance. "Where the 
dickens have you been? Heard you were 
ill. Y o u do look a bit off. What have 
vou been doing with yourself?" 

" I — I " said Van Cuyler, dazedly, 
" I ' ve been hunting—-deer hunting—in 
Maine." 

"Get anything? Or was it the kind 
spelled with an 'a '? What's this 
about " 

The acquaintance stopped talking. Van 
Cuyler certainly looked ill—very ill, in-
deed. 

"Look here, old man! " said the friend. 
"You ' re not—what the dickens is that on 
your brow?" 

" T h a t ? " echoed Van Cuyler, monoto-
nously. " W h y , that " 

He was seized with an impulse to run, 
but the hand of the acquaintance was on 
his shoulder, grasping it with kindly 
firmness. He wished that the ground 
could open and he—or the acquaintance 
—be engulfed in the abyss. But there 
was no escape. Desperation seized him. 
He snatched his hat from his head, baring 
his brow to the other's gaze. 

" T h a t ! " he snarled. "Thafs what it 
is ! Read it—damn you!—read it! And 
tell 'em all she did it—Louise Vernon 
Roder. Nothing like getting the story 
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straight. She branded me in my sleep. 
I deserved it, too. I'll carry it to hell, 

- where I belong!" 
In another second he was rushing 

across the square, with his hat in his 
hand. 

"Poor fel low! Poor, old Van !" mur-
mured the acquaintance. " I knew some-
thing would happen. But—good heaven ! 
T o think " 

That was the last time Van Cuyler was 
seen in New York . 

I V 

Van Cuyler sat on the veranda of the 
rough, wooden structure which he had 
come to cherish as a home and a refuge. 
The moon sailed in a dense, blue sky 
and cast brilliant gleams upon the frond-
lances of the palms. Save for the Indians 
and the booming, whirring denizens of 
the surrounding selvas, he was alone— 
absolutely alone. 

For five years he had sought this 
re fuge—refuge from the eyes of man 
and woman. Time and again he had 
thought himself secure, shut off f rom all 
possibility of the truth becoming known. 
Men looked at his brow when they first 
met him, and some unguardedly ques-
tioned once, but never twice. Women 
asked, not Van Cuyler, but the men who 
associated with him. Gaining no infor-
mation whence none could be forthcom-
ing with truth, women speculated, ro-
manced, even courted, until by dint of 
undying curiosity they caught a whisper 
from the far-blown winds. Again—time 
and again—Van Cuyler fled! When it 
seemed that there was no escape from 
the curse; when he had wandered, like 
Cain, over the face of the earth; when 
the pistol had been all but pressed to his 
temple, this refuge in the remote forests 
of Venezuela had opened to him. 

Before that he had repeatedly essayed 
the removal of the telltale monogram 
from his brow, but ever his hand—his 
nerve—something—failed him. E v e r 
after that last day in New Y o r k the con-
viction remained with him that he was 
destined to carry the seal "to hell, where 
be belonged." As time went on, too, he 

grew more regardless of the world's cu-
riosity The seal was upon his soul the 
more it flamed upon his forehead. H e 
might obliterate the monogram, but the 
scar—the memory of the scar—would re-
main with him, fraught with bitter mean-
ing to himself. 

There were even times when, like a 
religious fanatic, he rejoiced in the livid 
insignia of his past. But, despite that, 
he had welcomed the refuge in the selvas. 
A s superintendent of a vast rubber-land 
concession, he was alone and supreme, 
like a sea captain among his subordinates, 
only Van Cuyler found more satisfaction 
in his isolation. The Indians feared him, 
for the strange mark on his brow As a 
rule, there was not a white man within a 
hundred miles. 

But to-night there was—or should be— 
one. He was a director of the American 
concern which held the concession, and 
he was coming to look over the ground. 
He had sailed from New Y o r k three 
weeks before. From Port-of-Spain be 
had come up the river to Ciudad Bolivar 
S i x days before, Van Cuyler's peons had 
gone to meet him with horses and pack-
mules. The New Yorker was expected 
—to-night. 

The coming of the man stirred the old 
dread in Van Cuyler, all the more that 
for seven months he had known peace. 
But why trouble himself? The fact that 
the visitor came from New Y o r k was of 
trivial moment. He need not necessarily 
be a New Yorker , and if a New Yorker , 
not necessarily one who had ever heard 
of Van Cuyler, or Roder, or the seal. 

Y e t he was troubled. It was the old 
story over again. F rom New Y o r k ! He 
already saw the man's eyes travel to the 
strange mark. He anticipated the ques-
tioning silence and the awkward change 
of unspoken subject. Already he could 
see the man back in N e w York , with his 
strange tale of the white man in the 
selvas with the monogram stamped on 
his brow. It might be months, or years, 
but one day a face would light up and 
a tongue utter the name 

" V a n Cuy ler ! " 
"Well, what of it? What had he to do 

with New York ? All who knew, knew; 
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as for the rest—yet, if the story could 
only die, he himself would die—in peace. 

There was a shouting in the far selvas 
and a near response from the Indian 
huts. He was coming. Presently there 
was a desultory ring of shod hoofs strik-
ing a loose stone. Several mounted men 
rode into the clearing and drew up before 
the low veranda. Van Cuyler extended 
a hand to greet the tall man, with the 
quiet, white man's voice. 

"Come inside," said the superintendent. 
"Something of a ride," said the direc-

tor, following Van Cuyler into the light-
ed house. 

The superintendent laid the lamp on 
the table and resolutely raised his eyes 
to the visitor's face. For a moment his 
senses seemed to be leaving him, but he 
pulled himself together He himself had 
changed—terribly Pie, the other, might 
not recognize him. But the brand was 
unique. Van Cuyler saw recognition 
succeed the startled flash in the direc-
tor's eyes. The superintendent sank 
heavily into a chair and buried his face in 
his arms. 

" R o d e r ! " 
The man who had once given her the 

seal stared at the collapsed figure before 
him. An Indian peon was standing in 
the doorway, with an armful of satchels 
and with wide-open eyes. 

"Oh, you poor devil !" said the director, 
at last. 

He waved the peon away and himself 
went out into the clearing, where he stood 
with his lips pursed to a vain whistle, 
staring up at the moon. All animosity 
had vanished from his heart. There was 
nothing in it for Van Cuyler but p i t y -
pity !—the sympathy of one man for an-
other against the common enemy—a 
woman. 

And the woman ? Roder had watched 
through those five years. She had drift-
ed—yes. She had developed a voice. 
She had divorced him, Roder. She had 
married an impresario, been divorced, 
and married a leading actor And now 
she was leading lady to a second Thes-
pian light, and another divorce was pend-
ing against her. And this poor devil 

Van Cuyler in the meantime had arisen 

from the chair and gone to his sleeping 
room. A sudden weight had lifted from 
his soul. It seemed that his sin was ex-
piated , that a relenting fate had guided 
this man to his side; had made him utter 
the rough words which conveyed abso-
lute forgiveness. 

From a corner he snatched a steel ram-
rod and shoved it into the flame of the 
lamp. Slowly the metal heated and began 
to glow When it was tipped with a 
brilliant, radiating red, he stepped swiftly 
to the cracked mirror beside the bed, and 
looked for the last time at the intertwined 
L. V R . 

For a moment it seemed that a face— 
the shadow of a once fair, grief-stricken 
face—was looking over his shoulder It 
vanished instantly, but in fading it 
seemed to have assumed a mocking ex-
pression. So quickly had the illusion 
come and gone that the glow of the 
heated rod had not diminished. 

His hand was steady as he raised the 
ramrod above his head. Then he brought 
the branding iron clown toward the ac-
cursed blot—slowly! One stab, and— 
the steel rod clanged on the floor Van 
Cuyler staggered. His hands were over 
his eyes as of yore. His brain was afire 
as of vore. His eyes were throbbing as 
of yore. 

But it was done! The seal was oblit-
erated. Pie drew away his hands. It was 
dark—pitch dark. The lamp must have 
gone out. Despite the intense pain, he 
felt in his pocket for a match. Fie struck 
it. It was still dark! For a moment he 
stood still. Then, with his hands before 
him, he felt for the table and the lamp. 
He passed his hand over the funnel. The 
hot vapor scorched it. The lamp was 
still burning—and it was dark! 

Again he stood still and thought. He 
tried to recall why he had not made use 
of the hot metal before. Then he re-
membered and laughed. It was the storv 
of an Italian who had destroyed his "evil 
eye" by passing a hot poker before his 
sight. Ah, yes! That was it. 

He laughed again and groped around 
the table. He drew open a drawer and 
felt for the remedy. 

Roder, looking up at the moon, heard 
the shot. 



AT THE SIGN OF EROS 

By Walter Pulitzer 

Author of "Cupid 's Pack of Cards , " "Cozy Corner Confidences," etc. 

* * * 

W I L L I N G T O T A K E C H A N C E S . 

I . 

He kissed her on the cheek. 
"Oh, help I" exclaimed the maid. 

H e said, "Oh, thanks! I ' l l manage— 
You ' l l see I need no aid!" 

I I . 

H e kissed her on the lips. 
" H o w dared y o u ! " cried the maid. 

He said, " I dared because I 'm brave , 
Of germs I 'm not a f r a i d ! " 

* * * 

The girl who elopes with a baseball player evidently thinks she has a good 
catch! 

* * * 

S W E E T N O T H I N G S — W I T H A G R A I N O F S A L T . 

" T h e papers say he took her to a hotel." 
"Wel l , there are two sides to every storv, you know " 
" Y e s , and sometimes four sides and a ceiling." 

He—Dearest , my single thought is but for you. 
S h e — T h e n I wish you wouldn't think of me that way any more! 

G e b h a r t — T h a t Miss Knowitt has brains enough for two. 
C a r s o n e — T h e n you should marry her without delay 

M u r i e l — I don't think you'd better speak to papa to-night, Reggie . 
R e g g i e — W h y so, dear? Is he indisposed? 
M u r i e l — Y e s , tired and cross. Y o u know, nothing so completely exhausts 

poor papa as cutting coupons f rom his government bonds! 

* * * 

It is not diplomacy for a man with a large family of daughters to keep 
a dog. 
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A M I D N I G H T T R A G E D Y . 

She stealthily arose from bed. 
She groped around for her husband's clothes. 
Finding them at last, she proceeded to search the pockets. 
"Fo i led ! " she wailed between her chattering teeth. 
Then she descended the stairs to the hall. 
On the hatrack hung her husband's overcoat. "" 
She delved into the pockets one by one. 
" M y God 1" she cried. "The letters I gave him this morning are gone. 

He must have mailed them!" 
Heart-broken, she went back to bed. 

* * * 

Much adieu about nothing—a woman's farewell! 

M ' Y E S 1 

"Dearest Ethel," began the young man, fervently, "you are different from 
any other girl I ever knew " 

" In what w a y ? " asked his bride-to-be. 
"Why—-er—you see," he replied, rather at a loss how to proceed, "you 

accepted me." 
* * * 

A T R U E S P O R T 

Said The Slipper to The Corset, " I have more fun than you. I dance every 
night!" 

Said The Corset to The Slipper, "More fun, eh? Why, I'm on a big bust 
all the time!" 

T O A G I R L C R O S S I N G B R O A D W A Y 

Providence sends the naughty wind 
That blows your skirts knee-high, 

But God is good and He sends the dust 
That blows in the bad man's eve! 

* * * 

F R O M A S O C I E T Y J O U R N A L . 

"When a gentleman and a lady are walking up the street the lady should 
walk inside the gentleman."—Exchange. 

This is awfu l ! 
* * * 

Love and the world laughs at von! 



THE WILSON-WHITES' DIVORCE 
By Maitland LeRoy Osborne 

TH E Wilson-Whites were ennuied 
with living and satiated with 
sensations. They suffered also 
from that malignant and pe-

culiarly American disorder, too much 
money. Neither of them had ever had 
a wish ungratif ied; therefore, they 
found existence stale, unprofitable and 
unsatisfying. Occasionally, 'tis true, they 
succeeded for a time in deluding them-
selves into the belief that they were en-
joying something, but sooner or later 
the disillusionment was sure to come. 

And so they wearily plodded the rounds 
of society resorts and fulfilled their so-
cial obligations at Newport , B a r H a r -
bor, the mountains, the seashore, the 
country, Florida, London — wherever 
Fashion set up its temporary glittering 
court, and danced and feasted and wore 
fine raiment in beautiful uniformity with 
their " se t . " 

L iv ing always under the shadow of 
wealth, born to purple and fine linen, 
brought up to believe money the most 
beautiful, necessary and desirable thing 
in the world, it was not strange that they 
could not realize the nature of the bur-
den that bore them down. All they 
were conscious of was a vague discom-
fort, a lack of contentment, a longing 
for something highly desirable that they 
could not define. When the longing 
grew particularly acute they went out 
and bought something and played with 
it for an hour, or a day, or a month, 
and tried to imagine themselves amused, 
and felt vaguely aggrieved that the same 
undefined longing persisted still. 

It was a pity, too, for, really, they were 
both rather nice, good-natured, amusing 
people, whom anyone would have been 
glad to be friends with if they hadn't had 
so much money. If Bobbv. for instance, 
had been a bank clerk, or an architect, 
or a rising young lawyer, and had had to 
economize a bit on clothes and limit his 
expenditure for c igars , and if Dolly had 

had to get along with one maid and do 
most of her own cooking and have her 
last year's gowns made over to look like 
new, they'd have been a most delightful 
couple to know, and would have got more 
real, genuine, satisfying enjoyment out 
of one year of life than from an eter-
nity of existence handicapped with their 
burden of inherited wealth. 

Even if Bobby had amassed the money 
himself it would have been vastly differ-
ent; but all he had ever had to do with 
money was to spend it, without thought 
of where it came from or how much was 
left. And Dolly likewise. They knew, both 
of them, in a vague way , that some for-
gotten ancestor had thoughtfully laid the 
cornerstone of their fortunes in the dim 
obscurity of the past, and that other an-
cestors, coming after, had builded up the 
structure into an imposing, solid f a c t ; 
and that still other later ancestors had 
judiciously invested in mines and rail-
roads and steamship lines that unfailing-
ly grew and prospered and added golden 
increment to their millions. 

And so Bobby and Dolly had grown 
from pampered, uninteresting child-
hood to pampered, uninteresting youth, 
carefully guided in the narrow pathway 
which it was permitted them to tread. 
Even their marriage had been arranged 
for them, years and years before they 
had had any thought of it, and both being 
well-behaved, obedient children, when 
the proper time arrived, they obeyed the 
prompting of their monitors and accept-
ed matrimony with as much emotion as 
they accepted their daily bath. 

F ive years of marital placidity con-
vinced them both that marr iage was 
somewhat of a bore. Perhaps if they 
had had children it might have been 
otherwise; but, while they would have 
perfunctorily accepted parenthood, they 
experienced no particular longing for 
its responsibilities and joys, and drifted 
into the category of childless people of 
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fashion, feeling merely, in a vague way, 
that life, that owed them so much, had 
somehow cheated them of part of their 
inheritance. 

Dolly it was who first felt the fetters 
galling. S o many of her acquaintances 
had slipped the matrimonial yoke for 
more or less valid reasons that she began, 
hazily at first, to wonder what it would 
seem like to be divorced. It would be 
a new sensation at least, and sensations, 
vivid ones, were necessary to her happi-
ness. 

When she mentioned the subject of 
her cogitations to Bobby, he stared at her 
first in bewilderment. Then, blundering-
ly, in his clumsy, man fashion, he tried 
to assign a reason for her discontent. 

" I t isn't any one particular thing. 
Bobby," she said, plaintively. " I can't 
explain, even to myself, just why I want 
a divorce. All I know is that I do want 
it. Perhaps if you beat me occasionally 
or got disgracefully drunk or gambled 
atrociously or ran after other women I 
might love you with fervor and devo-
tion. But it's all so—so commonplace 
and unamusing that I 'm tired of it. I 
want a change. S o if you don't mind. 
Bobby, I think I'll get a divorce." 

Bobby lit a cigarette and smoked re-
flectively. " I t is rather stupid," he as-
sented. " I f it will amuse you any to be 
divorced, go ahead. I—I 'd like to please 
you, Dolly," he said, a trifle shyly. 

" Y o u ' r e a dear, good b o y ! " answered 
Dolly, with animation. " I ' l l see Plunkett 
at once." Plunkett being the staid, irre-
proachable man of law, who safeguarded 
Dolly's funded interests. 

F o r the very rich the pathway to the 
divorce court is strewn with roses. With 
twenty trunks, two maids, an auto and a 
chauffeur, Dolly departed in strict incog-
nito for the North Dakota divorce col-
ony, where she established herself in the 
most comfortable, commodious and ex-
clusive suite of the most expensive hos-
telry there established for sheltering 
wealthy women wearv of the tie that 
tires, and prepared to pass the allotted 
period of probation in strict seclusion. 

Meanwhile Bobby moped about his 
clubs, motored, rode and golfed, and 

practiced the role of ex-husband, experi-
encing alternate boredom and relief. That 
Dolly telegraphed him daily bulletins of 
her doings and wrote him weekly bulky 
letters filled with lively gossip did not 
strike him as incongruous. H e consid-
ered himself still on the best of terms 
with her, executed her commissions with 
faithfulness and dispatch, and spent an 
entire afternoon in selecting a diamond 
pin and pearl necklace as a g i f t to her on 
the occasion of her birthday. 

On the day of her return he was at 
the station an hour before her train was 
due, and when she descended from the 
parlor car pushed his way through the 
crowd to greet her eagerly, and nearly 
kissed her before he remembered. Then 
he blushed and fumbled awkwardly with 
his hat, while Dolly giggled. On the 
day after the decree was granted they 
met again, Bobby openly doleful, Dolly 
a trifle subdued. 

"Let ' s go somewhere and have lunch," 
he suggested, mournfully, "and—er— 
celebrate the—er—joyful occasion." 

"A l l r ight." assented Dolly. " I t ' s the 
last time. Henceforth we meet as stran-
gers. But we'll always be good friends, 
won't we, Bobby?" she asked, anxiously. 
" I t isn't as though we were going to part 
in anger." Then, musingly, " I wonder 
how it's going to seem! A n y w a y , " hope-
fully, " i f we don't like it we can get mar-
ried all over again, can't we, Bobby?" 

Bobby blushed a dull red and turned 
his head away. "Then it isn't—isn't 
Wentworth?" he asked, huskily. 

Doll}'- gazed at him in wide-eyed as-
tonishment. " W h y , Bobbv !" she gasped. 
" T h e idea ! " 

Bobby grew still more red. " I 'm such 
a d u f f e r ! " he confessed, humbly. " A n d 
I rather fancied it might be him, you 
know," he said. " A n y w a y . I 'm glad it 
isn't." 

Later he managed awkwardly to voice 
a thought that had troubled him for days. 
" I f anything should happen, Dolly," he 
said, "if you should need money, or—or 
be sick, or anything of that sort, you'll let 
me know, won't y o u ? " 

" W h y , of course, Bobby," Dolly 
agreed, readily. 
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" A n d you'd better let me send you that 
new car I bought last month," he sug-
gested. " I t ' s a mighty nice little car, 
and it's upholstered in green leather 
You always liked green, you know " 

"Thanks, a w f u l l y ! " said Dolly " A n d 
now I must really go, Bobby We don't 
want folks to gossip, you know " 

And so they parted, and Dolly went to 
eat of the fieshpots of Newport, while 
Bobby, feeling somehow very much alone 
in the world, went to Florida to fish for 
tarpon, and loafed forlornly about the 
clubhouse and smoked innumerable 
cigars. 

Time passed, as Time has a way of 
doing, and in the fullness thereof Dolly 
went abroad and was very gay in the 
London season, fluttered about Par is 
like a butterfly, renewed old acquaint-
ances in Nice ; took a peep at Switzer-
land, and finally settled down at Venice 
for an extended stay. The picturesque 
sights along the grand canal charmed her 
color-loving soul; the silent, slow-gliding 
gondolas suggested mystery and intrigue, 
and the restfulness and quiet of her daily 
life in the shadow of the Br idge of Sighs 
soothed her restless spirit to tranquillity. 

And then, one day, a chance meeting 
with a lately arrived acquaintance 
brought disquieting news of Bobby. Some 
astounding financial upheaval had left 
Him penniless. H e r first thought was to 
cable funds to him—her second to go to 
him in person and offer him a share of 
her own fortune on any terms he might 
dictate. She felt more than a little doubt-
ful of his accepting financial aid f rom 
her, proffered f rom a distance, but if she 
bore it to him with her own hands she 
felt confident of overcoming any scru-
ples he might advance. 

Stopping only long enough to make the 
absolutely necessary preparations for her 
journey and leaving one of her maids to 
complete the packing of her baggage and 
attend to forwarding it, she set out in a 
fever of impatience for America. T h e 
tremor of agitation and concern that 
overcame her -"hen she thotipht of Bohbv 
penniless, perhaps friendless and in ac-
tual want, confused and frightened her 
Was she in love with him, after all? she 

asked herself, and could not find the 
answer to the question. 

S o changed had Bobby become in the 
months of her absence that at first she 
hardly knew him. She had left him 
bored, listless, precise in speech and man-
ner She returned to find him alert, 
bright eyed, restless with energy, some-
what slangy as to conversation and care-
less as to costume—in a word, intensely 
alive and human. 

H e was so different from what she had 
expected that she was confused and self-
conscious. The carefully considered 
speech that she had mentally prepared, in 
which she had intended to gradually lead 
up to the proposal of sharing her fortune 
with him in such a way that he could not 
refuse her offer , fled completely from 
her mind. 

"Oh, B o b b y ! " she cried, instead. " I 
was in Venice when I heard of it, and I 
started for home at once, and I 've cried 
myself to sleep every night, and won't 
you please—please take half of my horrid 
monev? If vou won't I shall be desper-
a t e ! " ' 

Bobby grinned joyously and held up 
both hands in protest. "That 's awful ly 
good and generous of you, Dol ly , " he 
said , "but I couldn't do it, really. I don't 
want it—honest—and I couldn't take it 
if I did." 

" B u t I heard you had lost every dol-
lar ," said Dolly, piteously, "and I didn't 
know but what you might even be—be 
hungry, and I 've worried dreadful ly ." 

Bobby grinned. " I did lose it," he an-
swered, "and I don't know yet just h o w , 
but I 'm not worrying about it for a min-
ute, and I haven't been hungry very long 
at a time. It was something of x shock 
at first, of course, and I didn't get used 
to the feeling of being poor all at once: 
but now I 'm finding out what a lot of fun 
there is in the world, and you couldn't 
hire me to be rich again. When I found 
I'd got to get out and hustle for some-
thing to eat and a place to sleep, I took 
stock of my accomplishments and de-
cided I wasn't really fitted by inclina-
tion and training for any calling except 
that of a chauffeur. Y o u know, I was a 
pretty good amateur mechanician before 
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the crash came. It didn't take me long 
to find a place as driver in one of the big 
garages, and in a few months I got to be 
manager Now I'm selling cars on com-
mission and demonstrating for one of the 
big firms, and in a year or so I expect to 
be able to open a garage of my own. 

" I ' ve got acquainted with a lot of 
mighty interesting people—just common, 
human people, you know—and I like 'em, 
and I like hustling around for business, 
and getting it. I used to think living 
was an awful bore, but it isn't. It's the 
greatest fun there is—just living and 
working, and having a good time on the 
side. It 's great ! " 

Dolly gazed at him with speculative 
eyes. " D o you suppose, Bobby," she 
queried, "that you could teach me to like 
it?" 

"I ' l l bet I could!" answered Bobby 
"But you'd have to get rid of your money 
first—every dollar of it. Give it to some-
body you've got a grudge against, or 
endow a hospital or something." 

" I f I did, would you—would you marry 
me again, Bobby?" she asked, anxiously. 

"Would I ! " exclaimed Bobby, raptur-
ously. "You 'd have to hire a special 
policeman to keep me from doing it. 

There's just one girl in all this great, big 
world I want—and that's you, Dolly." 

" I believe it would be worth the price, 
Bobby," said Dolly, with shining eyes. 
"I ' l l see Plunkett to-day and get him to 
put mv money in trust for a children's 
hospital, and then we'll go round, Bobby, 
and hunt up poor, little, sick and crippled 
children and send them there. But—but, 
Bobby—suppose—we might"—she hid 
her face against his shoulder and spoke 
in a hushed and trembling voice—"per-
haps we might have children ourselves, 
Bobby." 

He drew her close to his breast. " I 
hope we will, sweetheart," he said, sol-
emnly; "but if we do, we won't handi-
cap them with wealth. They shall have 
a chance to grow up free and happy." 
Then he kissed her, and presently she 
went to see Plunkett, and astonished that 
staid person, for the first and only time 
in his life. 

And shortly afterwards she and Bobby 
were married again, and if you should 
happen to be privileged to make their 
acquaintance, you would say that they 
were the happiest and most contented 
couple you ever met, and that they had 
three of the most charming children you 
ever saw—that is, unless you happen to 
ha\-e children yourself. 

THE WITNESS 
By Robert Braco 

EX A S P E R A T E D by his indiffer-
ence, Rosalie looked at him with 
an expression even more strangely 
catlike than usual, and told him, 

with her cold, cruel smile, without even 
taking the trouble to hide her meanness, 
that her husband had not gone away on a 
journey, as she had let him think. No, 
no, it was not true, he was here—the 
beast—sleeping in the very next room! 
When Rudolfo heard this he felt his blood 
grow cold in his veins and clutched at his 
heart, which seemed to come to a snd<!rn 
standstill after one violent throb. 

" D o you want to hear him snore? Just 
approach the door and listen. Come 
a long! " 

" N o , I prefer to remain where I am. 
I believe you—do not doubt for a mo-
ment that I believe you. But why did 
you summon rue here this night? Why 
did you send over the old hag Mathilda 
to tell me that lie was going to Rome bv 
the 10.40 train? What sort of jest is 
this? The devil take i t ! " 

He spoke all this in a hardly audible 
whisper; the slight little fellow shivered 
in all his body. His womanish, beardless 
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face was drawn, and his eyes looked un-
easily from one door to the other. Of 
his usual bravado—that of the blase, 
twenty-year-old woman's darling—not a 
vestige remained. The unconquerable, 
panicky fear made him as weak as a 
child. 

" D o you want to hear him snore?" 
cruelly repeated Rosalia, in a low voice. 

"S top ! What do I want to hear him 
snore f o r ? You must be mad! I want 
to get out of here—that is ail I want. Do 
you understand?" 

"No—that you will not. See, here I 
have the key from the outside door. Y o u 
have fallen into a trap, my young poet, 
and you shall stay in i t ! " 

"But , tell me what you have on your 
mind to-night. Why do you look at me 
in such a way, and why are you speaking 
to me like this?" 

" W h y do I look and speak to you in 
this way ? Y o u do not know, do you ? 
But yesterday at the fountain of the 
public park—do vou recollect?'' 

"Well—and ?" ' 
" I told you. 'To-morrow is Saturday. 

Antonio will, in all probability, have to 
leave on a journey. Can you come to 
me about l i p . m.' ?" 

"Well—well , speak further." 
" Y o u did not reply to me, but contin-

ued to gaze like one entranced after a 
passing hearse." 

"Don't you know that the sight of a 
hearse always makes a strange impres-
sion on me?" 

" Y o u did not give me an answer—you 
actor, you! Because you had already 
made other arrangements. 

" I ? " 
" Y e s , an appointment with another 

woman: and as Antonio did not leave the 
citv, after all. I nevertheless managed 
to lure you here by a lie, so as to keep 
you from running to the other one." 

" B u t listen to me. It is now a month 
since vou have bothered me with all kinds 
of foolish suspicions." 

" A n d you, poor boy! are as innocent 
of any wrong as a new-born babe. Now, 
look here, you ninny 1 You have read 
so many books and have written a heap 
of poetry, and are nevertheless such a 

simpleton that you could not even notice 
that I have known everything for a long 
time. Such a punv, little thing as your-
self—such a weakling—cannot hide for 
long his treachery to the woman whom 
he professes to love ! " 

"With your foolish talk, you will yet 
bring a misfortune upon me. Let me get 
out of here ! " 

" I will let you g o ; but only under one 
condition." 

" G o ahead; let us hear your condition, 
but be quick about it." 

"That you confess everything to me." 
" A n d what have I to confess?" 
"Don't l ie ! " 
" I l ie—I lie?" 
" L y i n g will not do you any good. I 

could tell you who she is, where she lives, 
and what she does, the insipid thing who 
is enamored with you. But because I still 
love you very much, you rascal, you, 
I am prepared—do you hear?—I am 
even prepared to forgive and to spare 
you, if you prove to me your repentance 
and contrition bv frankly confessing 
everything and promising never again to 
go near her." 

Intoxicated by maddening jealousy, to 
which still clung a slight feeling of hope 
that her suspicions were unfounded, her 
words sounded sincere and her lips 
burned. She wished to find out if he was 
deceiving her, and for that reason she 
bad lured him into a place where he could 
at any moment be caught by that huge 
crcature—her husband—thinking that 
fear would force the truth from the lips 
of the slight, puny little fellow whom 
she loved as only a woman past forty can 
love, and hoping that her suspicions 
might prove false and that he would not 
have anything to confess. She cajoled 
and persuaded him as one persuades a 
child to confess to the foolish mischief it 
has committed. Bending close to his 
ear, she said • 

"Well , go ahead: tell me everything 
—mind you, everything!" 

In his fear and excitement he was 
slowly coming to the conclusion that she 
must have been shadowing him for some 
time, and really knew as much as she 
pretended to know. For a moment he 
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hesitated; then he said, in the tone of one 
who does not choose to commit himself -

" I f you know everything, as you say, 
why do you need me to tell you ?" 

" W h y ? Because a thorough confes-
sion," she replied, searching for words, 
"would make it again possible for me 
to trust you. Then I should not fear any 
more treachery and falsehood on your 
part. Do you understand me—yes? Do 
you understand, my love?" 

"Shal l I invent a story, just to please 
you ?" 

"Take care! Take care !" 
"Give me the key and let me g o ! " 
" I tell you, take care ! " 
" N o , no ; do not shout so loud." 
"Either you obey and confess or I will 

really begin to shout, and that will be 
very unfortunate for you. There is no 
other way out of the difficulty—neither 
for you nor for me." 

"Curse you J" 
"Tel l me everything and you shall go 

free." 
Seeing that, though he feared her threat 

very much, he nevertheless could not find 
anything to confess, her suspicions be-
came partly allayed, and she was ready 
to believe that her fears were unfounded. 
A little more torture and a little more 
resistance on his part and she would have 
loudly proclaimed his innocence. 

But he, beside himself with fear, was 
already half conquerer and ready to sur-
render. He was drawn into the trap she 
had set for him, as if driven by some 
magical power. 

"She must have shadowed me," he 
thought. " A n d maybe she has taken the 
letter which I thought I lost out of my 
pocket. She knows perfectly well for 
whom I have deceived her It would be 
better for me to try and calm her by a 
confession than to exasperate this terrible 
woman still further She is really capa-
ble, if thwarted, of handing me over to 
her brute of a husband." 

"Rudolfo, my Rudolfo. do not force 
me to commit a foolish action—nay, a 
crime! Very well, then, you have de-
ceived me. What do I demand of you 
now? What are my hopes? That you 
should show yourself repentant, good, 

upright and frank. Don't you see that I 
cannot act otherwise?" 

She spoke the last words a little louder 
than before, and Rudolfo, shivering with 
fear, quickly put his hand over her 
mouth. 

" S h — s h ! Sh—sh ! I wil l—I will tell 
you a l l ! " 

Rosalia kept silent. It seemed to her 
that her head was bursting. A fiery 
stream of wrath ran through her nerves. 
But she well understood that now, more 
than ever, she had need of her whole 
self-possession. Af ter a short pause she 
succeeded in regaining her self-command 
and in saying, in a voice fraught with 
gratitude: 

"Thanks—thanks, my darling! Go on 
and tell me." 

" D o you swear to let me go unmolest-
ed. and that you will forgive me?" 

" I swear! Come, tell me." 
"There is but little to be told. We 

became fascinated without wishing it." 
" S o ! Without wishing i t?" 
"Of course! I am sorry I have not 

any letter with me so you could convince 
yourself with you own eyes. I am really 
sorrv. The letter which you probably 
have—which you have taken out of my 
pocket " 

"Which I took out of your pocket?" 
(She had never taken any letter from 
him; but, with her habitual slyness, she 
divined that he must have lost one, and 
greedily upheld him in his fear of her 
having it in her hands) "Well , go ahead." 

"This letter is the only one from which 
one could not see the truth at the first 
glance." 

" A n d what is the truth?" 
" T h e truth is that I have only been 

drawn to her from pity." 
" I s that so—really? From the letter 

one could judge quite otherwise." 
"And, nevertheless, if I had not pitied 

her " 
" Y o u would not——" 
" I would not have let her love me; no, 

I would not." 
" B y the way " 
" W h v are you interrupting me, Rosa-

lia ?" 
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" B v the way, is she beautiful?" 
"Beauti ful? No. " 
" I s she young?" 
" Y o u n g ? Yes, she is. But she does 

not please me." 
" A h ! She does not please you ?" 
"Not at all." 
"But , tell me, why—why do you al-

ways carry her picture secreted with 
you?" 

" W h a t ! " he exclaimed, thunderstruck 
with amazement. "Even this you know?" 

Rosalia's eyes, which were now ablaze 
with anger, opened wide. She gnashed 
her teeth and shook him violently by 
his shoulders. 

" N o , " she said, flinging the words into 
his face. "No , I did not know it , I did 
not know anything, I simply guessed it— 
everything, everything, everything! You 
traitor!" 

" Y o u may beat me, torture me, but, 
for God's sake, don't shout so ! " he whis-
pered, while a cold sweat covered his 
brow. 

But the woman he had betrayed, on 
hearing his pleading, suddenly recollect-
ed that she had her bloody revenge here 
by her hand, and she stepped back from 
him, screaming so loudly that her cries 
resounded through the stillness of the 
night 

" Y o u mean, despicable creature! You 
loathsome reptile! You believe that I 
would forgive you?" 

"Do not shout so—please do not shout 
so ! " 

" Y o u believed it ? You ass !" 
"Rosalia, we are lost!" 
" Y e s , we are lost! I want to see you 

die—and you will die!" 

For a moment she listened, then she 
said 

"Here he comes. It is fulf i l led!" 
And the monster, who had only a mo-

ment before been fast asleep, rushed in 
like an earthquake. Only half clad, he 
looked like some ludicrous, huge beast, 
and everything in the room—the walls, 
the furniture—seemed to vibrate with 
fear at his approach. Rudolfo uttered a 
groan and shrank back with outstretched 
arms, as if trying to ward off a blow, in 
his backward step he overturned a chair 
and hurt his shoulder by striking the 
wall. Rosalia looked on, her eyes spurt-
ing the fire of rage and hatred in the dim 
light of the room, and screamed 

"Ki l l him! Kill h im!" 
But her husband did not even approach 

Rudolfo. He rushed straight at her, 
with the revolver clutched tight in his 
fist, and roared 

"No, this is for y o u ! " and he fired. 
She fell to the floor, her hands tightly 
pressed to her breast, from which the 
blood was already gushing, but her lips 
still pleaded for the death of her treach-
erous lover 

"Ki l l him! Kill him! I beg of you, 
kill him also!" 

Rudolfo crouched behind the over-
turned chair His whole body shook con-
vulsively with fear. The husband ap-
proached him and gazed at him for sev-
eral minutes in silence, then he said, in a 
calm, collected voice 

"Look you here! I am going in to 
dress. You wait for me. You will have 
to accompany me to the police station. 
You are to be my witness. Do you un-
derstand ?" 



SINGING WOOD—A ! STUDY 
By Virginia 

ID E A L S , sentiment, dreams — ah, 
they were all very well for youth, 
she told herself. But she was a 
woman n o w ; she could do with-

out them. There were other things more 
necessary to her life. This, for example 
She lifted her huge muff of ermine and 
laid her soft cheek caressingly against it. 
Oh, the queenly feel of the thing—how 
all her life she had longed for just such 
luxury ! A n d this: With a glance of 
pride, she swept the aristocratic equip-
ments of the motor car in which they 
were spinning up the avenue. 

H o w she loved the easy, luxuriant 
things of life—dainty v iands, lavish ap-
parel ; the adulation of the passing glance, 
the glitter of many electrics! She, An-
gela Markham, was not made for domes-
ticity, she mused, as the car turned into 
Fifty-seventh street; she was an exotic. 
She craved the stimulus of continual ex-
citement ; the outside, ostentatious atmos-
phere of restaurant, theatre, hotel. 

" W a k e up, Ange la ! Y o u haven't ut-
tered a word for ten minutes. That won't 
do, you know. Mind you, I'll expect my 
wi fe to be a credit to me in conversa-
tion. W h y , that's one of the reasons that 
first made me determined to marry y o u — 
you're such a corker in conversation. 
Yes , s i r ! "—the man at her side smiled 
coarsely—"you're one of the best talkers 
I ever bucked up aga inst ! " 

There was a jewel of Purdie's on An-
gela's finger Under her big muff she 
pressed it rather sharply into her flesh 
as he spoke. Whv had the mere fact of 
her deciding to marry this man suddenly 
made hm so obnoxious to her? Yester-
day, doubtless, his eyes had been just 
as small and cold and flinty, his j a w just 
as heavy , his speech just as vulgar. 

"One can't always be up to conversa-
tion, you know," she said, biting her scar-
let underlip. Quickly she turned her 
tactics and smiled at him—one of her 
radiant, dimpled smiles. " J u s t wait till 

Leila Went2 

we get to Sherry 's to-night. I 'll make up 
for it at Sherry ' s . " 

A t Carnegie Hall they alighted from 
the motor car. The lobby of the house 
was deserted, and behind the swinging 
doors of the auditorium scattering vol-
leys of applause told that they were late 
for the concert; that they had missed the 
first number, at least. 

A f t e r a little delay, the manager of the 
concert appeared on the stage and an-
nounced that, owing to a sudden illness, 
Herr Kreizel, the celebrated violinist, 
would not be able to appear, but that he 
had supplied a substitute to give the 
promised numbers. Angela missed the 
name of the substitute, there was such 
a talkative, old gentleman back of her. 
However , it made very little di f ference, 
she'd come principally to hear Mile. Car-
mel sing. Over in Paris, in the days 
when she was studying music herself, 
Mademoiselle had been a friend of hers. 

Of a sudden, Angela went white and 
her lorgnon dropped clattering to the 
floor F ive years ago!—and there he 
stood but as yesterday! A slight, incon-
spicuous figure, holding his precious 
Amati—a man still young, with thick, 
black ha i r . a lofty, intelligent forehead; 
wide, sensitive nostrils, an air of calm-
ness and serenity, and an indescribable 
expression of pride, high thinking and 
artistic fire. 

A t the first sweet, silver sound of the 
strings under the bow Angela shuddered. 
Ah , no, no—dear God, not that!—not 
Beethoven's Romance in G ! 

Presently, as the witchery of the music 
compelled her, she lost the subjective 
mood, and viewed things from an objec-
tive point of view. The auditorium faded 
away. The consciousness of two young 
lovers, both struggling for the sake of 
their respective arts in obscure attic lodg-
ings on L a R u e de la Tour d 'Auvergne, 
became very real to her. 

" L o o k , sweetheart !" she heard the man 
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saying. " S e e how that sunset displays 
the gems of Fairyland on the slopes of 
the Montmartre!" They had pushed the 
cheesecloth curtains in her tiny studio 
window further apart, and were standing 
with their faces lifted to the light. " D o 
you know, dear," he went on, turning to 
the girl reverently,"you might pose for the 
mystery of womanhood as you stand so, 
the splendid rose flame bathing you. And 
to think that you've promised to be mv 
little wife—that I 'm to have the exquisite 
privilege of sheltering you always. It 
maddens me now, sometimes, to know 
what you are being deprived of—you who 
are the fairest, sweetest flower in all 
God's garden! But, Angela, I have it in 
me to succeed. When I get my mother's 
mortgage paid off , I shall work for you 
with all the fire of my soul, all the 
strength of my fingers, all the concentra-
tion of mv brain. I shall make it up to 
y o u — I — - " 

She could hear the girl 's happy, young 
laugh break in with the note of joy fu l 
tenderness and reassurance. Had she, 
Angela Markham, really laughed like that 
once? she wondered. It seemed rather 
strange now that any woman could have 
such a happy, unspoiled laugh. 

" G a d ! that young devil of a violinist's 
got an ear for music, all right. Wonder 
who he is! Never heard of him before ; 
did you ? But, anyhow, they're all a sen-
timental, poverty-stricken lot. Ain't you 
glad you lost your voice, Angela, and had 
to chuck up your music? Ain't you glad 
you're goin' to marrv a Wall Street man 
instead of a musician?" The young 
woman with the ermine muff shivered as 
Purdie's plump, ostentatiously jeweled 
hand fell a trifle heavily on her own. 

In response to unanimous plaudits 
from the audience, the slim figure with 
the Amati was raising his beloved instru-
ment to his chin for an encore. 

What was the melody he played ? Only 
two in that audience had ever heard it 
before. It grew up like a white flower 
in the ferny spaces of deep woods. It 
gathered strength as does the night, star 
following star. It ceased as the dawn 
begins, with quiet, peaceful color. A few 

notes, low and firm and equal, and it was 
done. 

The first time Angela had heard him 
play it was the hour of impoverisation. 
How unforgettably she recalled the set-
ting! Outside the little attic studios the 
thinning rain had begun to whisper 
silence—beyond the reach of temptation, 
to speak in mere words. H e had picked 
up his precious fiddle, as calm in the glint 
of firelight it lay, and lovingly his fingers 
had quivered for an instant along the 
strings. How he loved it! " I t ' s not 
wood and steel, sweetheart; but immor-
tality Listen !" The whispering silence 
had passed upward, trailing its silken 
skirts into space, and then—and then 

A hot tear splashed on Angela 's white-
gloved hand—the first that had moistened 
ber heavy, black lashes in years. With 
a sickening effort, she fetched herself 
together Fortunately, however, her es-
cort had not observed the miracle. H e 
was stretching his ruddy, fat neck to 
notice someone on the other side of the 
house. 

"That ' s him, I bet ! " he ejaculated, 
turning to Angela. " S e e that man over 
there with the bald head? Well, that's 
the architect I was talkin' to this morning 
about the plans for our new house. It'll 
be a bird, I can tell y o u ! " 

She forced a smile to her lips, and 
it stayed there in artificial, piteous fash-
ion until her favorite andante dispelled 
it. 

Under her glove she turned the big 
solitaire around and around uncertainly. 
Suppose—suppose—before it was too 
late " A f t e r all, the world is well lost 
for love, is it not?" she mused. There 
seemed to be a strange, sweet fascination 
in the thought. 

In the silence that followed the vio-
linist's final disappearance from the stage 
Angelica overheard a bit of monologue 
on the part of the talkative, old gentle-
man sitting just behind. Purdie had 
gone out for a moment to telephone. 

" A h , he has genius, I tell you! Now 
that at last his chance has come, he won't 
lack for engagements. Can't help but 
make a hit, you see. Met him a couple 
of years ago, in Berlin, where he was 
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burying his talent in an orchestra—sec-
ond fiddle, at that. F a n c y ! H e was 
working like a dog, teaching, too—help-
ing to lift the mortgage on his mother's 
farm in Normandy, and educating his lit-
tle sister. His face—you never saw so 
much suffering condensed into one face. 
He was beardless, but old; eager, deter-
mined, desperate, but tired. It appears, 
to cap the climax, that a girl who had 
been to him the sum of all things excel-
lent—one of your honest American girls, 
by the way—had thrown him over, hav-
ing aspirations of her own, and tiring of 
the long road it took him to travel to 
success. Well, well, the world moves 
on, and if you could guess another little 
story that's back of his appearance here 
to-day " 

Here his feminine companion inter-
posed a low-pitched question. 

" Y e s , Miss Cleverness, how did you 
guess? I 'd thought it was a secret. Y e s , 
it's H e r r Kreizel 's daughter. There she 

is, over there—that box in the first right-
hand tier. Pretty as a picture, isn't she ? 
A n d just as sweet as she is beautiful, I 
assure you. They' l l make an ideal couple, 
and Herr Kreizel is simply dippy over 
it. He loves that young fellow already 
like a son, and will give him every 
chance." 

* * * * * * 

When Purdie returned, a few minutes 
later, he found Angela 's lorgnon bear-
ing upon the box in the first right-hand 
tier. There was a girl there—a dark, 
lovely, Murillo-faced girl, with the can-
dor of one of Perugino's trumpeting 
angels on her young brow. 

" W h o are you rubbering at this time, 
A n g e l a ? " he asked, with coarse good 
nature. Angela folded her lorgnon. 

" I believe I 'm a bit bored and have a 
headache," she said in answer. "Come, 
let's go. W e can hear Mile. Carmel an-
other time." 

T H E A W A K E N I N G OF HALSEY 
By Richard Harold Warner 

WH E N the usher brought the 
note to his box, young Tom 
Halsey's hands trembled so 
violently that for a moment 

he was unable to tear open the long-cov-
eted missive. 

The letter, in a round, childish but not 
illiterate handwriting, ran as fo l lows: 

" D e a r M r . H a l s e y : 
" I have decidcd to reward you for your 

long perseverance. Come and see me to-
morrow at three o'clock, at my apartment 
in the Roumania. Very sincerelv, 

"VALERIE." 

Halsey sat as one stunned, unable to 
comprehend the fact that such joy really 
was to be his, and that the will-o'-the-
wisp which he had pursued so fruitlessly 
for nearly a year was at last within his 
grasp. With unseeing eyes, he stared 

at the last act of " T h e Maid of Granada," 
finding nothing of interest in the tawdry 
spectacle, which he was witnessing to-
night for the eighteenth time. But when 
the chorus finally subsided and retired to 
the back of the stage, and the orchestra 
burst into the opening bars of a lilting 
bolero, Halsey leaned over the rail, his 
face tense with excitement. This mo-
ment was very familiar to him, and 
fraught with greatest import. 

Suddenly, a small, graceful figure 
glided upon the stage, and for a moment 
stood poised full in the glare of the cal-
cium. Smiling saucily from under the 
slant of her turban, with one white arm 
raised above her head, she looked the 
very incarnation of that unreal, enchant-
ed land—the Spain of comic opera. Then, 
with a click of her castanets and a stamp 
of her heels, she threw herself headlong 
into the dance, tugging more forcibly 
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with every glide, every inimitable pirou-
ette, at the heartstrings of the pale-faced 
boy gazing so hungrily f rom the dim 
recesses of the box. And this was Vale-
rie, the celebrated dancer, who had 
deigned to bid to her apartment Tom 
Halsey, scion of one of the oldest families 
in America and a sophomore in a great 
New England university 

When she had whirled from sight for 
the last time, Halsey abruptly left the 
theatre and walked on air to his hotel. 
H e retired at once, but only to pass a 
sleepless night, so great was his excite-
ment at the prospect of all that the next 
day held forth. 

Less than two years before, Tom Hal-
sey had been plunged from the lofty but 
unsubstantial heights created by an ador-
ing mother and a long line of elderly 
tutors into the vortex of college life. Here 
his family affiliations had placed him, 
willv nilly, among a crowd of men with 
whom his position and wealth were his 
only points in common. They liked him, 
borrowed money from him, and frankly 
found him uncongenial. 

Of all their strange diversions, the one 
of which the prosy youth disapproved 
most strongly was the stage-door habit. 
H e abominated and feared the beauties of 
the footlights, and avoided them as he 
would the plague. But one night he saw 
Valerie dance in " T h e Maid of Granada," 
when it was being tried out on the road 
before the New Y o r k opening, and from 
that moment the peaceful course of his 
life was changed. Great as was the in-
congruity between the two, the dancer 
appealed strongly to Halsey ; he endowed 
her with qualities which she did not pos-
sess in the slightest degree, and fancied 
himself in love with her Formerly stand-
ing high in his studies, his scholarship 
now declined appreciably, and he was fre-
quently absent from college altogether 
His companions noticed the change, but 
attributed it to anything but the real 
cause. 

When Valerie received the first of 
Halsey's stilted, self-conscious letters 
b e g g i n g her to waive the formality of 
an introduction in the face of their lack 
of mutual friends, she threw it aside 
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with a shrug. Her novitiate had been 
served some time before, and she was 
familiar with most types of college men. 
But when the letters became more and 
more frequent, increasing in intensity 
while losing nothing in awkwardness, and 
flowers came almost daily f rom the same 
source, she realized that this was a stub-
born case. But she decided upon action 
only when the sight of his face staring 
at her from the box at her left began to 
get on her nerves. Being a kind-hearted 
person, she resolved to let her admirer 
down as easily as possible, having abun-
dant faith in her own crude powers to 
carry the a f fa i r through with complete 
success. I t was then that she wrote the 
note. 

Promptly at three, the next afternoon, 
Halsey entered the Roumania. It was a 
cheap, new apartment house, and he won-
dered how such an exquisite being as his 
Valerie could live in such a place. It 
seemed as if the elevator rose miles in 
its course from the gaudy imitation onyx 
on the first floor to the red-painted bur-
lap of the eleventh, where the divinity 
dwelt. But at last he found himself ring-
ing the doorbell of her apartment. 

A f t e r some delay the door was opened, 
and Halsey saw before him a small figure 
clad in a long, trailing house gown. Dim 
as was the light in the narrow hall, he 
felt instinctively that this was Valerie. 

"Come in ! " she said, in a musical, Irish 
voice, and Halsey followed her into a 
small sitting room, which reeked with the 
combined odors of cooking and tobacco 
smoke. The hideous wall paper was par-
tially concealed by innumerable photo-
graphs—some of Valerie, and some of a 
coarse-looking man in baseball clothes. 
Over the gas-log fireplace hung the 
crayon portrait of a very fat, old woman. 

He was too dazed to grasp the full 
significance of his surroundings, when 
his companion turned suddenly and 
looked him sharply in the face. 

"Well , I never ! " she cried : in well-
simulated surprise. " I did'nt know you. 
You ' re M r Halsey, the bov that's been 
sending me all those bully flowers. Well, 
they were lovely, and I 'm much obliged 
to you, I 'm sure. I gave ma a lot, too. 
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and she was crazy about them. She 
thinks you're all to the candy, all right. 
But sit down and rest yourself ." 

Recoiling from this greeting as if the 
woman had struck him, he mutely obeyed. 
He stared stupidly into the pretty, rather 
ordinary face before him, recognizing 
every feature of the dainty elf he had 
so long worshiped; yet, in some vague, 
inexplicable way, finding them sadly lack-
ing in the charm they had conveyed 
across the footlights. Al l unconsciously, 
he had regarded Valerie as a being im-
measurably removed from her prosaic 
fellow-mortals, had she greeted him 
wearing a Spanish turban and red-heeled 
slippers, and led him into an exotic 
bower where he heard only the strum of 
guitars and the click of castanets, he 
would have evinced no surprise. But to 
find her dwelling contentedly in a Har-
lem flat—it was too horrible. 

Conversation did not flourish. Halsey 
sat in the silent detachment of his con-
fusion, facing the vital necessity of a 
complete readjustment of the life he had 
been leading for the past year, yet, with 
the optimism of youth, refusing to see 
that the end had really come. 

Valerie was evidently making conver-
sation, glibly uttering banalities. 

" Y o u know, I never do answer mash 
notes, and I never meet a fellow with-
out an introduction. I don't care much 
for college boys, anyhow—they're too 
fresh. But I saw you were different, and 
I liked your nerve, so I made up my 
mind I'd let you come and see us, and 
111a didn't mind a bit." 

There was a lull, and Halsey roused 
himself with an effort. Loth to surrender 
all at once the roseate dreams he had 
been cherishing for so long, he decided 
to ask Valerie to dine with him at some 
gay restaurant. Perhaps, with the light 
and music, the old glamour would return , 
and at any rate, he probably would be 
seen and recognized by some envious ac-
quaintance, who would spread the news 
about college. 

Whether artlessly or with motive, Hal-
sey never knew, Valerie suddenly called 
out: 

" O h , you, B i l l ! come on in! I ' ve got 

some one here I want you to meet ; " and 
after a short pause a big, hulking fellow, 
dressed in his shirtsleeves, and smoking 
a stumpy pipe, entered the room. 

"Bi l l , this is M r Halsey, the college 
boy I was telling you about," said Valerie. 

" H e ' s my husband, you know," she ex-
plained, proudly, to Ha lsey ; "he's Bill 
Gilligan, the pitcher—you know Bill, of 
course ?" 

Halsey heard his own voice, as though 
it were issuing from a cave, saying some-
thing, he wasn't sure what. 

" I ain't played fer de las' two seasons," 
vouchsafed Gilligan, relinquishing Hal-
sey's hand f rom a vise-like squeeze, 
"rheumatiz, you know. Been flat on me 
back mos' o' de time. It 'u'd been purty 
tough if it hadn't been fer Mary—dat 's 
de kid here. But she's worked hard 
dancin', an' has kep' us all a-goin' She's 
a reg'lar brick, dat 'un." 

"Oh, go o n ! " retorted Valerie, depre-
catingly "Wai t till you're gone, M r 
Halsey, then he'll sing a different tune." 
But the affectionate smile she turned to-
ward the big fellow belied her words. 

A s a telling theatrical climax to all 
that had gone before, a shrill cry at that 
moment burst upon their ears. 

" B r i n g him in, ma," called Valerie, 
and a large woman, evidently the original 
of the crayon, waddled in, dragging a 
wailing child. 

"There—there ! " crooned the dancer, 
seizing it. "Mother 's lamb was sleepy, 
so he w a s ! " 

She looked over the baby's head. 
" M a , this is Mr. Halsey—that nice 

bov that sent us all those lovely flowers. 
A n d , " turning to Halsey, "this is my 
mother, Mrs. Ouinn." 

Mrs. Ouinn beamed at Halsey 
" W e l l , " w e l l ! " she puffed. "Ain ' t he 

the nice, little feller! I was afther tellin' 
ye, Mary , that is was a gintleman he was. 
But maybe the poor b'y is hungry—be 
afther givin' him a bite to eat." 

" S u r e ! " said Valerie, cordially, "or 
why not stay to dinner with us? I'll give 
you the best frankfurters you ever laid 
your two eyes on. No, must be go ing? 
Well, now that is too bad." 

Halsey reached the street somehow, 
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and fled, with extreme taximetric speed, " A ticket for Boston," he muttered, 
to the Grand Central. thickly, to the ticket man. 

A DECOY ENGAGEMENT 
By Charles Foley. 

MA R C H 1 — I am eighteen years 
old ; not beautiful, to be sure, 
but have been called pretty, 
charming and other things 

to the same effect. I fear, however, that 
I please men in the aggregate, so to 
speak. I have made no individual con-
quests. And my worldly wise friend 
Blanche tells me that my charms are a 
sort of an ensemble attractiveness, but 
lack characteristic details which might 
impress themselves temptingly on the 
fickle memory of man. I don't want to 
be an old main, and I am told that I 
must acquire this accomplishment of in-
dividuality. But how ? Here's the rub! 
Shall I train my eyebrows, Chinese fash-
ion, after the recipe of Dr . Mathusin? 
The process is painful and the effect 
doubtful. Perhaps a coiffure of some 
extravagance? M y mamma is so old-
fashioned, and papa is so backward with 
financial assistance! It is a hard propo-
sition, but I do not despair. 

March 6—Last night, at the Boucart 
ball, a subdued whisper greeted the ap-
pearance of that hussy, Miss Bell. She is 
positively skinny. And why did she cre-
ate a sensation ? Her engagement was 
announced last week. It is astonishing 
how every male found something inter-
esting about her, whereas she had never 
been noticed before. The men showered 
compliments upon her. The mothers and 
daughters studied her. In a word, they 
all bowed to that great event in our cir-
cles—a fashionable engagement. 

The men fairly fought for the honor of 
dancing with her, especially A l f red Bou-
cart. They sought to inveigle her into 
conservatory-nook tete-a-tetes and looked 
across when her fiance claimed her. It 
was a curious sight. Doubtlessly, the 
fact that the fruit was forbidden made 

it appear so luscious. I have it! In 
order to get a fiance worth while one 
must get previously engaged. A mock 
betrothal to catch a backward wooer. Is 
it a hint of fate? 

March 8 — M y plan is assuming shape. 
I need a man of whom I can easily rid 
myself when the tinu; comes—an artificial 
minnow to catch nly golden trout, per-
haps Al f red Boucart, who surely is worth 
while. I need an accomplice who would 
strike sail before Al f red , the victorious 
rival. 

But where can I find this paragon of 
complacency ? Perhaps Cousin Paul. He 
would be surely acceptable to my parents. 
Mamma worships him, and papa has been 
throwing out hints about Paul for a 
month or two. Paul is a lieutenant and 
stationed at Fontainebleau. H e comes to 
Paris for the week-end, and would not 
be too much in evidence. It is true, we 
have never been exceptionally good 
friends. I like to tease him, and he is 
stubborn and quick-tempered. Will he 
agree? H e is dining with us to-morrow. 

March 10—Last night after dinner I 
found an opportunity to take Paul into 
my confidence. 

"Dear Paul , " I said, " I have a brill-
iant idea. Would you like to be engaged 
to me?" 

H e drew back in astonishment. " A n d 
do you call that a brilliant idea?" 

" J u s t for a lark, you goose! Only a 
mock engagement, in order to fool the 
others." 

Then I explained to him my plan. Paul 
is an inveterate disciple of Walton, and, 
while I am not perfectly clear about fish-
ing terms, I used language that would 
appeal to him: 

" I want you for a bait to catch the 
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real fish—a sort of tin minnow to make 
the big fish bite." 

" N o t a strictly dignified proceeding. I 
admit," said Paul. "Then, when Mr. 
Right comes along, I , an officer, must 
retire and be humiliated. Still, the idea 
is not so stupid, as f a r as you are con-
cerned. But I must dance attendance 
on you—play the lover and so forth. 
Thank you for the j o b ! " 

H e was not very flattering. 
" D o it to please me, like a dear," I 

coaxed him. " I shall never tease you 
again as long as I l ive." 

" V e r y well, then." he agreed, with a 
sigh. " I shall do it in the interest of the 
family. But it is a risky proposition. If 
you should fail to catch your fish, I might 
be forced to keep the bargain, and I 
might be caught on the fishing line and 
would have to stick." 

The old folks were agreeably surprised. 
Mamma is heralding the glad news 
among friends to-day. The first congrat-
ulations are beginning to reach me. 

March 17—This is the night of the 
second season ball at Boucart's. I am 
surrounded by an admiring throng. I 
still see them fighting for my smile—my 
smile this time. A f t e r the second waltz 
A l f red Boucart asked me for the honor 
of the next dance. I shyly looked at 
Paul. Paul played his part to perfection. 
With a little hesitation, and not a bit too 
amiably, he left me free for the next con-
tra-dance. With unwonted fire Al f red 
plunged into the dancing throng. W e 
stopped near the little salon and he began, 
with a depressed tone, sad-eyed and sigh-
ing: 

" I t is true, then? Y o u are to marry 
your cousin?" 

" M y family wished it." 
"Don't you love h im?" 
I played the confused and undecided. 

I can blush at will, and I think I blushed 
prettily. 

" I think so. I am not sure, though. 
I never thought I would have a chance 
to love anybody but Paul, and I never 
expected anyone but Paul to love me." 

" B u t if another should come," he con-
tinned ; " i f another did love you, madly 
and truly?" 

"Well , he would have confessed his 
love long ago, so what is the use of talk-
ing? Let us dance on." 

He was about to say something else— 
something difficult to express—but at 
that moment Paul met us, and, with well-
simulated annoyance and impatience, 
seized my arm. 

"Where have you been all this time. 
Madeleine? I have been looking for you 
all over." 

He looked so jealous that Al f red with-
drew with apologies. 

" I s this the fish you are a f t e r ? " whis-
pered Paul, with a faint sneer. 

" Y e s . " 
" L o r d ! What a curious taste! Well, 

let us waltz." 
He caught my waist with a military 

swagger. I must admit that he pressed 
me a little more than absolutely neces-
sary. He whispered all sorts of non-
sense in my ear, and his blond mustache 
tickled me. W e waltzed several times 
past Boucart, whose sorrowful glance 
seemed to follow me about the ballroom. 

A s often as we caught sight of him, 
Paul grasped me with renewed vehe-
mence. Now no longer his mustache, but 
his lips, dry and warm, pressed my cheek. 
I had to ask him to stop. " T h e waltz 
is almost over, Paul. Take me to my 
seat." 

A l f red Boucart rushed toward us, but 
Paul curtly informed him: 

" M y cousin has reserved all the fol-
lowing dances for me." 

Al fred retired, with disappointment 
written all over bis face. 

Paul has certainly a genius for acting. 
He was true to life in his role of an enam-
ored fiance. I helped him to the best of 
my ability. I roared at his jokes, was 
affectionate, flattering and admiring. I 
did not fail, however, to cast occasionally 
a meaning glance at Al fred, shy, sympa-
thizing, encouraging. 

A s we were leaving. A l f red rushed into 
the wardrobe room, but Paul, with a dry 
"Pardon m e ! " seized my furs and care-
fully assisted me. 

Al f red shook hands, and I said. 
" A d i e u ! " 
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" N a y , au revoir!" significantly whis-
pered the goldfish. 

Paul in the meanwhile had gained the 
bottom of the stairway and called up, im-
patiently 

"Hurry—hurry , Madeleine! What is 
keeping you?" 

I rushed after him, and when we sat 
in the carriage I leaned over and kissed 
Paul on the cheek 

"Thank you—thank you! You did 
splendidly, but how it must have bored 
you!" 

"Oh, not at all; on the contrary. But I 
can't get over your liking that silly ass!" 

March 24—The third Boucart ball. Al-
fred is still holding out, but there is no 
doubt that he is in love with me to his 
ears. 

March 30—The last ball at Boucart's 
and—a bite! Alfred promised to see papa 
to-morrow. I did not need to coach Paul 
to-night. He simply would not let me 
out of his arms. 

March 3 1 — A t last! Alfred has 
spoken to papa. I confessed that I loved 
him. Mamma was amazed; papa was 
beside himself. They scolded me and 
reproached me with breaking my word 
with Paul. I finally admitted that my 
engagement to Paul was all a bluff and 
that Paul is willing to withdraw as soon 
as I give him the cue. 

I ran immediately to the library and 

held out both hands to my accommodat-
ing cousin. 

"Paul , old boy! Thanks to your aid, 
I have won out. I give you your free-
dom." 

He looked as cross as a bear, and yelled 
at me-

"Damn your freedom!" 
"What do you mean?" I asked, in a 

pained tone of voice. " Y o u will not even 
shake hands with me?" 

" I want something better than a hand-
shake." 

" I don't understand you." 
" O n the contrary, you understand me 

only too well ." H e was speaking fast 
and angrily. " I permitted you to coax 
me into this undignified, humiliating de-
ception—a mock engagement—but I have 
become a sure-enough fiance. I am no 
make-believe lover. I am tired of danc-
ing for Boucart's account and warming a 
place for somebody else. Y o u r idea of a 
tin minnow was not so bad, but, as f a r 
as I am concerned, I prefer to be the 
real fish, and, while you may give me my 
freedom, I refuse to accept it." 

"But , dear P a u l ! " 
" N o buts about it, I refuse to with-

draw. I love you, and you only. I shall 
stick, and you can get out of this scrape 
the best you know how." 

April 1 — I don't know a way out. Papa 
is fur ious ; mamma is cry ing ; Al f red 
sighs, and Paul swears. I shall go crazy! 



THE LOVE OF THE UNDERWORLD 
By John F. Dillon 

TH E warm night wind that crept 
over the swinging doors sent 
the bine haze of smoke that 
filled the place whirling about 

in eddies and crossed the room, leaving 
a swirl of dust and the rattle and roar of 
the crowded street. F o r a moment the 
girl in. the doorway stood undecided, a 
look of disappointment on her f a c e , then 
the swinging doors creaked loudly behind 
her, and she wound her way in and out 
among the tables, until she found a place 
where she could sit undisturbed and 
watch the entrance. For a long time she 
waited. The blue haze of smoke grew 
denser and the hum of voices louder, and 
always above the clink of the glasses and 
the shuffling of feet rose the tinkling 
sounds of the piano. To-night, though, 
the gaudy splendor of it all, the ever-
changing crowd, and the ballad singer, 
had no place in her mind. The accus-
tomed sounds had a familiarity that an-
noyed, and unrest showed in her shifting 
eyes; peculiar eyes, small and close to-
gether—too close, in fact—and brown in 
color, that strangely contrasted with the 
mass of yellow hair that piled up above 
her low, retreating forehead. Always, 
her eyes were toward the door, her slim 
figure leaning over the table, a flush of 
red in the gaunt hollows of her usually 
pale cheeks; her coarse, red fingers in-
terlocked, waiting. Men and women 
came. Men and women went, and the 
disappointment in the girl 's eyes lived in 
fitful gleams. Soon she was quite con-
scious that someone had taken the other 
chair at the table, some subtle instinct 
telling her who it was. Without turn-
ing her head, she asked, with an attempt 
at a smile: 

" L a t e t'night, ain't cha, M a u d ? " 
Maud signaled a waiter before she an-

swered, "L i t t le . " Then, " S a m e old 
crowd," quickly, with a wave of her hand 
toward the tables. " W a r m , isn't i t ? " 

M e g nodded her head, and was silent. 

Maud gazed about the room, her eyes 
shifting from the more familiar faces to 
those of the unknown. A f t e r a silence, 
" A i l alone to-night, M e g ? " 

" Y e p . " 
The terseness of the answer held 

Maud's attention. A little patch of blue 
smoke went floating past, and she sat 
watching the other until a sudden thought 
sent the blood surging into her face. 
Leaning across the table until her lips 
almost met Meg ' s ear, she demanded, an-
gri ly 

" W h o are you waiting for , M e g ? " 
" N — n o one," stammered Meg . " W h o 

sed I w u z ? " defiantly. 
" N o one said so. But if you are wait-

ing for him " Maud stopped, threat-
eningly, and M e g cowered back in her 
chair. 

" N o w , look here, M a u d , " whimpered 
Meg , "you ain't " 

" I tell vou he belongs to me! D o you 
hear? " 

" Y — e — s , but " 
"I 'll not tell you again 1" menacingly. 
Meg shrank away as Maud gulped 

down her pony of brandy and glared 
across the table. The flush was gone 
from her cheek; the brown eyes seemed 
almost black, and the coarse, red fingers 
tapped the table top out of time with the 
tinkling piano. Over the tops of the 
swinging doors came the noise of the 
street, partially drowning the rasping 
voice of the singer A f t e r a while the 
sullen look in Meg 's eyes died out, but 
her voice was shaky and high pitched in 
complaint when she spoke. 

" H e belonged to me b' fore you came," 
she whined, looking around with renewed 
courage, " H e wuz satisfied until he met 
youse, with y ' r fine ways an' nice talk. 
He don't know nuthin' 'bout the kind o' 
life you lived in b'fore you came—" Meg 
glanced across the table and what she 
saw in Maud's eyes made her stop. " I 
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— I mean," she faltered, "he ain't used 
to gran' ladies an' s'ciety an' " 

" I tell you he is mine, and I am going 
to keep him," determinedly. "That set-
tles it." 

Meg's coarse, red fingers went on tap-
ping the table top and her lips trembled 
nervously as she looked into vacancy. 
Someone on the opposite side of the room 
was quarreling in loud tones, but she 
never heard. The piano was tinkling 
away, and Maud was looking into her 
face, trying to read her thoughts. A f te r 
a time she moistened her lips and began 
another effort at conciliation. 

" I know you like him, Maud, but I love 
him. Him an' me were kids t'gether. 
Youse couldn't love him, Maud, like I do, 
fer you wuz a fine lady once, an' he's 
only rough an' coarse, like me. Youse 
got good folks somewhere, an' mebbe 
some day you'd go back home an'——-" 

" H o m e ! " laughed Maud, bitterly. 
" Y e s , I have a home, but"—something in 
her throat seemed to choke her, and the 
sensual lips quivered—"but I 'm only a 
discard in the game of life now," she 
finished, tremblingly. 

There was a wistfulness in her words 
that appealed to Meg, in spite of herself. 
" I didn't mean to hurt your feelings, 
Maud ; but if you'd only keep away from 
Dan, I—I—ain ' t cha goin' to help me?" 
she pleaded. " 'Sides, you ain't strong, 
Maud," went on Meg, without waiting 
for an answer, a queer look in her eyes. 
" T h ' doctor at the dispensary 'cross the 
street sed a sudden shock might kill you 

" I t ' s a lie! I am strong. I am " 
The passionate outbreak almost ended in 
a shriek, so loud was her voice in de-
nial. Y e t the bluish tinge about her 
mouth contradicted her protest. " A n d 
I'm going to keep Dan—do you hear? 
I'm going to keep him." 

"Mebbe so. We'll see." Maud made 
no answer, and Meg lapsed into a silence 
that even the sound of the tinkling piano 
failed to penetrate. 

Maud cleared her throat to attract 
Meg's attention. " Y o u ' v e been good to 
me, Meg, and I want to be friends with 
you, but I can't give up D a n ; it would 
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kill me." Meg made no reply, and Maud 
leaned across the table and asked: 

"What are you thinking about, M e g ? " 
placing her hand on Meg's arm. 

Meg started slightly. " I wuz think-
in'," she almost whispered, " 'bout Dan 
—an' you—and me—an' the hereafter." 

Maud shuddered at the word and 
turned awav, knowing Meg's sharp eyes 
were watching her narrowly 

" I wuz thinkin', Maud, if ther' wuz 
any chance fer you an' me after we died." 

" F o r you and me?" Maud repeated, 
soft ly ; " f o r you and me? W h y , that's 
nonsense! When you are dead, you ar® 
dead. There is nothing else." The 
forced laugh ended in a cynical smile, and 
she shook her head and swallowed hard. 

" B u t if there should be," persisted 
M e g ; "if there is a hereafter, there might 
be some chance for me; but for you— 
well, I don't know. I never knew any-
thing but this," motioning around with 
her hand, "and the gutter I never had 
anyone, 'ceptin' Dan, to tell me right 
from wrong. It's different wit' you. You 
had folks, an' schoolin', an' things. A n ' 
you had a mother—maybe she's waitin' 
fer vou to come home " 

"Don ' t ! For God's sake, don't 1" The 
cynical smile was gone from Maud's lips, 
and little furrows showed on the painted 
cheeks where the tears ran down. The 
cringing tones of M e g died away to a 
smothered undertone, and the coarse, red 
fingers twisted themselves in her dress 
as she sat quietly, while Maud sobbed 
aloud. 

Maud had ceased crying and sat star-
ing into the bottom of the glass in front 
of her. unmindful of the present, when 
a touch on the shoulder aroused her. 

"Thinkin', M a u d ? " his strong voice ris-
ing above the tinkling piano. 

" Y e s ; just a little, Dan. T a k e a chair " 
Dan slipped into the proffered chair 

and the three made a feeble attempt at 
conversation. Soon an awkward pause 
fell between them. M e g moved uneasily 
in her chair and bit her lips nervously 
as she watched the other two. 

"Te l l her yet, M e g ? " he questionei, 
finally, leaning across the table. Maud 
looked up, wonderingly. 
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"No, Dan, I—I wuz 'fraid. You tell 
her " 

For a second he hesitated. Then, " M e 
and Meg's married!" he blurted out. 
"Yes , since yest'd'y," he finished, with-
out noticing the sudden paling of the 
cheeks in front of him. " W e made up 

"Ketch her, Dan, she's fainted!" cried 
Meg, hoarsely. 

The coarse, red fingers of Meg locked 
and interlocked as they waited until the 
doctor from the dispensary across the 
street came. He shook his head sadly 
and murmured something about heart 
disease and sudden shock, and the queer 
look lit up Meg's eyes again as she stood 
in the doorway, unmindful of the crowd-
ed street, and watched the ambulance dis-
appear around the corner When she 
turned again the tinkling piano was going 

on as before, and the haze of smoke was 
drifting about in eddies, and now and 
then above the music was the hum of 
voices. With a long-drawn sigh, the girl 
took her chair at the table, her hand clos-
ing over the man facing her, and for a 
long time neither spoke. 

"What'll we do?" asked Dan, suddenly, 
breaking the silence. 

The girl made no reply at first, but sat 
staring at the floor Over in the corner, 
the tinkling piano still sounded and the 
blue haze of smoke whirled about with 
every fresh gust of wind that came over 
the tops of the swinging doors. The 
crowd was thinned out now, and the 
empty tables gave the place a forlorn 
appearance. The girl breathed another 
sigh and looked up. 

"Let's go home, Dan," she said, at last. 

ON BROADWAY AND OFF 

TH E iron nerve of ye Broad-
way 'masher,' " said Henry 
E. Dixey, in "Mary Jane's 
Pa," "reminds me of Bud, a 

reporter chap I knew once. l i e was 
told one night to get aboard a sleeping-
car, find an all-important senator and 
interview him. 

"Some hours later Bud strolled calm-
ly in and stated that after a personal 
search of every car on the train he had 
failed to find the senator 

" 'Do you mean that you looked into 
all the sleeping-car berths, Bud ?' 

" 'Yes, that's what I done,' said Bud. 
" 'But, Bud,' the editor exclaimed in 

consternation, 'weren't a good many of 
these berths occupied by ladies?' 

" 'Sure,' said Bud. 
" 'But what did you do when you 

found a lady who had retired?' 
" 'When I busted the curtain open and 

looked in and a woman jumped up and 
screamed, I took off my hat and says 
"That's all right, lady, you ain't th-e man 
I'm looking fer !" ' " 

" M y suffragette sisters are intensely 
interesting," said Miss Eleanor Robson 
in "The Dawn of To-morrow," "but 
equal rights—well, I don't know, it's as 
the Western youth put it to the religious 
worker who, during the course of a 
'Talk for men,' expressed his conviction 
that no young man should visit any 
place to which he would not feel justi-
fied in taking his own sister 

" I s there any young man present 
who thinks one may safely disregard this 
wise rule?' asked the speaker 

"Whereupon a youth in the rear of 
the hall arose and shouted in a sten-
torian tone 

" 'Yes, sir , I do! ' 
" 'And what, sir,' demanded the angry 

and surprised speaker, 'is the place 
which you yourself would think of visit-
ing to which you could not take your 
sister ?' 

" ' T h e barber-shop!' replied the 
youth." 

" I t was an especially bad Broadwav 
theatrical 'casualty,' " explained Robert 
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Edeson, "and the S. R . O. sign had been 
turned to the wall. One night, after the 
curtain was rung up, a small boy was 
discovered sobbing in front of the box 
office. T h e manager of the theater went 
to the lad and kindly asked him what 
the trouble was. 

" T want my money back, ' sobbed the 
boy, in answer to the query In sur-
prise, the manager asked his reason for 
such a request. 

" 'Because—because I 'm afraid to sit 
up in the gallery all a lone! ' he wailed. 
His monev was returned." 

Elsie Janis , in " T h e Fa i r C o - E d , " was 
watching a dyspeptic friend solemnly 
extract ing two tablets from a silver 
purse and swallow them, after a dinner 
at the Knickerbocker 

" I wonder , " she said contemplative-
ly, "did Moses have that same after-
dinner complaint you 've g o t ? " 

" E h ?" said the friend. " H o w on 
earth do I k n o w ? W h y ? " 

" O u r Sunday school teacher used to 
say , " pointed out Miss Jan is gravely , 
"that the L o r d gave Moses two tablets." 

" I t isn't safe nowadays for a parent to 
get ' fresh' with his up-to-date o f f spr ing , " 
mused Wilton L a c k a y e , in " T h e Bat -
tle." " I breakfasted with a friend the 
other day, and Walter , aged five, had 
eaten the soft portions of his toast at 
breakfast and piled the crusts 011 his 
plate. 

" 'When I was a little boy, ' remarked 
his father, ' I a lways ale l.ie crust of my 
toast.' 

" 'D id you like them? ' asked the little 
fellow, cheerfully 

" ' Y e s , ' replied the parent. 
" ' Y o u may have these,' " replied 

Master Walter , pushing his plate across 
the table." 

J in imie Powers , in " H a v a n a , " can al-
ways draw a bunch of laughs off the 
boards as well as on. This is his newest . 

" A colonel in General Lee ' s division 
in the late Civil W a r sometimes indulged 
111 more applejack than was good for 
him. Pass ing him one evening, leaning 
against a tree, the General said 

" 'Good evening. Colonel. C o m e over 
to mv tent for a moment, please.' 

" '"S-s-cuse me, G-g-en'ral , 's-s-cuse 
me. ' replied the Colonel. ' I t ' s 'bout all 
[ can do to stay where I am.' " 

"W hen I read the unimaginative apol-
ogies and retractions of some of our 
public off icials," said Will iam H o d g e , in 
" T h e Man F r o m H o m e , " " I am re-
minded of the onb- really fine specimen 
uf apologv I ever saw It ran like this -

" ' I , the undersigned A . C. du Plessis, 
retract hereby evervthing I have said 
against the innocent M r G. P Bezui-
denhout, call ine mvself an infamous liar, 
and striking my mouth with the excla-
mation, " Y o u mendacious mouth, why 
do you lie s o ? " I declare, further, that 
I know nothing against the character of 
Mr G. P . Bezuidenhout. I call myself, 
besides, a genuine liar of the first class. 
— A . C. dti Plessis. ' " 



DON QUIXOTE DE PEYSTER-JONES 
By Jean 

HI S real name was Richard Van 
Rensselaer De Peyster-Jones, 
but Marie Trenholm chris-
tened him Don Quixote one 

winter afternoon, when he was having 
tea with her before the open lire in the 
Trenholms' library. 

" Y o u still have your romantic ideas, 
I see, V a n , " she said, smiling at him 
over the rim of her cup. " E u r o p e has 
made you worse, if anything, than vou 
were before. Y o u are always expecting 
to have something exc>' :- -• and roman-
tic turn up in prosaic, matter-of-fact 
New Y o r k , that cares for nothing but 
the Almighty Dollar. Y o u are an an-
achronism. Y o u should have been born 
a century or two ago. Athos and Por-
thos and d'Artagnan would have been 
excellent playmates for you. " 

"That ' s all very well," said De Pey-
ster-Jones gravely, as he rose to go, 
"but I still think that even in New Y o r k 
strange and romantic things do happen 
if you are looking for them, and I find 
it an excellent way of amusing myself— 
to look for them. We all get our fun 
in different ways , " he reminded her 
" S o m e people prefer bridge." 

" Y o u need not be sarcastic," she re-
torted. " I ' m going to call you Don 
Quixote. Don't go and he peevish. Y o u 
must go: ' Well, come soon again and 
tell me of your adventures. Yes , I can 
hear your motor champing its bit out-
side—your gayly caparisoned charge, 
rather " She pushed aside the heavy 
draperies and glanced out of the long 
window. " Y o u ' r e driving vourself? 
Where's Wi l son?" 

"Wilson has an ignominous tooth-
ache that makes him look like Tweedle-
dum or his twin, and makes him cross 
as thunder, so I sent him home and am 
chauffing myself. Good-bye. I go now 
and seek adventures. Wish me God-
speed." 

Marie gave him her hand, smiling with 

Carmichael 

merry, mischievous gray eyes. "Good-
live, Don Quixote De Peyster-Jones," 
she said. " G o and tilt at wind-mills and 
rescue Dulcineas and then come and tell 
me all about it. God-speed!" 

H e found it was dark when the door 
closed behind him, and he stopped a 
moment to turn up his collar, as the 
evening air was damp and cold, before 
going down to his motor at the curb. It 
is a quiet street, although the noise and 
glitter of lights on F i f th avenue are only 
a couple of blocks awav, and as he 
looked up and down in either direction 
he noticed how deserted it was. It was 
very still, too, he could hear the click 
of some -one's heels 011 the sidewalk a 
half block away. 

He was still standing there, quite in 
the shadow, when a cab dashed up to a 
house two doors away and a man sprang 
out and turned to assist a young woman. 
At a word from the man, the driver 
whipped up his horse and disappeared 
in the direction of Fifth avenue. 

Ordinarily this episode would not 
have attracted any one's attention, not 
even De Peyster-Jones's , although be 
was always looking for mystery and 
romance, but there was something about 
the sudden appearance of the man and 
the girl, and the fact tnat thev were still 
standing on the sidewalk talking ex-
citedly, that made him linger a moment, 
watching them curiously. 

" I t certainly isn't all r ight," he said, 
as he heard the girl 's voice raised more 
and more cxcitcdly She seemed to be 
protesting against something vigorous-
ly, and when the man laid his hand on 
her arm and tried to lead her toward 
the steps of the house she drew back 
with a little frightened cry 

De Peyster-Jones started down the 
steps two at a time. At the sound of 
his footsteps the girl turned a beautiful, 
imploring, excited face, and made a 
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movement toward him, holding out her 
hands. 

" O h ! " she cried wildly, "save me ! 
save me! H e is trying to make me go 
into this horrible place. F o r heaven's 
sake, save m e ! " 

The man, a big, powerful, disagree-
able-looking person, seized her by the 
arm and tried to hurry her away by 
force. Then, behind her back, he tapped 
his forehead significantly and shrugged 
his shoulders. 

A s it happened, De Pevster-Jones had 
been reading only that morning a de-
scription of an abduction that corre-
sponded to this affair exactly Besides 
that, he recalled a dozen cases of rich 
young women being shut up in insane 
hospitals when they were as sane as 
himself. The girl was pleading with all 
the eloquence of her soft, brown eyes. 
Being Don Quixote, he did not stop an 
instant to think what was the expedient 
thine- to do. Instead, he suddenly and 
neatly knocked down the astonished vil-
lain with a melodramatic " T a k e that, 
you brute ! " hurried the girl into the 
automobile and dashed away down the 
street to the avenue. 

In the excitement of the moment, 
with his blood athrill, he did not even 
stop to think that his prophecy of 
romantic adventures was being fulfilled, 
until he had safely piloted the car into 
the stream of motor cars and brough-
ams. Then, in the glare of electric 
lights, he turned and looked at the girl. 

She had seemed, in the dim light of 
the side street, very slight and delicate 
and attractive, but now, in the bright 
light, he saw that she was amazingly 
beautiful and distinguished looking. H e 
fairly gasped. Talk about modern New 
Y o r k furnishing no field for romantic 
happenings! This was an adventure, 
to rescue so beautiful a lady in distress 
and run away with her in approved 
cavalier fashion. Even d 'Artagnan could 
have done no more. What a tale he 
would have to tell Marie 

" W e i l , " he said, "now that I have 
rescued you from that brute, what would 
vou like me to do next? Shall I take 
vou home?" 

The girl had been looking straight 
ahead of her, with a look of wild enjoy-
ment on her face at the speed with which 
they were incurring the risk of arrest 
by the mounted police. Now she turned 
her great, dark eves upon his face with 
a curious look in them. 

"No , not yet," she said. " I want to 
drive like the wind. Can't we, just for 
a little while ?" Her voice was soft and 
melting. There was something child-
like, appealing, about her 

"Wait until we get out of the avenue." 
he said, and made his way slowly 
through the lines of vehicles, crossed 
over and entered the park. Then, as 
there were no policemen in sight and as 
it was dark, he let his Packard go, and 
they went as he had never before dared 
go except on deserted roads far out in 
the country The wind whistled in their 
ears, the trees anil shrubs and electric 
lights raced by There was an element 
of danger about it that was all that was 
needed to complete the romantic adven-
ture. 

Across the park they sped, through 
Ninety-sixth street to Riverside drive, 
and then up that almost deserted boule-
vard. Out of the corner of his eye he 
could see that the girl was leaning for-
ward. her lips parted in sheer physical 
enjoyment. l i e noticed that her coat 
was fur-lined, and that she had turned 
up her cellar, so he knew that there 
was no danger of her taking cold. When 
they had driven at this amazing speed 
for half an hour and were miles out of 
town, De Peyster-Jones, remembering 
that it must be nearly dinner-time, 
slowed down and turned to look at her 

" W e l l , " he said, a little breathless, 
"that was a wild ride and a most un-
sociable one. Do you realize that we 
have not said more than a dozen words 
since we started? Don't you think we 
had better go back now ? It's nearly 
dinner time, and I supoose," he added 
regretfully, "that you will be wanting to 
get back home." 

Until then the girl seemed to have 
forgotten everything but the pure joy of 
rushing through the cold darkness, now 
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she sank back in a little, limp heap -on 
the seat. 

"Oh, yes," she said. Al l the life and 
animation seemed to have gone out of 
her voice. " I l ive—I am stopping a t — " 
She hesitated and seemed to be search-
ing her memory for a moment and then 
gave the number and street. 

" I ' m sorry," he said, "to have to go 
back. I wish we were old, old friends 
and you could come and dine with me 
at some nice, little, quiet restaurant, but 
I suppose Mrs. Grundy would object," 

But she was not listening to him. Her 
eyes were staring in a frightened sort of 
way ahead of her, and she shuddered. 

" O h , that horrible m a n ! " she said, in 
a low, tense sort of voice. 

D e Peyster-Jones had turned and was 
driving back more slowly, so that they 
could talk. 

" H e called himself a doctor," she 
went an, "and he made me get into that 
cab and drove me to that dreadful place. 
He said I was ill—insane. Just fancy 
that!" She laughed. " I f vou hadn't 
come just at that moment he would 
have put me into that prison of a -^ace 
and I could never, never have gotten 
out again. H o w can I thank y o u ? " 
She turned grateful "--es to him. 

"Heavens, rav dear girl ," he cried im-
pulsively, "don't thank me. I 'm glad I 
had the chance to knock down that 
brute of a doctor man. Jus t fancy his 
having the nerve to do a thing like 
that! What were vour familv thinking 
of? Did they know i t? " 

She was not l istenm- to him, but was 
leaning forward, peering into the dark-
ness. "Oh, how beautiful it i s ! " she 
cried. " T h e Palisades are over there in 
tne dark across the river, and look at the 
lights ahead—and, oh, see, there goes 
the night boat! It 's a fairy palace, isn't 
it, with all the lights reflected in the 
water? Oh, this is such a heavenly ride ! 
I never came up here at night before. 
Drive faster!—faster! I can't go fast 
enough." 

T o please her, although it was against 
his better judgment, he let the Packard 
go, and, with a snort like a live crea-
ture, it sprang forward down the long 

glittering path above the black river 
When they had crossed the park again 
and the girl saw the lights and crowds 
011 Fi fth avenue just ahead, she gave a 
little, petulant cry 

" O h , dear, I don't want to go home! 
That was the most heavenly drive I 
ever took. No one ever let me go so 
fast before. It was like flying. I always 
long to let an automobile out to the 
very top of its speed, just the way when 
I am riding I want to gallop all the 
time. They won't let one do that in 
New Y o r k , that's why I love the coun-
try so. Some day, perhaps, you'll take 
me aga in? " She turned to him in her 
fascinating, pleading, little way. 

"Of course I will ," De Peyster-Jones 
smiled down at her, thinking how very, 
very lovely she was, with the black os-
trich plume curling against her bronze 
hair and all the color in her cheeks. 
" A n y time you say. M y name, by the 
way, is De Peyster-Jones. Do you mind 
if I ask who you are? " 

She was leaning back against the 
leather cushions, her hat shading her 
e ves, but he could see that a little change 
had come over her face, as she stared 
ahead of her. They were crossing Fi f ty-
seventh street slowly The avenue was 
crowded with people, driving somewhere 
to dinner. De Peyster-Jones saw no end 
of acquaintances and friends, some of 
whom looked curiously at him and his 
companion, and he realized that it was 
a little odd to be out alone in an open 
motor-car on a cold winter evening with 
a beautifully-gowned, aristocratic-look-
ing girl. 

"Mrs . Grundy will object," he mut-
tered, and then turned to her again. " I 
shall want to come and find out if every-
thing is all right with you," he said gen-
tly "Won't you be good enough to tell 
me who you a r e ? " 

Hardly had he uttered the words than 
the girl, who had been staring straight 
ahead of her, so strangely absorbed in 
her own thoughts, suddenly sprang up 
on the seat of the car, poised on tiptoe, 
with arms outstretched, her face up-
turned to the stars, and cried ecstatical-
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ly, " I am J o y ! J o y ! J o y ! Take me to 
the Never-Never L a n d . " 

A horrible possibility flashed through 
De Peyster-Jones. What had he done? 
The girl was as mad as a March hare, 
l i e saw the crowds on the sidewalks 
and in the passing stream of carriages 
and motor-cars stare and shrug their 
shoulders and laugh. H e pulled her 
down to the seat. 

" F o r heaven's sake, don't do that ! " 
he cried. Then, remembering what he 
had heard about the treatment of insane 
patients, he spoke more soothingly to 
her " S i t down, J o y , " he went o n ; " w e 
will g o as fast as we can to the Never-
Never Land. See how we are flying!— 
faster than Peter Pan or Wendy or the 
other children. Isn't it g lor ious?" 

H e tried to keep a watchful eye on 
her, lest she try to spring out of the 
car. H e could see a mad light in her 
eyes, and he decided that to drive a 
motor-car through a crowded street with 
an insane girl sitting beside one is a 
trying experience, to put it mildly. H e 
wondered what Marie would think if she 
could see him. H e began to wonder if 
be would ever see Marie again. The 
girl might be even now plotting to shoot 
him or stab him with a Merry Widow 
hatpin or kill herself by jumping from 
the car. And, besides all those possi-
bilities, he supposed that when he re-
turned her -to the bosom of her family, 
there would be a reckoning. Poor Don 
Quixote D e Peyster- Jones ! 

"See , the fairy l ights! W e are flying, 
Peter P a n ! " H e stole a glance at her 
and saw that she had clasped her hands 
in a child-like, excited, little way She 

was evidently quite absorbed in her fairy 
play, and he sighed to think of the awful 
pity of it. 

H e turned into her street and stopped 
in a moment before 605. " H e r e we are, 
at the Never-Never L a n d ! " he cried, 
springing out and turning to help her 

She hesitated a moment, looked up at 
the big brown stone front and seemed 
meditating flight. De Peyster-Jones 
turned cold with fright. This tactful 
maneuvering on his part was wearing 
on his nerves, but be summoned up all 
his cheerfulness and courage. 

"Come, fly, Peter P a n ! " he said, hold-
ing out both hands. " S h o w me how 
you fly," and instantly she leaped into 
space, with arms outstretched like 
wings. 

Unlike Peter Pan, she would have 
tumbled in a little heap if his strong 
arms had not caught her. Before she 
realized it, he had half carried her up 
the steps and had rung the bell. 

Fortunately, the butler came almost 
instantly Behind him, in the spacious 
hall, De Peyster-Jones could see an anx-
ious group. In their midst he recog-
nized, notwithstanding his bandaged 
head—perhaps on account of it—the 
doctor from whose professional clutches 
he had abducted the girl an hour and a 
half before. Then his courage left him. 
Seeing the various members of her 
family come rushing forward, and hear-
ing the girl 's wild crv of, " O h , I 've been 
flying, mother, really flying!" and her 
wilder laughter, he turned and fled down 
to the waiting motor-car and dashed 
madly away. 

HIS VANQUISHED STAR 
By Marian L. Rabbins 

WH Y , that's Sybil St. Clair, 
the girl who's to g ive a 
Salome dance at C o v e r -
ing's stag dinner on the 

twenty-fourth," answered Robert Van 
Anden, in response to his friend's query. 
" Y o u ' d better stay over for it. She's 
worth it. Jove , she's divine!" 

The two young men were seated at a 
table in a Bohemian resort, famous for 
its grilled dishes. It was an early hour 
for dinner and the tables were not yet 
filled. Nothing but the leafy shrubs, 
here and there, in green-painted tubs, in-
terfered with their view of the girl. The 
perfect poise of her head and her indefin-
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able grace of carriage as she entered had 
at once attracted Philip Dexter 's atten-
tion. 

" D o you mean that she makes a busi-
ness of displaying her physical charms 
for the edification of stag diners?" de-
manded Dexter harshly; for he was a 
man not given to discussing women. 

"Perhaps not quite that. But she's 
sprung two or three daring surprises this 
winter—popping out of a pie as a nymph, 
and all of that sort of tiling. The fel-
lows, to a man, are crazy over her 
Clavering's in the lead just now. I be-
lieve." rattled on the gossipy Mr. Van 
Anden, while his friend was absorbed in 
a study of the girl. His relish of the 
savory viands suddenly left him as he 
feasted upon the exquisite profile of Miss 
St. Clair. 

In a glance about the room she en-
countered his steady gaze bent upon her. 
Their eyes met and held in tangled 
depths for a second, then, in becoming 
embarrassment, the girl quickly fell to a 
study of the menu, while every pulse in 
the man's head hammered from the con-
tact with those wondrous eyes. 

" V a n , I want to meet her," said Dex-
ter, maddened by a sudden satanic im-
pulse. 

"What, you?—an engaged man! I 'm 
ashamed of y o u ! " in a tone of banter. 
" H e r fascinations must indeed be allur-
ing to charm the nonchalant Mr. Dexter 
clear across the room," and Van Anden 
laughed sacrilegiously 

Dexter made no reply His mind at 
that moment was assailed by a vision 
ethereal in its dimness as a beckoning 
star through the mist, he saw the deli-
cate face of Millicent, with its wistful 
eyes, pure to their limpid depths. But 
the memory of the far-away girl was 
reluctantly overcome by the assertive 
beauty, in all its vividness, of the nearby 
girl. 

" I mean what I say," he protested with 
vehemence, as he drew some bills from 
his pocket and paid the check. 

Philip Dexter was a tall, well-set-up 
young man of thirty. His face was 
strong, even severe when in repose. His 
movements were quick and marked by a 

decision which bespoke a commanding 
nature. . 

"Introduce me as Mr. Warrington of 
Philadelphia," Dexter said in a low but 
firm tone, as he followed Van Anden 
across to the table which Miss St. Clair 
occupied alone. 

She received them most cordially. 
There were no half-tones in the girl's 
make-up. She radiated always in the 
superlative degree. Following a few 
jocular remarks, Van Anden pleaded a 
forgotten engagement, and, to Dexter's 
surprise and rage, left him. The next 
moment, however, he felt a fierce joy at 
having this magnificent creature to him-
self. His obsession was complete. The 
shimmering shades of gold through her 
brown hair, the mellow, dreamy eyes, 
with their heavy lids, the full red lips— 
all claimed from him their toll. 

"Then you do not live in New York , 
Mr. Warrington ?" she queried, in a low, 
rich voice. 

" N o , worse luck," Dexter answered. 
" I t must be hard luck to live any place 

else than in this little old New Y o r k , " 
and she smiled across into his eyes as she 
drained a glass of the wine he had 
ordered. 

Her smile set his every nerve a-quiver, 
A wave of anger swept over him, as he 
felt himself hopelessly unbalanced. His 
vanquished star struggled in vain 
through the haze which clouded his 
brain. 

" H a v e you always lived here?" he in-
quired. without taking his eyes from her. 

" N o . " came faintly A sudden quiver 
of pain crossed her face. 

"Well , don't take it so seriously," he 
said. 

"Let ' s not take anything seriously to-
night," she answered with tempting dar-
ing. The phantom had vanished and 
she was again her own gay self. 

Before they rose to leave he asked, 
"Would you enjoy a turn around the 
park before going home?" 

" I should like nothing better!" she de-
clared, witchery in her eyes. 

To the attuned senses of the man, the 
cab seemed suffused with a deliciouslv 



ii2 _ YOUNG'S MAGAZINE 

feminine aroma, as subtle, and uncloying 
as that of a tropical flower 

"Tel l me about yourself ," she said in 
a low, persuasive voice. 

Something—perhaps his vanquished 
star—kept him from telling her the 
truth. 

" I ' m just a young man from Philadel-
phia, enjoying the rarest good luck." He 
spoke in a deep and vibrant tone. 

" I wonder if it is good luck that has 
brought us together?" she said softly 

" I can only swear for myself. Aren't 
you sure about yoursel f?" he asked 
hoarsely, covering her hand in a pas-
sionate pressure. 

" I ' m only sure that Pm happy," she 
whispered. 

"You 've bewitched m e ! " he cried, as 
he crushed her to him and held her 
" P m engaged to another girl—-do you 
hear?" he said desperately. " I ' m out of 

' my senses!" 
"Don't let there be any other girl to-

night," she breathed. And his van-
quished star gradually faded entirely 
from sight. 

When they reached Miss St. Clair's 
apartments, Dexter followed her into a 
very cozy suite of rooms. Almost the 
first object his eyes fell upon was a min-
iature. H e passed his hands over his 
eyes, as if to clear his sight. He clutched 
the chair in a tightened grip and stared 
dumbly It was a picture of Millicent! 
All that was best in him responded. His 
vanquished star reappeared and the man's 
better nature was again in dominance. 
His expression was tense and drawn as 
he turned to the girl with the question 
" H o w did you get this?" 

"Why , that's my little sister Millie." 
Almost before her words had died away 
a quick suspicion seized her 

"Good G o d ! " he exclaimed. H e sank 
into a chair and buried his head in his 
hands to struggle with his thoughts. So 
this was the mysterious sister who was 
supporting Millicent—the girl who was 
to be his wife—the sister of his wife, 
posing in the studios, popping out of pies 
—little higher than a "woman of the 
streets." 

In passionate frenzy she cried, " W h o 
are you, a n y w a y ? " 

The man's voice was pitiful with sup-
pressed agony as he answered, " I 'm 
Philip Dexter, of Chicago, and am en-
gaged to your little sister Millicent! God 
help u s ! " 

With the instinct of a tiger to save its 
young, the girl fell to her knees before 
him. 

"She ' s as sweet as a dove, my little 
Millie is." The man winced under the 
words. "Don't rob her of her happiness 
because she is my sister!" she pleaded. 
" A t least I am living an honest life, 
though you shrink from having for a 
wife the sister of a Salome dancer. But, 
for Millie's sake. I beg you! She has a 
nature like crystal-clear water, and even 
she would open her eyes in horror at the 
thought of her sister as a dancing-girl of 
the studios." With great effort she held 
herself together while she made her 
appeal. 

"S ince we were left without parents 
and without money, I have worked for 
her—not always as now, though it is only 
for Millie's sake I am defending my mode 
of earning an honest living—and have 
tried to keep her far away, that she 
might never know the seamy side of my 
life," she continued, in torturing self-
accusation. The big frame of the man 
shuddered. 

" Y o u are a good man—I know your 
sort. Don't let this night make any dif-
ference in her life, I beg you! I'll prom-
ise never to come near her." 

Her crowning self-sacrificc was made, 
and. covering ber face with her hands, 
she burst into tears and wept as though 
each sob would wrench her heart from 
its place. 

The savagery which at first had burned 
in the man's breast turned into compas- ~ 
sion as he listened while she bared her 
soul to him. H e raised her gently. For 
one long moment he looked into her tear-
brimming eyes before he said 

"This night shall make no difference in ~> 
her life. A n d — I believe you—and re-
spect you for your bravery." 

Then, with a very white face, he strode 
from the room, out into the night. 
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A Grand Opportunity 
LOVERS OF MUSIC 

Twelve Lithographic Pieces of Sheet Music 
(popular and classical) F R E E 

An extraordinary chance, Why spend $1.50 tor music 
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INSTRUMENTAL 
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2 Angels' Serenade Smith 
3 Anvil Chorus Verdi 
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5 Arbutus Waltz Vogler 
6 At Sundown Wilson 
7 Artist Life, Waltz. Strauss 
8 A Trip to Niagara Cornish 
9 Battle of Waterloo Anderson 

10 Beautiful Blue Danube Strauss 
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13 Cavalleria Rusticaua Mascagni 
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15 Colonial Medley Fitzpalrick 
16 College March Medley , . . . . .Hauiley 
17 College Airs Keiser 
18 Con Amore Beaumont 
19 Convent Bells l.uduvic 
20 Chapel in the Forest . . . . Ju-ngmann 
21 Consolatiou Mendelssohn 
22 Crimson Blushes Lester 
23 Danceof theGoldenrods.Pitzpatrick 
24 Dance of the Stars Richmond. 
25 Dorothy, Old English Danee..j8n«A 
26 Dixie's Lund ileacham 
27 Dving Poet Gottselialk 
28 Evening Song Lange 
29 Evening Star l.iszt 
30 Fall ing Waters Fitzpalrick 
31 Faust. Transcription Leiihach 
32 Fifth Nocturne, op. 52 Lei/barh 
33 Flatterer. The Chnminade 
34 Flowers and Ferns Keiser 
35 Flower Song Lnnoe 
36 Fairy Wedding Waltz Tamer 
37 Frolic of the Frogs ti'nj.-.m 
38 Gertrude's Dream Becthorm 
39 Gipsv Dance Lichuer 
40 Girlhood Days Utile 
41 Heather Rose Lange 
42 Home. Sweet Home Stuck 
43 Irish Airs. Medley March . . .Keiser 
44 11 Trovatore Burn 
45 II Bacio (The Kiss) Mitt 
46 Jolly Fellows, Waltz Volhledt 
47 La Fountaine Bohm 
48 LaSorella, March Galini 
49 Largo Handel 
50 Last Hope Qottschntk 
51 La Paloma Vradier 
52 " L e t ' e r G o , " March Wood 
53 Lily Liehner 
54 Little Fairy Walt* Streabhog 
56 Love'sDream AftertheBall Czitmlka 
56 Loving Hearts K. Resier 
57 Longing for Home Jungmann 
68 May Has Come Bohm 60 Maiden's Prayer Badarteuiki 

60 Melody in F Rubenstein 
61 Mocking Bird, The ileacham 
62 Wedding March Mendelssohn 
63 Massa's in the Cold,Cold Ground Freeman 
64 Menuet de la Antique.. Paderewski 
65 Merry Widow Waltz Lehar 
66 Merry Widow Selection Lehar 
67 Monastery Bells Wety 
68 Moonbeams on the LakeFitzpatriek 
69 Mountain Belle, Schottisehei'ilii'e! 
70 My Old Kentucky Home.. Lerman 
71 National Airs Keiser 
72 National Echoes Ellis 
73 Old Black Joe ileacham 
71 Old Folks at Home Meacham 
75 Old Oaken Bucket, , Anguera 
76 Orange Blossoms, Waltz., .Ludavie 
77 Orvetta, Waltz Spencer 
78 Over the W aves, Waltz Rsas 
79 Palms, The Ftiure 
80 Pearly Dew Drops.Mazurka-Ziii&ecA: 
81 Plantation Airs Keiser 
82 Plantation Medley Snow 
83 Placida (Tone Poem l Keiser 
84 Peacemaker, March Slurterant 
85 Polish Dauee, op 3 No.1 Scharwenka 
86 Princess Patches Rose 
87 Pure sis Snow, Edelweiss. . . .Lange 
88 Remember Me FarA way Bfinkmann 
89 Rippling Waves MUlward 
90 Rustic Dance Howell 
91 Sack Waltz MetecUJ 
92 Scarf Dance. Chaminade 
93 Scotch Airs Keiser 
91 Schubert's Serenade . . . Schubert 
95 Silvery Waves, Revere. . Hi/man 
96 Simple Confession Thome 
97 Simple Life, Waltz Bainerford 
98 Shepherd Boy, Nocturne. . W ilson 
99 Spring Song Mendelssohn 

100 Storm. The H'cfcer 
101 Star of Hope. Kennedy 
102 Spring's Awakening Bach 
103 Shepherd's Song Spindler 
104 Sweet Meditations Kay 
105 TamO'Shanter Warren 
lOfi Thine Own Lange 
107 Traumerei and Romance. .Shuman 
103 Twentieth Century Woman Xorris 
109 Under the Double Eagle. . II Vi.oner 
110 Up in a Swing Muntaine 
1 1 1 Valse Bleue Martris 
112 Valse ill E Hat Purand 
1 13 Waltz Dream Strauss 
114 Waves of the Ocean Blake 
1 15 Waves of the Danube. . . . Ivanovici 
116 Warblingsat Ere Richards 

117 Whisperings of Love Kinkel 
118 Wine, Woman aud Song .. .Strauss 
119 You aud I Waltz ClariM 

VOCAL 
120 A ftcrwards Mullen 
121 Alone (G. Medium) Fitzgibbon 
122 Anchored Watson 
123 Ave Maria Mascagni 
124 Angel Voices Ever Near Rober ts 
125 Calvary (Medium) Rodney 
126 Come U nto Me King 
127 Dear Heart Muttei 
128 Does He Love Me, Or Love 

Me Not? Sterling 
129 Down Mobile Keistr 
1 :0 Dream of Paradise (Medium) Gray 
131 From theToilsof theSea Trevelimn 
132 Good-Bye Tosti 
133 Good Night Brerun 
134 Good Old Days Gone By Von lilzer 
135 Home, Sweet Home.. .. Bishop 
136 Home,Home.Dear Home Trevelyan 
137 How Can I Bear to Leave Thee Keiser-Kinkel 
138 If All theGirls Were Roses...Pratt 
139 I Love You So Lehar 
140 Jerusalem Parker 
141 Juanita Xorton 
112 Just Before the Battle,Mother..Roof 
143 Kathleen Mavourneen Crouch 
144 Kiss I'uet Oscar Straus 
145 Last Hope Gottsehatk 
146 La-I Rose of Summer Moore 
147 Little Dolly Driftwood Vivian drey 
148 Lost Chord. The Sullivan 
149 Love's Cld Sweet Song Molloy 
150 M a L i T Sweet Sunbeam Mattel Mch'inley 
151 Massa's in the Cold, Cold Ground 

Foster 
152 My Old Kentucky Home Foster 
153 Old Folks at Home.. Foster 
154 Old Black Joe Foster 
155 Old Farm Houseon the Hill. Lerman 
156 Palms (Medium) Faure 
157 Perchance King 
158 Pieolo-Picolo Oscar Straus 
159 Rosary King 
160 Someday I've and Bye Gerard 
161 Still as the Night Bohm 
162 Spring Song Mendelssohn 
163 Vilja Lehar 
161 Waltz Duet Oscar Straus 
165 When First I Saw the Love-light 

in Your Eves Wood 
It.6 When the Gold is Turning Gray 

Morse 
Addre i i Music Dept . , Young ' s Magazine. 114-116 E. 28th St., N. Y. 

Music Dept.. Young's Magazine. 114-116 East 26th St., New York. 
Genltmia.:—Enclosed please find $1.60 for one year's subscription to YOUNG'fl 

MAGAZINE, you to also send me twelve pieces of sheet music aa indicated above. 
I have checked the twelve numbers desired. 
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Guy»«fiaupassam, KING 
of AH 
Short Story 
Writers 

For the f i rs t time e v e r presented American r e a d e r s (he ONLY C O M P L E T E Edition, absolutely 
unexpurgated , in English of this great French writer, translated f r o m the Original Manuscr ip ts by lin-
guists of literary distinction. W o n d e r f u l Critical Pre face b y Paul Bourget , of the French A c a d e m y . 

TALES OF REALISM — RARE ORIENTAL AND PARISIAN STUDIES 
De Maupassant wrote with the conviction that in life there could be no phase so noble or so mean, so honorable 

or so contentptihie. so lofty or so low as to be unworthy of chronicling—no groove of human virtue or fault, success 
or failure, wisdom or folly that did not possess its own peculiar psychological aspect and therefore demanded 
analysis. 

Robust in imagination and fired with natural passion, his psychological curiosity kept him true to human 
nature, while at the same time his mental eye when fixed upon the most ordinary phases of human conduct, could 
see some new motive or aspect of things hitherto unnoticd by the careless crowd. 

His dramatic instinct was supremely powerful. He seems to select unerringly the one thing in which the soul 
of the scene is prisoned, and. making that his keynote, gives a picture in words which haunts the memory like a 
strain of music. » 

These marvelous quaint, delicious stories shoujd be a part of every library. H- re are given tales of travel and 
adventure, of mystery and dread, of strange medical experiences, of love and lust, of comedy, and pathos that hovers 
upon the borders of comedy, and of tragedy. 

MORE REALISTIC THAN BALZAC. MORE ENTERTAINING THAN THE ARABIAN NIGHTS 

S E V E N T E E N B E A U T I F U L V O L U M E S 

OF DELIGHTFUL READING 
consisting of over 5.500 pages, printed from 
a new cast of French Elzevir type—ele-
gant and clear—on pure white antique 
egg-shell finished paper, made especially 
for this edition. Pages have deckle edges 
and liberal margins. There are 30 illus-
trations from original drawings. The books 
are exquisitely bound in Blue Vellum De 
Luxe Cloth, with distinctive blown and 
gold title label, silk headbands and gold 
tops. 

W e reserve the r ight to w i t h d r a w th i s 
o f f e r or ra ise t h e prices w i t h o u t notice. 

OUR GUARANTEE: Only one complete edition lias ever / w i ' l v ' i p 
l>een published in English, and the / 

prices have been bevond the reach of but a few. Atter many months f V-UM r A W \ 
of ccaseless endeavor, we succeeded in securing the right to y A k r o n , O h i o , 
publish a limited number of sets, and offer them, for intro- f P l e a s e send me 
ductorv purposes only, at the remarkably low price of / chare-es nrenaid for 
$ 3 4 . 0 0 a set, on small monthly installments. A stri, tly / e x a m l n l f f n n t h p r o m 
subscript'on ses-<"l 00 value. Thus it is within the / ^ i f ^ C 

means or all. W c have also a ^ n g e d to send these / „ ? f . G ? l d e 

beautiful book5?, n i l e x p r e s s c h a r g e s p r e -
p a i d , and allow you the privilege of t e n d a y s 
e x a m i n a t i o n . If they are not as repre-
sented, or unsatisfactorv. r e t u r n t h e m n t 
o u r e x p e n s e . C A N A N Y O l H I t 
B E M O R E l . U K ? 

C O U P O N S A V E S 5 0 $ . 
Y o u r u n n o r i s k 
M A I L IT N O W . 

Maupassant , in Sever, 
teen (17' Volumes, bound 

Blue Vellum De Luxe 
If satisfactory, I will 

you #2.r>n at once and 52.no 
per month for eleven. (11) months. 

If not satisfactory', I will advise you 
within ten days. 15 

T H E W E R N E R COMPANY, Akron, 0. 
Addres 

TO U N08' 6 - , 0 T 

State. 

" Maupassant w as 
the painter of hu-
manity in wop's. 
Without hatred, 
without love,with-
out anger, without 
pity, merciless as 
fire, immutable as 
fate, he holds a 
mirror up to life 
without attempt-
ing judgment." 

ANATOLK FRANCE. 
Mentha- rf the 

French AcaiittJt.y. 
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Absolutely Free for 
New Subscribers to the 

This Handsome, Gold-Lined, Quadruple 
Silver-Plated, Satin Finish Sugar and 
Cream Set will be given away 

National Magazine 

We have purchased from the manufacturers 50,000 of these sets and are going to give 
a set F R E E with every new yearly subscription received to the NATIONAL MAGAZINE, 
prepaid, until the supply is exhausted. This is beyond any doubt the 

Tllis Illustration is prcafly reduced from actual 
size of Sugar Bowl 

A certificate guaranteeing the quality to wear ten 
years with ordinary use accompanies every set. 

Greatest Offer Ever Made 
by any Magazine in America 
This is possible only by buying thousands of dollars' worth of these Sets and paying 

cash in advance for them. The money received for all subscriptions coming to us after the 
Sets are exhausted will be returned. All orders will be filled in their turn as received. 

THIS GREAT OFFER 
Is intended to interest 50,000 HEW subscribers. 
Present subscribers may send us $1.50 and have the 
Magazine, and Sugar and Cream Set both sent to the 
address of a friend; or the Magazine may be sent to 
a friend and the Sugar and Cream Set sent to your 
address. But, in every instance, we must receive a 
Hew Subscriber not now receiving the Magazine, 
While we cannot stand all of the delivery expense, 
we will prepay express charges when 20 cents extra 
is added to remittance. 

T h e N A T I O N A L M A G A Z I N E f o r 1 9 0 9 w i l l p r e s e n t i n 
every issue articles of utmost interest and importance 
to every American. There begins in January 

THE STORY OF A GREAT NATION 
Contributed by men who are the most eminenth qualified to ex-
plain the various departments of our government. Every voter, 
every newspaper reader, everv teacher and scholar in the public 
schools should subscribe for the NATIONAL MACAZINE N O W 
in order not to lose a single issue. 

There will be besides ten or more fine stories each month and 
many picturesque articles on travel, exploration and adventure. 

Subscribers become attached to the NATIONAL—women espec ral-
ly—it's so fu!< of human interest. Are you a subscriber ? If not, n , i s illustration is greatlv rcduceo trorr. actual 
send us S1.50 for twelve monthly issues, and receive F R E E the s i z e 0 . cream Pitcher 
Sugar and Cream Set. 

NATIONAL MAGAZINE, Boston, Mass . 1909 
G E N T L E M E N : Find enclosed herewith $ for which please send for one year 

the N A T I O N A L M A G A Z I N E to . . . . . . . Street. . . 
Town State beginning with .issue. Also send the 
Quadruple Silver Plated, Gold Lined Sugar and Cream Set to 
Street . . . . Town State 

Add 20 cents II the Sign your name. . 
E x p r e s s I s t o b e p r e p a i d 

0 
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REAL PARISIAN LIFE 
T a l e s M o r e F a s c i n a t i n g a n d E x c i t i n g 
t h a n B a l z a c o r F r e n c h C o u r t M e m o i r s 

In payment for binding for a Publishing House that has gone into liquida-
tion, we have taken a few sets of the famous Paulde Kock novels, which were 
awarded the Gold Medal on p . t p o r . p r i n t i n g , b i n d i n g n n d I l l u s -
t r a t i o n * . While they last w c will sell them at Half Price and on small 
monthly payments. We suggest that you write at once foi full particulars if 
you care to secure this rare and unusual set of French novel*. 

P A U L D E K O C K 
T h e M e r r i e s t French H u m o r i s t 

has written sparkling, witty, amusing, riveting novels—antidotes for melan-
choly. The stories, literally translated, race merrily along, nothing didactic 
or dull; as original as Boccaccio, as mirthful as Gil Bias, more fascinating than 
Sterne, Smollett, or Fielding. 

S H O R T F A S C I N A T I N G S T O R I E S 
•« Paul de Kock is a tonic in books instead of in bottles." M A X O ' R E L L . 

" His charming characters seem to be under the influence of champagne." 
C H A R L E S L E V E R . "He has kept France laughing for years—the Smollett 
of France." BOSTON HHRALD. We dislike the superlative but we believe 
this is the best and richest book value ever offered. The set contains the m« st 
delicate and artistic French illustrations made specially for this work by 
Glackens, Reich, Sloan, Wenzell, Sterner, and manv other famous artists. 

I L L U S T R A T E D B O O K L E T F R E E 
giving you full particulars and sample pages of this rare set of books, but 
you must write to-dav, stating whether you are interested in cloth or half 
morocco binding. [We jrlTe estimates on binding: single volumes or entire 
l ib ra r ie s . Work for trade dealers and librarians our sperialty.] 

(Tounj'i M a y W . ) 
BHAINARD BOOK BINDERY, 425 Fifth Ave., New Tork . 

Please send me particulars. I am interested in the . binding 

Name 
Address «... 

Browrv Your Hair 
" Y o u ' d never think I stained my hair, after I use Mrs. 

Potter's Walnut-Juice Hair Stain. The Stain doesn't 
hurt the hair as dyes do, but makes it grow out fluffy.'' 

Send for a Trial Package. 
It only takes you a few minuter onee a month to apply Mrs. 

Potter s Walnut-Juice Hair Stain with your comb. Stains only 
the hair, doesn't rub off , contains no prisonous dyes, sulphur, 
lead or copper. Has no odor, no sediment, no grease. One bottle 
of Mrs. Potter's Walnut-Juice Hair Stain should last you a year. 
Sells for 81.U0 per bottle at first-class druggists. We guarantee 
satisfaction. Send your name and address on a slip of paper, 
with this advertisement, and enclose 25 cents (stamps or coin) 
and we will mail you, charges prepaid, a trial package, in plain, 
sealed wrapper, with valuable booklet on Hair. Mrs. Potter's 
Hygienic Supply Co., 8 2 4 Grot on Bldg.. Cincinnati, Ohio. 

66 99 HUMAN LIFE 
Or " H U M A N N A T U R E " 

TABJ.E OF CONTENTS FREE, or order our $2 WORK-SPEC-
I aL FOR $1.50 (withsetof unusually fine ART P l a n s of "WO-
MAN THE liEAUTlFUL"). Best bound, gilt designs, fully 
illustrated, over 300 lai ge pages. A remai kable book. 

ONE SECTION alone is worth the price. Nature of types of 
both sexes, good and bad ; all phases and characteristics, A 
section on confidence men and women and blackmailers. A 
section on signs of character «md one on blondes, brunettes and 
others. A section on phrenology and reading human naturo 
and faces. 

BUSINhSS SUCCESS and ADVERTISING secrets. 
Complete work and the extra set of plates, library binding, 

$1.50, or $1.25 in cheaper binding, o r $ l 00 in strong Bi is to I board 
paper cover. Prices include extra art set. 

Send money, stamps, check, or money order to Y. STEVENS 
PUB CO.. ,'KJ3 Odd Fellows' Temple Philadelphia, Pa. 

Special offer. O dernow. 

This Great Invention 
Works With Nature 

Ever since I perfected my Antl-
Tension Compress (pat. 8-19-'02) I 
have advertised it as an improve-
ment on the suspensory bandage 
and a positive aid to Nature in 
curing Varicocele and its attend-
ant ailments. As proof I receive 
many letters of commendation. 
I would lilce to send you some fac-
simile copies free, plainly sealed, 
with a copy of my booklet on the 
Cause, EfTect and Cure of this 
widespread complaint. May I do 
so? My Anti-Tension Compress 
included for 12.00, A d d r e s s — 

MARK M.KERR, M. D., 
Station K 766 Cincinnati. Ohio. 
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A S k i n of B e a u t y is a Joy Forever 

Dr. T. FELIX GOURAUD'S 
ORIENTAL CREAM 

Or Magical Beautifier 
Purifies 
as well as 
Beautifies 
the Skin. 
No other 
cosmetic 
will do it . 

Removes Tan. Pimples, Freckles 
Moth-Patch- s, Rash and Skin dis-
eases, and every blemish on beauty , 
and defies detection, It has stood the 

te-t of sixty years ; n o 
has, and is so harm-

less w e taste Jt to be sure 
it is properly made. 

Accept no eou n t erf el t o f 
similar name. The distin-

guished Dr. L. A. Savre said 
to a lady of the haut-ton fa 
pst ler t ) ; " A s you ladies will 
use them, I recommend Gou-
raud's Cream as the least harm-
ful of all ike Skin preparations 

For sale by all Druggists 
and Fancy Goods Dealers. 

GOURAUD'S ORIENTAL TOILET POWDER 
For infants a id adults. Exquisitely perfumed. Relieves Skin 

Irritations, cures Sunburn and renders an excellent complexion , 
P i - i c e , - i S c . , b - m a i l . 

GOURAUD'S POUDRE SUBTILE 
Removes superfluous Hair. P r i c e , $ 1 . 0 0 , b y m a i l . 

FERD T . HOPKINS, Prop. , 37 Great Jones St. , N . Y . City. 

Superfluous Hair Cured 
A L a d y w i l l Send F r e e to Any S u f f e r e r 

T h e Secret Which C u r e d H e r 
F r o m chi ldhood I was distressed and 

humiliated by an unwe l come growth o f hair 
o n m y face and arms. I tried all the depila-
tories, powders , liquids, creams and other 
rub-on preparations I ever heard o f , only t o 
make it worse. For weeks I suffered the 
electric needle without be ing r id o f m y blem-
ish. I spent hundreds of dollars in vain, un-
til a f r iend recommended a simple prepara-

tion which succeeded where all else fai led, in giving me 
permanent relief f r o m all trace o f hair. 1 will send full 
particulars, f ree , to enable any other sufferer achieve the 
same happy results privately at home. -All I ask is a 
2c stamp f o r reply. Address M R S . C A R O L I N E O S -
G O O D , 7 3 4 K , C u s t o m H o u s e , P r o v i d e n c e , R . J 

KNOW THYSELF! 
For one dime and specimen of 
your handwiting will send 
Interesting worthwhile deli-

neation o. your eharac' er that will set you right. G. D. Beau-
champ, Expert Graphologist. 2583 8th Ave.. New York , N. Y. 

Dm a ] ' T A. 240-page book, folly illustrated—writ-

• N | ten by Dr. Foote, a Specialist of 50 yean' 
u o . , u aractice. Contain* advice necessary to WORRY adults—tells what one hesitates to ask a 
n F , D — 1 Doctor. It covers the subjects of Love, 

FLASHLIGHTS Marriage, Parentage, Health and Disease. 
"x — <!FNn FOR IT TO-DAY * Thought-awakener. 

HUHAKHATIRE " Price 10c.; was25c. 

Murray Hill Book Co., 115 East 28th S t . ,N.Y. City 

BOOK OF N A T U R E 
—HOW TO ENJOY A HAPPY LIFE— 

Full and explicit explanation of all that can and ought to be known on the 
structure and n*e« of the organs of l i fe. 

" No nuch complete |Muiorama of the mysteries of human reproduction has 
ever before been g iven . " 1st Fart, 16 Chapters (octavo page*), lo which is 
•tided a complete Medical Treatise npon the Diseases of the Generative 
Organs, their treatment, etc. Full page Manikin included in book. 

(MAN) C O N J U G A L D U T I E S (WOMAN) 
Price, sealed, postpaid, 65 cents, or with a set of six famous art plates, $1.00— 
money, stamps or otherwise. (Light cover.) 

Send at our risk. Confidence respected. Address Dept. Young 's , 
E. J. Stevens, Suite 3 3, Odd Fellows Temple, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Marriage Guide 
By MICHAEL RYAN, M. D. 

Member of the Royal Colleges of Physicians and Surgeons in London. 
Containing a complete description of the healthy human system, 

male and female; and full particulars of the diseases to which each is 
subject, with remedies. Many other topics of great interest, com-
mencing with youth. Contains a mine of information for both sexes. 
Appropriately illustrated. 21 chapters, 276 octavo pages. Price, 
sealed, postpaid, 65 cents ; or with the set of six famous Nature's Art 
Plates, aiinplv 81.00 (includes book). It is your future patronage that 
we desire. Write now. Order now. Chapter IX alone is worth the 
price. Causes which influence fecundity-Aiimens— Situation—Cli-
mate - Affluence — Poverty Births — Deaths — Population —Tempera-
ments—Passions-VoUtion-Impregnation during leep—A mother of 
sixty-seven infants—Causes of inreeundity. Table of contents fur-
nished on application. Confidence respected. (Send money, stamps, 
money order or otherwise, at our risk.) 

-THE Y . STEVENS PUB. CO." 
Odd Fellows Temple (3d floor) Philadelphia, Pa. 

P O R T F O L I O o f B E A U T I E S , 25c. 
containing 6 of most beautiful, bewitching, graceful pictures. 
Size 7x10 inches, ready to frame or passepartout, new sepia 
duo-tints, retaining all the wanoth and beauty of the origi-
nal paintings, sent prepaid with Illustrations of other beau-
tiful art pictures, post cards, etc., upon receipt of 25c., or 
will send 13 pictures for 50c., 20 for 76c., 28 for $1.00 (U. S. 
stamps, coin or money order). Order to-day of 

WILL i. WELSH, Department H, SIT. VERNON, OHIO. 
FREE : Order at once and we will Include absolutely free 

and complimentary an EXTRA picture ; alone sells for 25c. 
everywhere. It's a good one, money back if not satisfied. 

Your Character can be read f rom your 
Handwrit ing. A n interest-
ing delineation will be sent 

upon receipt o f 25 cents and specimen. 
L O U I S E R I C E , Graphologist, 260 Fourth Avenue , 

N e w York . 

F L A S H LIKE GENUINE 
a Diamond equal 

BARODA DIAMONDS 
IN SOLID COLO RINGS 

ttand acid test and e«p«t rumination. We 
Puirarttee them. S<fe them first, then pay. 
Catulocue Patcot RinK Measure 
included for F1VC t-o-cent stamps. 

TUE BARonA COMPANY, 
I»ej>t.0.23O North State St..Chios*® > 

N A T U R E A r t Port fo l io 15x11 of 10handsome r. produc" 
IlHI l i n t tions and of full descriptions. AlsoZugassen-
tistn Ft. 2 folder, just out; al>o 2 tine natural reps, or 
" W o m a n Beaut i fu l " and a choice set for framing. We ai-o 
Include a20U octavo page book o f intense interest to both 
sex , considered by some to be worth alone the price, which 
is ror all simply $1.1)0 postpa.d; (or sue. for portfolio aloue) 
in Stamps. Money M. O. 
MARRI A r e UUIDE, f o r those contemplating marriage 
I T m n n i H U E i or already married, aud a complete descrip-
tion of human system, male and I fmale . A mine of in-
formation. 276 Oct ivo pages. Special price, pospaid, with 
large Bound set of six nature art plates, $1.00. Table or 
contents free. Send stamps, M. O., money or cheek. (XJn-
usuallv instruct ive.) 
n n n i r n c M A T U R E H O W T O E N J O Y A H A P P Y L I F E 
D U U I V U r nmunc $i.u>. Fullamt explicit explana-
tion of all that can and ought to be known on the structure 
and uses of ttie organs of life. " A completepanorantaof the 
mysteries of human product ion . " 1st part. 16 Chapters 
[octavo pages), to which is added a complete Medical Trea-
tise upon the Diseases o ' the Generative Organs, their treat 
ment, etc . Full page manikin included in book . M A N — 
ffOII A N—Price, sealed, postpaid, monev. stamps or other-
wise, il .00 lne lud ' s Art FlctureSet. Confidence respecte t 
C o m b i n a t i o n Price f or the three 81 Ou offers, prepaid 
$2.65. Address Y . S T E V E N S P U B . C O . S u i t e 3 0 3 , 
Odd Followw T e m p l e . P h i l a d e l p h i a , P n . 

St. James Society 
A painless home Course for the 

OPIUM, MORPHINE OR LAUDANUM HABIT 
Free trial sent on application. 

ST. JAMES SOCIETY, Suite 307 
1181 Broadway, New York. 





EYEGLASSES NOT NECESSARY 
Eyes ight Can B e S t rengthened , and M ^ t f o r m s of 

l)iMea*4ed E y e s Suceesnful ly T r e a t e d 
W i t h o u t Cutt ing or D r u g g i n g . 

That the eyes can be strengthened so that eyeglasses 
can be dispensed with in many cases has been proven be-
yond a doubt by the testimony of hundreds of people who 
publicly claim that their eyesight has been restored by 
that wonderful little instrument called " A c t i n a . " " Ac-
t i n a " also relieves Sore and Granulated Lids. Iritis, etc., 
and removes Cataracts without cutting or drp^f ing. Over 
seventy-five thousand "Actinas " have been so1 ip i *refore 
the Actina treatment is n an experiment, bu4 is -e 'able. 
The following letters ai but samples of we 
receive. 

J . J . Pope, P. O. Box, No. 4o. Mineral 
Wells, Texas, writes:—"I hav< ?pent 

| thousands of dollars on my eyes, consulted 
I the best doctors in the United States, 

dropped medifcine in my eyes for years and 
"Actina" is the only thing that has ever 
done me any good. Before using "Actina" 
I gave up all hope of ever being able to 

^^for-teSt?" read again. Had not read a newspaper 
for seven years. Now I can read all day with little or no incon-
venience. 

Kathyrn Bird, 112 Lincoln St..Milwaukee. Wis.,writes:—"I was 
troubled with astigmatism and had worn glasses from ten years 
of age. I could not read or write without them. In asurprisingly 
short time, after using "Act ina" I laid aside my glasscBandi 
will never use them again." 

E. R. nolbrook. Deputy County Clerk. Fairfax. Va., writes :— 
" ' Actina' has cured my eyes so that I can do without glass-
I vi -*v seldom have headacne now, and can study up to elev-
o'c k after a hard day'B work at the office." 

" A c t i n a " can be used by old and young wi thper fe . 
safety. Every member of the family can use the one 
*' A c t i n a " for any form of disease of the Eye , Ear , Throat 
or Head. One will last for years, and is a lways ready for 
use. " Actina " will be sent on trial postpaid. 

If you will send your name and address to the Actina 
Appliance Co., Dept. 13 N, 811 Walnut St. . Kansas City, 
Mo., you will receive, absolutely F R E E a valuable book 
—Professor Wilson's Treatise on Disease. 

MENNEN'S 
BORATED TALCUM TOILET POWDER 

Price 5 0 c 

TH E first safety com knife of its kind in the world. 
Cuts the corn and not the foot—really a treat for 
the feet. Sells for 50c. but worth m:iny times its 

price. Enough blades in one set for Father, Mother, 
Husband, Wife. Sister and Brother. The complete 
outfit of sanitary white handle and neat case—all for 
60c. Blades changeable instantly. Every store in the 
Universe will be selling them—if your dealer hasn't 
tWm yet—we'll prepay yours upon receipt of 50c. 

A M E R I C A N S A F E T Y R A Z O R CO., Inc . 
3 2 0 B r o a d w a y , N e w Y o r k City 

Makers of the famous " Ever-Ready" Safety Razor 

S T Y L E 
N E A T N E S S 

C O M F O R T 
T H E I M P R O V E D 

OSTON 
GARTER 

The Name is stamped on 
every loop — B e sure it ' s there 

BUTTON 

C L A S P 
L I E S FLAT TO T H E L E G — N E V E R 
S L I P S , T E A R S , NOR U N F A S T E N S 

Sample p.ir, Silk 30c., Cotton 25c. 
Mailed on receipt of price. 

GEORGE FROST CO., Makeis 
Boston, Mass., U.S.A. 

INSIST ON HAVING T H E GENUINE 
REFUSE A L L SUBSTITUTES 

WORN ALL OVER THE WORLD 


