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ceancacaleCtrical Expert

You, Too, Can
Learn to Boss

EARN #3500 to *10000 a Year

Trained “Electrical Experts” are in great

demand at the highest salaries, and the

apportunities for advancemen and a big success in
this line are the greatest ever known.

“Electrical Experts” earn $70 to $200 a week.

Fit yourself for one of these bix
paying positio in my twent;
ears of Electrical Engineering
ave gathered some wonderful and
Anterﬂlml facts about this great
u —"Vital Facts.” I will
em to you free.

Learn at Home to
Earn $12.00 to
$30.00 a Day
Todayeven theordmaryEIe("
trician — the “screw driver”

the jobs t You, téo, can
learn o il one of thete joba—

re-time only is need: an
[Expe: n”—-Bl $70 to

" cCtrical
$200 a week.

Age orLack of Expe-
rienceNoDrawback

You don’t have tobe a College
Man; you don't have to be a
High School graduate, ' If you can

read and write English, my course
'lﬂ make you a big success. It is

chance to

Some Features of My
Course That Make
SUCCESS Certain
1. Practical Money - Making

Instruction — no_useless,

Z%

(No chance
anything, while
afterward )
Free Engineering

to get stuck on
studying or

Maga-
zine.
. Free use of my Electrical

Free—Radio
—Electrical Drafting.
Spare Time
earn-while-you-learn  les-

sons

9. Reduced prices on all Elec-
erical Supplies.

10. Cash
Bond

EMPLOYERS

:’q~
o
5.2

Refund® Guarantee

™y big Free Book.

the most simple, thorough, and successful Electrical
Course in existence,
less of age, education, or ¢ previous expericncy

and offers every man, regard-
the
ery short tl

me, it
frical Expert,” able to mage from $70
‘week.

1 Give You a Real
Training

As Chief Engineer of the

Chicago Engineering Wor

Tinow exactly the kind onmm..;
a man needs to get

Gona 2t the highectsalaice.

547550t 70,000 e-}'-'

ra

s suscesstul B ELECTRI:

CALCONTRACTO!

Mnma.ll and Measuring Instruments absolut lely
1also (urm.lh Them with all su supplies,
examination paper. and mapy ot =nhmg‘

't fui
TIOME with this Ousht, - Lo
t few I

n-n rig II\ lhﬂ the first ‘WORK
AT Yo‘m PROFESSION tn a pracucal way.

Get Started Now—
Mail Cou;

I want to send you the “Vital Facts” of the
Blectrical Industry md\ndmg my Electrical

{dl!ht Fatorein Flectrion, ity. Send in the coupon

ng Works

L. L. COOKE, Chief Engineer
Your cu‘;"’
G anteed nm 06 2150 Lawrence Ave., Chieago

So sure am I that you can
learn Electricity—so sure am
I that after studying with me, you
too, an et into the ‘mon

class in electrical work, ti ltl 'ull
xnanntu under bond

ony
O en s bt Ao

my course, you are not satisfied it
as the best investment you ever

lnmon
FREE—Electrical
‘Working Outfit

1 give each student a Splen-
did Outfit of

L. L. COOKE, Chi
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|Ho e Stud; Coune—al (ully prepaid, with-
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Only Elinor Gly

lo

Elinor Glyn, author of ‘“‘Three Weeks,'’ has written a sensa-
tional novel called “The Price of Things.”” This book will

amaze all America!

Small-minded critics will claim that

Elinor Glyn should not have dared touch such a breath-taking
subject—that she has handled a delicate topic with too much
frankness. But we want you to read the book before passing
an opinion. This you can do at our risk—without advanc-

ing a penny!

“The Price of Things” is
one of the most daring
books ever written—!
“The Price of Things” is
one of the most sensational
books ever written—!
“The Price of Things” will
be one of the most fiercely
criticized books ever writ-
ten—!

BUT—we don’t ask you to

Warning !

The publishers posi-
tively do not care to
send “The Price of
Things” to anyone
ander cighteen years
of age. So unless you
are over eighteen,
please do not fill out
the coupon below.

While “The Price of
Things” is not a book for
children, it will not harm
anyone.  On the contrary,
you will be a better man or
Woman for having read it.
When you see the frightful
price these women paid for
love that was not theirs to
give or take—when you see
the manner in which society

take our word for all this.

Simply send us your name and we'll send
you the book. Go over it to your heart’s
content—read it from cover to cover—let
it thrill you as you have never been thrilled
before—then, if you don’t say it is every-
thing we claim—and a lot more!—simply
mail it back and it won’t cost you a penny.
Isn’t that fair?

“T"HE PRICE OF THINGS” is a
flaming tale of love, written by the
master - mind that dared to create
“Three Weeks,” “The Philosophy of
Love,” “His Hour,” and “The Seventh
Commandment”’—great novels all. But
“The Price of Things” is more thrilling,
more powerfully irresistible than all
these others—greater probably than all
of them combined.
“The Price of Things” is a story of the
love-life of a good woman and “another
woman” and the fate that befell them
both, in those mad, wild days when the
world was a riot of war and blood and
love — of passion unrestrained — when
all conventions and civilized veneer
were cast aside, and real human nature
stalked forth naked and unshamed. In
no other setting would even Elinor Glyn,
most daring of all writers, dare to paint
such scenes. And even so, if it were
not for the fact that behind it all,
tucked wholly in the background, there
is a powerful moral, even Elinor Glyn,
with all her charm and power, would
hardly have been justified in writing
such a breath-taking story.

This big book with its nearly 300 pages
of flaming, ardent love-making will
thrill you as you have never been
thrilled before—but it will open your
eyes. At times you will almost be
frightened at its brutal frankness, but
once started you will not cease reading
for the world. The detailed scenes of
the acts and thoughts and passions of
men and women under dreadful stress,
when they do things from which at any
other time they would recoil in horror,
will hold you spellbound.

exacts its toll from those
who break her laws, you
will agree that Elinor Glyn was amply
justified in subjecting herself to the
dangers of being censored in order to
let the truth be known.

This Book May Shock
Some People!

INARROW-MINDED people may be
shocked at “The Price of Things!”
They will say that it is not fit to be read.
But this is not true. It is true that
Madame Glyn handles a delicate topic
with amazing frankness, and allows her-
self almost unlimited freedom in writing
this burning story of love. Still the story
is so skillfully written that it can safely be
read by any grown-up man or woman.
Furthermore, Madame Glyn does not care
what small-minded people say. And she
doesn’t write to please men and women
with childish ideas and prudish sentiments.
She always calls things by their right
names—whatever phase of life she writes
of, she reveals the naked truth. And in
“The Price of Things” she writes with
amazing candor and frank daring of the
thing she knows best—the greatest thing
in life—Love!

SEND NO MONEY

YOU need ot advance a single penny
for “The Price of Things.” Simply fill
out the coupon below—or write a letter—
and the book will be sent to you on ap-
proval. When the postman delivers the
book to your door—when it is actually in
your hands—pay him only $1.97, plus a
few pennies postage, and the book is yours.
Go over it to your heart’s content—
read it from cover to cover—and if you
are not more than pleased, simply mail
the book back in good condition within
five days and your $1.97 will be refunded
gladly.

Elinor Glyn’s books sell like magic—by the

1

n Would Dare
ite a Book Like This !/

on! “The Price of Things,” being the
‘most sensational book she has ever written
—and that's saying a lot!—will be in
greater demand than all others. Every-
body will talk about it—everybody will
buy it. Soit will be exceedingly difficult to
keep the book in print. We know this
from experience. It is possible that the
present edition may be exhausted, and you
may be compelled to wait for your copy,
unless you mail the coupon below AT
ONCE. We do not say this to hurry you
—it is the truth.

Get your pencil—fill out the coupon NOW.
Mail it to The Authors’ Press, Auburn,
N. Y., before it is too late. Then be pre-
pared to read the most sensational novel
ever written!

| The Authors’ Press, Dept: 512 ]
1 Auburn, N. Y. 1
| Send me on approval Elinor Glyn's
| sensational novel, “The Price of |
Things.” When the postman delivers [

| the book to my door, I will pay him
| only $1.97, plus a few pennies postage.
| If the book is not satisfactory, I may I
| return it any time within five days

after it is received, and you agree to
refund my money.

1
|
I
|
I
|
1
| Addeess..

| cieyanaseace.

Send cash i sdvanes
ayient must be g
her Eaition, 8.
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Here’s What
You’ve Been
Waiting For

Unless something unfore-
seen happens the winning
story in the $1000 prize
contest will be published
in the October number. You
will find it one of the most
wonderful stories from life
that has been published.

i ]

And that is not all. There
is a big new serial begin-
ning in the same number.
DREAM LIGHTS—A Ro-
mance of Southern Shores

—that you will write to us
and say is one of the most
alluring love stories you
have ever read.

ol . ]

Now don’t miss this tip
and be sure and tell your
friends about the October
Dream  WoRLD, the
stands

on

September 15

It will be one of the most
entertaining magazines you
have ever seen.

d

o
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ABOLISH tHe TRUSS FOREVER

You know by your own experience the
truss is a mere makeshift—a false prop
against a collapsing wall—and that it is
undermining your health. Why, then,
continue to wear it? The binding and
pressure prevent proper blood eireula-
tion, thus robbing the weakened muscles
of the nourishment which they must
have if you expect them to regain their
normal strength and elasticity.

The Plapao — Pads Are Different

STUART'S PLAPAO-PADS are en-
tirely different from the device called
the truss in the following respects:

First—The primary and most impor-
tant object of the PLAPAO-PAD is to
keep wmmnny pplied to the relaxed

he medication called Plapao,
e bac e
taken together with the ingredients in
the medicated mass, is intended to in-
erease the circulation of the blood, thus
reviviiying the muscles and restoring
them to their normal strength and elas-
ticity. Then, and not untl them, can
you expect the rupture to.disappear.

d—Bei
purposely to prevent the pad Eram ShITE
ing, they have therefore proven to be
an important adjunet in retaining rup-
ture that cannot be held by a truss.
There is no metal about the PLAPAO-
PADS—no straps, buckles or springs
attached. No ‘dlgging in” or grinding
sur ey are soft as velvet—

e to apply—Inexpensive.
Continuous day and night treatment at
me. No delay from work.

UPON THEIR OATH

Huudreds of peonle, old and young, have
gone hefore

8

edge oaths, at the PLAPAO-
PADS cured their rupture—some of them
most aggravated cases and of long standing.

Rev. John Mitchell, Bethel, Minn., de-
clares under oath:

1 am cored perecly after 20 years of anxily, and

o Support of any Kind, 1 tried

m i n 3

ong o find o
i betters and. thes e far -mer bt
‘u\) truss. The fact that I am over 76 years old

1y makes this cure a marvelous. one.

No Charge

o
inventor

thal o
ture, Tight
about your daily dul
the same

hess fo defe
Awarded
Gold Medal

kDo Away With Steel and Rubber
Bands That Chafe and Pinch

for It--Now or Ever

rous offer is made
e Th P TARAG,
S to enable 10,000 more rup-

“the

Mr. § A, Figh, 750 Toster St North An-

dover, Mass., states

1 fesard iy cure mu.. i o st s 1
am over 71 years old, Wwas so bad that 1 came
By hoak anskeitag i Jas o only el

e
o FLAPAGFADS for 90" dayy o effect o complet
W. C. Connor, Palmyra, Ark., declared
aniler ot
‘I am surely glad I tried sour Plapao-Pads on my
buby boy. T put them on him the fist of Jast May,
and o wore them 60 and was well. ‘We have
Hver Soen anything of tho Tupture o ‘anyibing wrong
S i sinee. "o e now 'y e over ' tno ears
d, and is @ fine, healthy boy.”
Ar. L. C. Jones, Merrill,

Wis., declares

th:

was cured while engaged in the hardest kind of
work, and ‘now”my doclor says Y um stronger than I
was b was casy to see how your Plapao:

o years old,

ade. the muscies firmer. 1 am now
t now o much el

sou don’t
B o e thorwaske and T am o il and WelL>
*hese are w of the hundreds of
enthusiastic lotters we have recelved from
hose cured by the 1-m|1- AO-PAD:S is

The Plapao-Pad Explained

The principle upon which the PLAPAO-
PAD works can be easily figured out by not-
above, and reading the

'LAPAO-PAD is made of a strong,

flexible material “E" whi

onform to t ovements

be perfectly comfortabl ¢
csive simi

“A" is the enlarged end of the PLAPAO-

PAD, which overiles the atrophied and

wealiened muscles to ki

ing away further. “B’

ol s v Ut Slocks e
orifice, and

ng end which is to
be plastered over the hipbone to give solidity.

Brings About These Benefits

hen the PLAPAO-PAD is successfully

applied these wonderful benefits quickly
follow
—The tured parts are sustained and

held together.

—The weal muscles recover their elasticity
snd strongth.
sl ghtly, paintal and dangerous
proll’\lswns disay
—Th riblo. “Araging down" sensation
banished, never to retun

You recover the e vigor, vitality, enersy and
strength you have o

S Ton dosic botter.. you feel battes-and you
are better in every. one “re-

proves, ot
enjoy life without fear of trouble.

Common Sense Way

‘Weakened tissue—that's

‘the Togical com:

the Jo

strengih

Close the nerala

s nataro intended so the rupture
CANT come down.

Another striking feature of the PLAPAO-
PAD troatmont is the comparatively short
timo 1t " take emults, | This 18
bocause tho action is continuous—night and
day, throughout the whole of the 21 hours

MAKE THIS TEST AT OUR
EXPENSE

muscular
upture and

t you to make a personal test of
this remarkable scientific treatment at our

et prevent the pad o shitting
and getting out of plact

FREE Rupt

expen: more severe the {est, the

etter it. The test costs you
nuthing. “e R P S
the cot

o the
ured

FREE

10 000 Rupture Sufferers to get TRIAL PLAPAQ and
Illustrated Book on RUPTURE, Absolutely FREE

Send No Money—Just This Coupon

Gentleme:

Name. .

Awarded
Grand Prix

Mail the Coupon Today

Address. .

I
|
i
|
|
|
|
|
|
I
!

Date.

Plapao Laboratories, Inc.
Block 474 St. Louis, Mo.

‘Without charge for it—now

: o
er—please send, by return mail, trial of PLAPAO and illus-

rated book on rupture.
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What New Steps
This Fall?

What will be the new dances this fall? Will the now popular
fox trot and tango remain in public favor? If so, what new
steps will be introduced to vary these dances? Is the old-
fashioned waltz coming back in style again? If it is coming
back do you know how to do it correctly? Will the best
orchestras play fast or slow
music? Loud or soft?

.J

All these questions and many
others of interest to every lover
of the dance are answered in
the September issue of DANCE
LOVERS MAGAZINE, the recog-
nized authority on all phases of
dancing. Mr. Murray, the
world’s foremost teacher of
ballroom dancing, shows you
with carefully drawn diagrams
and illustrations, how to do the
very latest steps and how to
teach them to others.

g

Contents of

September Issue

Religious Colleges Make :
by Opposing

g

erious _Disap-

ance of Isadora
n

T B e A

k-Bend
a Good Kick

h?

Adolph Bolm

Qutwitting the Moo
Best Records of the

Other well-known authorities and danc-
ing teachers write on all phases of
dancing, stage, acrobatic, eccentric,
ballet, interpretive and other variations
of the dance. Dance Lovers Mac.
ZINE is beautifully illustrated with many
full-page photographs of famous dancers
which are suitable for framing. A
glance at the contents listed on this page
will give you some idea of the enormous
scope of this brilliant publication.

Month
uddichead Buys
[wo Tickets for the

Mrs.

Dm\(e b to Your-Type
Sp

The Relum of the Dolly

Too \Iucl\ Freedom in
n Dancing
Supae
c md( rella Steps Out
ife

te:
Flamenco

End of the Rain-

The lmcrrogaunn Point

The Dance

Dance Tt
Dancers Contest

SEPTEMBER ISSUE 95
ON SALE AUGUST 23:d Cc

1926 Broadway - New York

Macfadden Publications, D.“W. 9,
1926 Broadway, New York City _

I am enclosing $1.00.- Please enter my name for a six months’ subscription to Daxce Lovers
Macazixe beginning with the current issue. This is in connection with your special offer.

These photographs,
taken from a recent

number
Address>c:. i vagt s S
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Anew way to advertise my Super-Quality line of beauty
preparations. Every article a genuine surprise. Six prepa-

rations, each one a rare treat,
and introductory purposes at a

a

use a shampoo, a hair remover,
beauty cream, a mail gloss, a_cuticle
mover, and a face powder regularly. You
buy cértain brands because you believe they
are the best. But if you find something
better you change.

It is not easy, however, to induce you to
change from one brand to another. That is
why T am not_asking you to do it. T want
RY remarkabie beauty

I am making this un

preparations—and,

usual Surprise Offer g0 you will find it
worth while to do
This

affer Inclitos a full s 75¢ bottle
of concentrated Empress
Shampoo which, while thamughly cle;\nsml{‘
leaves the hair soft an and_rinses
e L
use only abou 4 the _quantity
usually required; a full-size 75¢ bottle of
Empress Hair Remover, a liquid depilatory
compounded of soothing oils, of non-offen:
glor, sure, clean and harmless; an attrac
$1.4 of Empress Lemon Cream. Con
Nature’s own ingredients by
cars, whiten;
mplexion; a 5 < of
Gioas ani_ Bmoeetss clos
R prepar:
tion which gives your n:
a beautiful flesh tint pol
with one stroke, instant
Without buffing or polishing,
and will last two weeks re-

H

ve

ess Nail

Jean LeDaree, care of

The Empress Company, Dept.

820 Eighth Avenue, New York

by parcel post

Your roducts. i
Dav: ihe postman

29,

your

age arri
Tefund s’ money upon reaus

Name. .

Address......

LoState...o...

Shade of

Face Powder desired.....

Rouge or

Powder compact.....

5 surprise
s “advertised in

rld.”
sl the m ety detlvery ‘Sherdcs whon-the pack:
It T am ot delighted you agree to

now offered for advertising
price that saves you $1.75!

gardless of what work you do with ‘Dul

hands; a 60¢ bottle of l',llllvnﬂn Ma

0il, a sclenllﬁc cuticle rvmover compnumlcd

of ‘soothing oils, no acid, no soreness, mno

hangnails; a full-size 31 00 box of Empres:
Cowder, made entirely of imporied

materials, ndsr the supervi a sl

specialist Will preselvhnot destroy—

ven the most delicate skin,  All shades.
!

g
n this offer

iny o

because the advertising \zﬁ: of " placing
these preparations on- your dressing table
will be worth a great deal to For
obvious reasons, however, I cannot hold

mpress preparations your dealer will then
supply
advantage of _this Tntroductory

will be

HE EMPRESS CO.
(Makers of Beauty Preparations since 1899)
Dept. 29, 820 Eighth Avenue, New York

FREE!

If you act promptly
I will include free
with your surprise
package a beautiful
rouge or powder com-
pact in a metal vanity
case. Mail the coupon
at once and receive
this compact free.

-
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Here’s Positive Proof
That I Can Grow New Hair

These are true, unretouched photographs showing Mr. Murray Sandow’s hair before—and 60 days

after using my remarkable new treatment for baldness and falling hair.
Many others report equally astonishing results.

instance.
not risk a cent.

For I positively guarantee results or charge you nothing.

This is not a rare
To try my new discovery you need
Mail coupon below for

booklet describing my treatment and 30-Day Trial offer in detail.

Founder of

OR many months you have seen
Fannouncemems concerning my new
treatment for baldness and falling
hair. If you are bald and have tried other
treatments without results, then naturally
you are skeptical. All right, I don’t blame
you.
But what better PROOF is there that
I can actually grow new hair than these
two photographs reproduced above. They
illustrate a result that hundreds of others have written us
they, too, have secured through use of my marvelous discovery.
In thls pdl’llCular case, Mr. Murray Sandow, of New York
thv started my treatment January 23, 1924—and sixty
days later—as you can see—he had an almost entirely new
growth of hair.

Entirely New Method

My invention involves the application of new principles in
stimulating hair growth. It proves that in many cases of
baldness—the hair roots are not dead—but merely dormant.
The reason tonics and other treatments fail to grow new hair
is because they do not reach these dormant hair roots, but
instead simply treat the surface of the scalp.

To make a tree grow, you would not rub “growing fluid”
on the bark. Instead you would get right to the roots. And
so it is with the hair.

No Excuse for Most Baldness

At the Merke Institute on Fifth Avenue, New York, I've
treated scores of prominent stage and social celebrities—some
paying as high as $500 for the results my methods produced.
Yet now, by means of the Merke Thermocap Treatment,
adapting the same principles to home use—thousands of

By ALOIS MERKE
Merke Institute, Fifth Av

S e

men and women everywhere are securing the desired results
—right in any home where there is electricity—and for just
a few cents a day!

I don’t say my treatment will grow hair in every ¢
There are some cases that nothing in the world can hdp
But since so many others have regained hair this new way,
isn’t it worth a trial—especially since you do not risk a
penny? For at the end of a month if you are not more than
delighted with the growth of hair produced, you won’t be
out a cent. That’s my absolute Guarantee. AND YOU

ARE THE SOLE JUDGE.
Coupon Brings FREE Book

No matter how thin your hair may be—ro matter how many
methods you have tried without results, send at once for the
32-page book telling about this wonderful SCIENTIFIC TRE
MENT. It gives scores of reports from others which indicate
what this treatment will mean to you. Merely fill in and mail me
coupon below and I will gladly send you the vitally interestir
S e e s e
Thermocap Treatment. Clip and mail the coupon today. Allied
Merke Institutes, Inc., Dept. 739, 512 Fifth Avenuc,
New York C

Allied utes, Inc.,
Dept. 739, 512 Fifth Avenue, New York City.
Please send me, without cost or obligation on my part, the free

copy of the new booklet describing in detail the Merke Thermocap
‘Treatment.

Name. .

, Mrs.,

Address
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$90 Draiting Course Free

There is such an urgent demand for lgractxcal

trained Drasftsmen that I am making this special offer in order
to enable deserving, ambitious and bright men to get into this line of
work. I will teach you to become a Draftsman and Designer,until you
are drawing a salary of $250.00 a month. You need not pay me
for my personal instruction or for the complete set of instruments.

$250 a o2 i;"i;g Chief Draftsma}t
agreement an | Will TrainYou Personal y
MOnth guarantee.Draft: »

men’s work i 3 on practical Drafting-

.. bleasant an room work Until you are

prgofgt&ble. Posgtlotrrlg are open paying | competent and Until you &g
) A a year In 3 %

They are open everywhere. Thousands of are in a pefmane'lt DOSi C
men are needed who have just the kind of tion at a salary paying at
training I will give you. You can get this least $250 per month. This is an
training during spare time in your own home. exceptional opportunity for a
few selected ambitious men, be-

Mail the Coupon | v Vit ey,
for my valuable book —“Succesful | SendtheCoupon [; e

Draftsmanship.” It explains how YOU can be- o -
come a Successful Draftsman in a short time. | OFaletterandlet metell competent 533,'23“2
‘The book is free at present, so write AT ONCE. you how you can be- i Ceula
come a Draftsman in your fatie 3
spare time and earn a good [ % Turnish “yes iree
salary. Don’t delay — send El!::mn:‘.%:ﬂ:h::p;:ufv‘ﬂ?
the coupon at once. - et Ll

FREE—this 252

Draftsman’s Working Outfit
m Theseare regular working
instruments, the kind I use my-

self. I give them free to you if you
enroll at once. Send the Free Coupon today,

EENAENENEEEENENENEERENNERND
Free Course Offer Coupon ]
Chief Draftsman Dobe

1951 Lawrence Ave.  Div, 12-26, Chicago
Without any obligation to me please
mail your book, “Successful Drafts-
manship” and full particulars of your
liberal “‘Personal Instruction” offer
to a few students. It is understood
Iam obligated in no way whatever,

Earn While Learning

You can be earning a handsome in-
come while learning at home. This is a special
offer I am making. Absolutely no obligations of
any kind in sending coupon. But you must write
at once, as I limit the number of my students.

Mail the FREE Coupon 2t oucs

—
book— ‘“Successful Draftsmanship, *’ also hst o( open

positions and for the free offcr to be earning good money at
once while learning at home. 'nus offer is limited and in order
to benefit thereby — act at onc

Chief Draftsman Dobe

1951 Lawrence Ave., Div, 12-26. Chicago, Ill.
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I Guarantee To Reduce You
Quickly. Pleasantly —
o Music

Try My Enjoyable Method for Five Days—
Without Any Obligation to Keep It

By “Pat’’ Wheelan
“The Man Who Keeps People Slender”

WO years ago 1 devised a new
method by which the most over-
weight person can quickly reduce to
normal, xdeal weight and figure—and en-
,m‘ doing it.

It's different—this new “musical method.”
No strenuous gymnastics —no dieting,
drugs, baths or appliances of any_kind.

set certain simple yet scientifically
designed reducing movements to the live-
liest, catchiest music I could find. And it
has had marvelous results. T've seen 20,
40, 60 and even 70 pounds taken off in only
a few weeks.

A New Reducing Method
.That’s FUN

Everyone who uses it calls it FU
They say the music makes it as keenly
enjoyable as dancing, Yet it has taken off
the pounds like magic, Heavy, lumbering
figures have quickly become slender and
graceful again. Complexions have cleared
—dull eyes once more svaride. - Many

e

)‘ouxlgel after only a fc\\- short
ek

“first T used this new
muhod only with my personal
pupils, among them some of the
wealthiest and best- knu\\ n peo-
ple in New York. These men
and women had both the time
and the money to take any

or all the famous
“cures” of Europe and
America. - Yet" they came

to me—and they -paid me
big fees—because I could
show them how to obtain
the same results without
any disagreeable inconven-
iences ahd without any
punishing self-denials,

Now Offered to
One and All

After a while it occurred
to me that there was no rea-
son why my new method
could not be used by anyone
who had a phonograph. I
had_been using a phonograph
to_furnish the muSlC fer my
private lessons. i adis
tion to the m uslc. 1 gave the
directions and commands with
my own voice, it would amount
to exactly the same thing as
my personal instruction. And
thousands of people would be
able to benefit, where only a
few hundred could before.

So T had my entire course
reproduced on five special
double-disc records.

Thousands of men and
women have since followed
my little lessons through

How Much
Overweight
Are You?

DREAM WORLD

Height
48 410 58 52 54 ¥
i 20 106 110 115 120 127 143 151
Ideal Weights for 30 108 112 117 122 131 148 156
—p 40 106 110 114 120 129 146 154
Women 50 102 106 110 116 123 140 148
60 97 110 105 110 117 134 142
_ 70 95 ' 99 103 107 114 131 139
their
Teight
with the same amaz- | As® 5 g
= 5 52754 56 58 510 6 62
ing ’;e’“m-la’ s 20 126 131 138 147 156 163 174 186 Ideal
e e 30 130134 140 149 157 166 177 189 Weights
but a small fraction 40 123 127 133 140 149 159 170 181
of the cost. Grateful 50 118 122 128 134 143 153 163 174 for
letters like the follow- 60 113 117 123 129 138 148 158 168
ing pour in on me: 70 112 116 122 127 136 146 156 166 | <@mm Men
“I feel it but right
and proper to tell you what wonderful re-  vil £ send o the complete course on
sults T have Obial"cfl in just this short time. (8" dn:,“ without” fhe slightest  obligation {6

I have lost 4% pounds and h:

the records ﬁ»e da) I not

only beneficial but extremely pleasant and

fascinating. You are at perfect liberty to

1se my name, for I want all women to
know just how good your method is.
Mrs. George Anderson,

2017 South 9!/1 Street,

Salt Lake City, Utah.

I Guarantee Results

All you have to do is to follow the
simple instructions my voice gives you—
going through certain graceful, swaying
movements in time to a rousing march
or dreamy waltz—and you—anyone—can
reduce in an amazingly short time to your
normal, ideal weight. T've seen it happen
so often, so infallibly, that I can abso-
lutely guarantee it.

ter what your present weight — no
matter what other more strenuous and disagree-
able methiods you may have tried in vain I
gnarantee to remove your unwelcome i
and effectively. 145 not, ‘the trial will not
cost you a_penn;

For every man and woman there is a_definite
standard of weight—the weight that produces
the ideal fgure—deal for beauty and attractive.
ness—ideal, too, for health and vigor. These
standards_are shown above for every age
‘Consult the. tables mow. Find out how
much you are n remember that
T guarantee to take of ounds—
to quigidy and ‘surely bring backe your youthtul,
slim figure—to restore_you, perhaps as never

efare. 1o sbaunding vieilty 2nd health. And
you'll call it FUN
Try It At My Risk—
Send No Money .
So sure am I that you will have the same mar-

velousresults as thousands of others—and_that
you' will notice these results at once—that I am

ceep
q\mpl) mail the coupon—or write g letter if
you prefer—: will at once send you the
B
5" double-dise_revords—i plain_container, so
you

refunded instantly and without question. You
are to be the sole j

ut, in fustice fo Sourself, investigate. See
for ourself, Without * riskiny penny, how.

our “superfldous _fles|
qulckly you can slmost see it go. See how “easy
y—many
“much  better

und a
how

Mail the coupun today
is limited, s offer may have to be with-
Fesion, 80" Inskatisitn ot once.. Rt ¥
guarantee results, and,_my refund offer_protects
you from all risk. “Pat” Wheelan,
bridge Bldg., Fifth Avenue, New York
“Pat” Whe

159 anbndte Bldg. Fifth Avenue

I\e York Ci

The number of sets

at once, IN
s BOUBLETC
‘instructions

PLAIN WRAPPER, the
records, together with the
whicl i

5 days,
are then to refund my money at once. 1
be sole judge.

Name. ..

Address. ..

Citytinsras
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msrmeE
Down

Bringsthis
Beautiful Combination

Writing Desk
and Bookcase

Yes, only $1 with the coupon below
brings this handsome and useful piece [ fi
of furniture to your home on trial, Here
is something that’s a real necessity in
a well furnished home. Hardly a
day passes but some one in the family
has occasion to use a writing desk.
And here is a place to keep all
writing material, paper, envelopes, [}/
etc. A place, too, to put away } /
letters and papers you want to
keep. And a handsome,
convenient bookcase be-
sides. Read this won-
derful offer!

3ol)ays'l‘rnal :

Just $1 with the coupon below brings this
writing desk and bookcase to your home on
30 days’ trial. Use it just as if it were your [}
own; note the wonderful convenience; exam- f
ine the sturdy constru ion; see wh: hat 2 hand- |
some piece of furniture it is. After 30 days, if
youwish, you may return it at our expense and |
we'll refund your $1.00 plus all freight charges
you paid. No risk to you; no cost for the trial.

s25° a Month |

But if you decide to keep the Writing Desk |
and Bookcase pay only $2.50 a month—youw’ll

scarcely feel the expense—until you have paid &
that rock-bottom smashed price, only $24. 9&: 3:.’5?:'.3 holes; os; plenty of PR ‘paper,
A real bargain—just compare the price wi -
spot cash prices for equal value in the retail piefesty A et J‘?ﬂﬂ.‘:&‘h'}’w&'ﬁn&”‘“ otk verine
stores—yes, o7 anywhere else. And Straus Eoin' s wide roomy drawor below; amplo room to kecp beoks S
& Schram gives almost a year to pay, be- Tos wite, 15 . Gecp and 08 1, Mighe . Comes Brted itk Iock and ey
e Vet Bttt pople. sirahiere Siopn vg:“ % Tiolbs: o SN;& o s«.:!u;.:%’.‘.'.,l ;.:mm B
5 > i i ler Mahogany by No. B7847A; Walnut by 7848A
ler)l:t:'};etgx: Scregt(: ‘xjxfcg:‘frg,gf ceshpothing Send $1.00 with coupon, $2.50 monthly, price $24.90;
L3 C 3 send strans & Schram, Dept. 1816 Chicago, lll.
argainPrice Sz B S e
NOW' the wﬁ Dk mipockess Lom o iy ey 2t 8550 et month T
. Rof satisticd, 1 will Feturn the. o Sreting Bk aad Booicare WA 10 duve
Only a limited number on this special sale at and you agres to refund my §1.00 and any freight charges I

the bargain price. Only $1.00 with the coupon a (Check: finish desired.)

Free Bargain Catalog| rnssthe Vo SN | Quirmomimimimomis
Shows _thousands of bargains in ng Desk and Sis

home furnishings, furniture, jew-| BOOKcase on 30 days'trial. Sat-

E Name
elry, carpets, rugs, curtains, silver- | isfaction guaranteed or your o
ware, phonographs, stoves, dishes, | $1 plus all freight charges refunded. or o Nov. - S5
aluminum ware, porch and lawn A real opportunity; don’t miss it! Shipping
o rem Wikt ot witiant eeans: | Send coupon 0w while this offer lasts. Point =
Post
e

Straus & Schram, 5% Chicago | “ womswmmews

of home furnishings, mark X hore
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And it’s yours

DOWN

The Greatest Typewriter Bargain
Offered

ver Offer

Right now we are making you the greatest typewriter
offer you ever dreamed of: i
ful standard Shipms
$3.00down. Tenday.

an eye opener.  This wonder-
Ward Rebuile Underwood only
free trial and the easiest monthly

payments, shipped direct to you from our big factory.

Ten Days’ Free Trial

Yes, only $3.00 down puts this genuine
atc model  Shipman-Ward _ Rebuilt
Underwood in your home. You can
try it, test it, and then decide. See for
yourself how new it is, how it writes.
You must be satisfied. Your $3.00 un-
conditionally returned if at the end of
ten days you are not satisfied. The cn
tire transaction will not cost you one cent.

Easy Monthly Payments

Little more than rental. Balance of
payments so small you will hardly notice
them, while you enjoy the use of this
wonderful machine. - You don't have to
scrimp and save to pay cash. All at a
big saving to you.

Five Year Written Guarantee

With cvery typewriter we give a writ-
ten guarantee. hese  machines  are
rebuilt like new by the famous SHIP-
MAN - WARD PROCESS. Equipped

with late improvements. You can't tell
them from a new machine. The world’'s
standard typewriter, the same models as
sold by the Underwood Typewriter Com-
pany today, at a big saving to you. Act
Now! et this splendid offer and save
money.

Free Book of Facts

Write for this free book of facts explain-
ing Shipman-Ward's wonderful system
of rebuilding typewriters. We show
exactly how it's done. y

to buy them. Complete and v
information about the typewriter indus-
try, both instructive and educational.

ACT NOW! Mail this coupon today.

Free with Every Typewriter

A complete course in touch typewriting
You don't have to know how to operate
a typewriter. You can leamn to operate
this machine in one day. We also give
free a waterproof cover and all tools that
come with a typewriter.

SHIPMAN-WARD MFG. CO.

3316 Shipman Bldg., Chicago, Ill.

Montrose and Ravenswood Aves.

From Factory to You

ese machines are shipped direct from our factory—
the largest typewriter rebuilding plant in the world
The: y the famous SHIPMAN-WARD

)

xpensiv
es onderful money
saving offer to you. ACT TODAY, take advantage
of it and you will save money.

Al Shipments made direct to you from our modern factory
rebuilding plant in the world.

—the largest typeuw

FREE BOOK COUPON

Shipman-Ward Mfg. Co.
3316 Shipman Bldg.

Montrose and Ravenswood Aves., Chicago

Send by re

mail your wonderful offer of
dard Rebuilt Underwood, also
(This is not an order and
does not obligate me in any way.)

Post Office.
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Into the Dream World

By BERNARR MACFADDEN |

HE night has fallen.
T Your duties for the day are done.
It is your rest time and you sink into peaceful slumber.

And then you begin to dream. You enter the imaginary world of
subconsciousness.

If you are poor, you dream that you are rich. You live in a castle
and are attended by a host of servants. Everything your heart may
desire is yours.

And if you are rich; if you have been encumbered with the respon-
sibilities of wealth; if your position in life, so strictly dominated by
convention, has bored and irritated you beyond recall, you dream of

being poor.
g And free to come and go without being hindered by the ties that
5 wealth brings. ﬂ
i The poor man finds himself growing rich in the dream world.

The rich man lays aside the heavy loads that come with wealth.

And both can dream they are free from the environments and con-
ditions which were monotonous and irritating.

In our dreams the poor vagrant can hobnob with kings. He can
play with royalty and be blinded to the defects which they possess in
real life.

We place a halo around the things we love, and a “smoke screen”
around that which we hate.

We can see black at will in those whom we have painted black;
we can see white in those whose purity we do not question.

In our dreams we try toc get a reverse motion — to get away from
the monotony of life as we lived it.

We are searching for freedom. We want to tear off the shackles.

To some these shackles are represented by wealth, to others they
may come in the form of poverty.

But the DREAM WORLD refuses to recognize any difference.

The rich, the poor—all are treated alike within this realm.

And it beckons you, welcomes you. It maintains open house at all
sleepy times.

A2 TR

Enter into it all you who may be weary of the monotony and sor-
didness of reality.

And in the DREAM WORLD you will find the radiance that will
glorify your experience until—you awake to a new day.

S N Ry




Small Town
MORALS

YEAR ago I was one of the thousands of
A unregarded girls in a great rubber factory in
Akron. To-day I am the happiest and most for-
tunate girl in the world. There’s a good deal of
a story in between. Perhaps other girls who get dis-
couraged might like to read it, and see how I climbed
out of the ruck.
I must go back a little before my rubber factory days.
I was born in West Virginia in a little settlement not
far from Wheeling. My family was as poor as any
family could be and hold together. But there was some
~p1rk of ambition in me in spite of the poverty and
ignominy of our lives. I went to school whenever I
could in spite of my bare feet, and ragged clothes. I
read every scrap of printing I could get hold of. My
poor mother,
old before her
time, used to tell
me sometimes
that her family
aimed descent
from the best
blood of old

5
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England. “Blood will tell,” she would say. “You'll be
like some of your fine forebears.” If we had come from
a best family we had come a long way, for ours wa
pretty close to a worst family. \I\ father was lazy
and worthless, drink whenever he could get the price
my mother had almost lost every spark of 'unhmou and
pride. I went to Sunday-school and the kind old min-
ister took an interest in me, and loaned me books. From
them I learned of other ways of life than those of our
forgotten little corner of the world and I resolved that
some day I would get out and learn things too.

I was seventeen I got a job clerking in the

al store, because I knew enough writing and
arithmetic to keep the crude book: As soon drew
wages I fixed my clothes a little. I could sew, and 1

bought stuff cheap at the store,. and made my a
couple of cotton dresse bought myself a pair of

slippers and the first hat I ever had owned in my
life. T helped mother a bit with my mon sup-
pose city people would laugh at how puffed up I
felt with my five dollars a week, but I accomplished
more with it than some city women I came to know
afterward, could do with ten times that.

Then just when I got to feeling that T was on the
way to be somebody, I was tumbled down lower
than ever.

At the time it seemed a cruel thing to happen to

F

“I think I
would rather
meet you some-
where, Mr. Howell, if you
wish to talk with me,” I said



You people of larger minds don’t
know how cruel the people of a
small town can be when they
are hounding some poor girl.
Whether she is guilty or inno-
cent makes no difference. I

lost my job and then

a girl who was trying with all
her might to be decent. But later
on I saw that it was the best
thing for me. If it hadn’t hap-
pened I'd have stayed in the
settlement. It drove me out and
made me see that I must swim or
sink alone. I guess most of the
hard things that happen to us are
good for us, as we see when we
look back on them after they're
long past.

l\\ ASN'T exactly a homely

girl, and when I got my pretty
new dresses the boys began to
notice that I was alive. There
was a picnic back in Sinclair
Woods up in the hil
and Dode Fisher i
vited me to go with
him. T didn’t care
much about Dode, but
it was the first time
I had ever been in-
vited to go out with
a boy, so I accepted.

Dode and T got sep-
arated from the
crowd, and we
weren’t there to go
home with the others
when the wagons were ready to
start. When we did get back to
the place there was no one there.

We had to walk home, and
arrived at midnight. T went to
bed quite calmly. Dode had

tried to kiss me, but I put him in
his place quickly enough and
there had been no more nonsense.

I awoke in the morning to find
my reputation gone. “It’s just what you might have
expected of one of the Carter girls,” said the women of
the town and persons turned away from me in the street
to avoid speaking. They refused to buy from me in the
store.  On Sunday the girls in my Sunday-school class
made it clear that if T were coming, they would not.
Oh! You people of larger minds don’t know how cruel
the people of a small town can be when they are hound-
ing some poor girl who has made a mistake. Whether
she is guilty or innocent makes no difference. If she has
got herself in a place where it looks as if she has done
wrong she is doomed.

SOON found that I would have to leave town. T lost
my job in the store, and I couldn’t get another.
Six ‘months before my Uncle Pratt had gone up to
Akron, and had got work in one of the big rubber

factories. He wrote back twice urging my father to
come to Akron, saying he could get good work with big
pay for himself and the children. My father even con-
sidered going, not that he wanted work himself, but
he thought that he could send my sisters and me to the
factories. He gave it up, partly because he w as too lazy
to make the effort, and partly because he said, “In them
big cities I've heard that the young ones don’t respect
their parents at all. Maybe after I took all the trouble
of moving up there the girls would cut away, and not
give me their wages.”

I resolved to go up to Akron.
My last pay was just about enough
for a ticket. So I got Uncle Pratt’s
address from mother, and left just
a week after the picnic.

That was the first time I'd ever

I took refuge be-
hind a table

been on a train,
and you wouldn’t
believe how scared
I was. And then it
seemed to be carry-
ing me so far from
The train went on
and on, past farms and
towns. I knew I’d never
get back, and I'd have no
one to help me. I had to
stiffen my backbone, and
make my own way now.
When I got to Akron I don’t believe T would ever have
dared leave the depot, but for a kind lady who came and
found out where I wanted to go. She put me on the
right bus and told the man where to let me off. It was
such a great big city, and so crowded and noisy and
smoky. All the people went rushing about, and didn’t
seem to have, time to_stop a minute.

I found Uncle Pratt’s boarding place all right. Tt
was a great big house, but it reminded me of home
because it was so crowded and untidy. The landlady
was kind and gave me a little attic room. But I made
up my mind I wouldn’t stay there after I began to earn
money. I meant to live in a nice place.

home.
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Uncle Pratt seemed
glad to see me when
he arrived in the eve-
ning but made it plain
that T must look out for myself. He
would not be responsible for my board
bill. T went out with him next morn-
ing and he left me in the employment
office of that great sprawling factory that covered as
much ground as the whole town I had left. They
needed girls so I got a job. A smart looking girl took
me through what scemed miles of long rooms and then
left me in a chair beside a desk.

“Mr. Howell will be back shortly,” said the girl.
“They telephoned him from the office about you.”

After a while T
There were some

WAS left there about half an hour.
got up courage to look about me.
girls at work at a long table over near the window. They
were sizing me up, and whispering and giggling. There
were some men moving about at the far end of the
enormous room, but T could not tell what any of them
were doing. I wondered forlornly how I should ever
find my way out at quitting time, and then how I should
find my way back again. T looked over the girls again,
and decided that T would try to make friends with a
pleasant brown-eyed girl who sat at the end of the table.
She saw me looking and gave me a friendly little smile
so I knew I would dare ask her to show me the way out.

x saw him giv~
an order
sheet to Peebles

DREAM WORLD

“Now, then, your name, please.”

I looked up with a start. The foreman of
the room had come back, and was in the chair
by the desk. I was looking into the face of
the man who became at the moment, and
will be forever, my
ideal of all that is
splendid in manhood.

Lynn Howell wasn’t
especially good looking.
You could have walked
through any room in
the factory and picked
out a handsomer man.
But there was some-
thing of the real man

that shone out, and
made you know he
stood far above the
mob. In my narrow

life T had never even
seen a man anything
like him. You knew at
once that he was hon-
orable and clean and
just.  Ignorant little
country girl that T was
T felt that here was a
man to be trusted.

I told him my name
and the other particu-
lars that were to go on
the slip he was making

ut.

“You've had no ex-
perience, of course?”

His voice and the
way he spoke were dif-
ferent from anything
in my experience.

“No, sir.”

“T'll_put you over
here with MissClay for
to-day. She will teach
you the work. I hope

you will do well, and
like it.”
There was a little

smile at these last
words.  But he didn’t
look at me as if T were
a girl at all. If a boy
had been in my chair he would, have spoken and acted
just the same. I learncd soon that he treated all the
girls in just that impersonal way. And he called them
Miss. There were no familiarities of any kind in his
department.

I found that the Miss Clay who was to teach me was
the brown-eyed girl who had smiled. From that moment
the clouds seemed lifting a little. Laura Clay became
my friend, and she helped me a lot. She patiently taught
me my work, which was to paste little loops of rubber
on the hot water bottles. T soon learned and was able
to go on by myself. Mr. Howell saw me working alone
and came over to stand beside me for a moment. Then
he said, “You’re doing very well, Miss Carter, and you
learned quickly.” How I treasured that bit of praise.

AURA took me out with her at noon to the company

cafeteria, and when she found T had no money, she
loaned me enough for my lunches that week. She
walked out with me at night, but we had to part at the
dcor, for she went north, while I turned south.



DREAM WORLD

“Just keep straight up Main
Street,” she said, “and you’ll
come to your street.”

I looked around for Uncle
Pratt. But I saw how foolish
that was. There were
thousands of workers pour-
ing out, so I just drifted
south with the crowd.

The next day I con-
fided to Laura that T
wanted to get a room
in a nicer house.

“I live in an awfully
nice place,” she said,
“but it’s no use hoping
to get you in there.
You couldn’t get an-
other girl in with a
shoehorn, and Mrs.
Megrow has a long
waiting list. But you
go to the Y. W. Branch.
It’s just a little way
from here. Miss Lyon
will send you to some
nice place, and she’ll
give you any other
help you want.”

AM surely glad I

took Laura’s advice
about going to the
Branch, for T was not
only directed to a nice
room, but Miss Lyon,
seeing that I wanted to
improve myself, told
me about the night
classes and helped me
to pick out books.
From that day I left
the old life behind me
as entirely as if T had
stepped into another
world.

The girl who worked
next to me was Dessie

The second
was there she
turned to me and whis-
pered just after Mr.
Howell passed, “What
do think of the
bos:

“I didn’t know there
was anything to think
of him,” I answered.

“Oh,” said Dessie in
peppery tones, ‘‘so
you're that kind of a girl, are you? One of the smart
highbrows. Seems to me you’re putting on quite a lot
for a green girl from West Virginia.”

Dessie was never really my friend after that. She was
always ready to give me little sharp digs when she could.
When she found I was going to night classes she made a
joke of it before all the girls. The time came when she
tried to do me a real injury and if I had ever been the
least bit gay or silly I would have been in a bad situation.

What did T think of the boss? I thought of very
little else. T tried to speak in a low voice, and to learn
good English. I heard the girls say he was a college
man, so I tried to learn all T could so that if he ever did

I shrank in closer behind the cooler

15
notice me he woudn’t find me ignorant. And
I meant that he should notice me. I delib-

erately set out to get that man. I ordered my
whole life to try to be the quiet refined
girl I thought he would like. When I
began to draw wages Laura went with
me to buy clothes, and I bought the
best I could afford, but I kept away
from -the gay colors and
extreme style favored by
some of the other girls. T
knew he wouldn’t like glar-
ing things. I went to night
school for him. T read the
books that Miss Lyon told
me were read by cultured
people.  Perhaps you've
wondered that I could ex-
press myself in fairly cor-
rect English after I
told you what sort of
a home T had. I ac-
complished that in
making myself after
the pattern I thought
Lynn Howell would
like.
I wonder how many
girls set out to make
themselves over
for some man. Of
course, there are
the silly boys and
girls that just sort
of drift together
almost like animals
mating. They are
the ones that find
the divorce court a
year later. Neither
one wants to give
up a single thing to
the other. But
when a girl really,
and seriously, falls
in love she is will-
ing to do anything
to make herself
worthy of the man.
I never accepted
, invitations from
the men I met
around the shop.
My experience at
home had been
enough to make
me very cautious,
and besides that I
wasn’t going to
have Mr. Howell
hear that I had been running around with Tom, Dick,
and Harry. I had never been in a picture show when I
came to Akron. I saw my first one in Laura’s company,
and after that we went about once in two weeks. Laura
wouldn’t run around either. She was engaged to a man
in Cleveland.

HAD been in Akron about ten months. T was doing

well with my work, and I felt that once more I was on
my way up out of the low condition of my childhood
when, one day on my way to lunch, I came face to face
with Dode Fisher in a hallway.

He grinned with pleasure at the sight of me and
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wanted to stop and talk. But I gave him a pretty cold
answer. I hadn’t forgotten that he did nothing to stop
the gossip about me back home. He bothered me for
several days asking me to go to the movies and to dances
with him. At last I made it very plain that T wasn’'t
going anywhere with him and that I didn’t want to see
him any more. He took mean revenge. He had got
acquainted with Dessie and he told her of the gossip
about me back home never mentioning that he was the
boy concerned.

SOON noticed the coldness of the other girls at the
table. Dessie had spread the story well. They told
Laura, but she, like a good
friend, declared she didn't be-
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repeat an ugly story. Remember you may not have
heard the last of this. As for the man who told the
story, I know who he is, and I'll settle with him.”

WE went back to our places and I felt that the lie had

been disposed of for good. But it hadn’t run all
of its ugly course yet, for Mr. Howell had made several
enemies in defending me. T heard rumors that he had
thrashed Dode Fisher and made him acknowledge that
it was a lie before a crowd of men. He threatened Chick
Peebles with a similar fate if he said any more about it.
I never knew exactly what happened but T did know
these two men were now ready to do Mr. Howell harm
if they could and Dessie
Combs would have been glad

lieve a word of it. She had
gone with me for ten months
and knew me pretty well. But
she thought I ought to know
what they were saying and
told me. I felt pretty sick
about it. [ couldn’t see why
I had to be hounded like this
when T had always tried to do
right. But it wasn’t as bad in
the big city as it had been back
home. There everyone was
against me. Here I had many
friends left, Taura and Miss
Lyon, and half a dozen nice
girls at the boarding house.
The worst was the men. They
had heard, too, and they began
speaking to me familiarly and

MY LADY FAIR

By MAGDALEN COOKE

My lady fair I'd deck your hair

With pearls, and jewels, all most rare,

I'd take a million kisses sweet,

And fashion sandals for your feet,
My lady fair.

My lady fair, if you would share

My path through life, I'd never care

If all the skies be dark and drear,

Your smile would banish every fear,
My lady fair.

to help them.

It was not long before little
things began to go wrong in
the department. A piece of
machinery was damaged by
carelessness, but you couldn’t
find out who was to blame.
An order was tampered with
and caused lots of confusion
and bad feeling. Of course
all of these things were marks
against the foreman.

And I was the cause of the

. bad feeling and trouble. T
had decided that the right
thing for me to do was to
quit; to look for a job in one
-of the other factories. I could

Chick Peebles, whom I par-
ticularly detested, caught me
behind a stack of boxes one day and tried to kiss me.
“If you ever touch me again I'll report you to Mr.
Howell,” T said in my anger.
“Oh, you keep all your favors for the boss, do you,”
said Chick Peebles with an ugly sneer.

I\’VAS praying that Mr. Howell wouldn’t hear. But
Dessie carried the story to him with the virtuous
explanation that the girls didn’t like to work with a girl
as bad as I was. Laura was at the water cooler near the
desk and overheard and told me about it afterward.

Mr. Howell answered Dessie, “I don’t believe Miss
Carter is the sort of girl you say. She has been here six
months and she is the most ladylike girl in the room.”

Then he called me for an interview to the little par-
titioned room in the corner that served as an office. To
think that after waiting ten months to be noticed by my
hero it should be on such an occasion as this. Dessie
looked pretty sick when I came into the room, for he had
made her stay to repeat to me what she had said.

When she had finished I took no notice of her, but
spoke directly to Mr. Howell.

“It is true that I left my home because of the gossip
about me in the town. But the gossip was a lie. I went
to a picnic with a young man. We wandered too far
from the crowd and were left behind when the wagons
took them back to town. We had to walk home and
arrived after midnight. There was absolutely no foun-
dation for the things people said about me. If you
know how a small town acts you know I couldn’t stay
there after that, even though I was innocent. And the
man who has spread that story here is the one who
knows it is false from beginning to end. He is the man
that took me to the picnic.”

“Miss Carter, I believe your story. No one could
look at you and think you were other than a good girl.
Miss Combs, I would advise you to be less ready to

get one easily now that I had
experience. But I wanted to
find some excuse to warn Mr.
Howell that he'd better discharge Chick Peebles and
Dode.

The water cooler in our room was located in a good
spot for anyone who wanted to spy. It was back in a
sort of niche in the wall made by a partition. Laura
had been standing there the time she overheard Dessie
talking to Mr. Howell.

I had gone for a drink about the middle of the after-
noon. I was ahead of the girls working with me so I
did not need to hurry. Mr. Howell was not at his desk.
I leaned back against the wall, sipping the water in a
leisurely way, and looking over the room.

“This will fix him,” said a voice so close to me that I
started. It was Chick Peebles talking. I saw then that
two men were standing just beyond the door into the
next room. They were not more than six feet from me.

“It ought to,” said Dode. “He isn’t at his desk now,
and you keep watch out here so if he comes along you
can stop him and ask him some questions. I’ll signal
Dessie, and she'll bring it. T’ll take it to the stockroom,
and hide it until we get a chance to fix it up. There
isn’t a chance for a hitch. He don’t even know the boy
brought it up.”

T shrank in closer behind the cooler. I didn’t want
anyone to see now. I hoped none of the other girls
would come for a drink in the next few minutes.

I SAW Dode step to the door. Dessie must have been
“ watching for him. He made a little motion with his
hand. Dessie looked over the room to see if anyone was
noticing.  All of the girls were bent over their work.
She started toward the door, passing very close to Mr.
Howell’s desk, and taking a paper that lay there. T cotild
see that it was a folded yellow paper, and I had learned
to know that the order sheets were yellow. She handed
it to Dode as she went by and I saw him give the order
sheet to Peebles. I didn’t dare (Continued on page 81)



Love's Recompense

“Little girl, you fill that awful, aching void in my heart

and life,”’ he said to me.

“All winter I have longed for

you, and yet—'’ he lifted my face and I could see how he
“It isn’t fair!’’ I cried. But there came a day
when I knew I had been wrong——

suffered.

“Beth, dear little
girl,” I heard him
say

home in
among the

WAS raised in a cultured
Boston. My forbears were
of our country and I have ever been proud of race

and tradition—my people were Puritans, orthodox
and religious, and 1 had every advantage

My mother was
her talent.

a natural born singer and T inherited
T studied with the best vocal teachers in the

East, and I traveled in
Europe and Egypt after
my schooling was com-
pleted.

We were not wealthy,
and 1 took a position as
art instructor in a girl’s
private school. When I
was twenty-three I de-
cided to spend a sum-
mer in the West. In
spite of my careful
training I longed for an

adventure — a thrill-life
had alwa; been too
conventional—and there

was something in me
that T knew if roused
would defy the bounds
that had guarded me all

my life.
MY mother worried

not a little about
some paternal progen-

itor who had been a sea
rover, and a man whose
escapades are still de-
bated in the coast towns.
It was a family skeleton
and always cau me a
good deal of merriment,
So when I decided to go
West, mother’s admoni-
tions were many — for
the West to her was
brush, Indians,
and poor
English,” such incidents
as the Rocl Yosemite
Valley and Glacier Park
were minor affairs.

“Do be careful Beth; you know you have a heedless
streak, and T couldn’t stand any shock.”

50 I set out in June for three months of abandon.
As I write this, twelve years after, I can still see the
}\(»Lkn‘& still feel their glory, their bigness, their

sublimity. If my life had been narrow, cramped, alien,
I now felt nearer to God than I ever had before, my
viewpoint of life broadened; the shackles that had
bound me were loosed.

I went from one place of scenic beauty to another,
”nn\;{ about as my fancy led. T still had Portland to
for a college friend of mine lived there, and then
7 was to go ?m(k to Boston and my school. But I didn't
go. not th(n and when T did——

I had «ml) a few days to stay in Portland,
nearing the last of August. Daisy, my
the music committee in a large

for it was
friend, was on
church and the
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Sunday I was to be there she wanted me to sing.

I had done this many times in many churches but
that Sunday morning 1 sang it to a man I had never
seen before, Dr. Marshall, who had walked past the
choir and into. the pulpit.

As he passed he turned and for one moment our eyes
met and held, but in that moment I felt he looked into
my very soul and saw it stir—for I loved him!

NOT a passing infatuation of a school girl, but the
awakening in my heart of an emotion, so strange,
so powerful, so wonderful, that life never was the
same again.
“Love Divine All Love Excelling”—was the hymn
I sang that Sabbath evening. I knew my voice had never
sounded so beautiful. I knew a harmony, a fullness, a
quality was there that vocal instruction-did not give.
That man, who arose in his
consecrated manhood, and held
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She was tall, angular, and ungainly, and although she
was but a bride of a year, it seemed to me she was as
staid and settled as a grandmother. But she was kind
to me, seemed to like me from the first, and that regard
she didn't change.

Time passed too quickly, my happiness held a shadow,
1 loved the man I was daily associated with, with a love
that held a passion and longing that only my careful
conventional training kept suppressed.

LIVED in a marvelous house of dreams, of make

believe, and each day was tarnished because I knew
my hopes had no foundation. This glorious house must
come tumbling down before long.

I prayed for strength. I felt I could not go back
and leave Dr. Marshall, and yet never, by word or look,
had he led me to think he cared for me.

He was kind and thoughtful,
always courteous, and that com-

his audience with his magnetism
and sincerity was -my mate. I
knew it, but T didn’t know what
circumstances bound his life,
what duties held him, what
destiny had cast for him.

1 knew something responded
in his look as his eyes held mine.
How futile it all was, I was to
learn later.

At the close of. the service
Daisy took me into the study.
Dr. Marshall came forward and
took my hand. His grasp
thrilled me. I looked up, for he
was very tall, his eyes dark and
magnetic, his voice as musical as
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raderie that must exist between
those intimately associated in
the same work was delightful,
but that was all.

And ‘then winter was gone. I
had still kept my secret. Spring
with its golden mellowness, its
mating birds, its stirring life, its
blossoms with their perfume and
sweetness, was filling the air,
and I must turn my thoughts
away off to New England and
to the black abyss of despair, of
unrequited love.

The first of April, Dr. Mar-
shall went to another city to at-
tend a conference, He was to

h Editors,
1926 Broadway,

the vibrations of a cello.

“You sing wonderfully well,

Miss Bradford. T wish you would take our soprano’s
place, she's leaving.” Daisy brought her pressure at
that. “Yes, and she would make a wonderful secre-
tary, Dr. Marshall. Why not spend the year in
Portland ?”

When we left I asked Daisy casually about Dr.
Marshall. “Oh, he’s grand, we just adore him, he’s
only back from Europe a little over a year, studied
over there——"

“Is he married?” I asked, my heart not daring to
hope.

< g

£S; his wife is away visiting.” T did not ask more.
yet somehow I knew his wife was not thought fine
enough for him.

Of course, I wanted to stay, although I knew I should
not. so I sent in my resignation to the Boston School,
and accepted the position of soprano and secretary to
Dr. Marshall.

My work was delightful; the old church, a beautiful
stone structure, the ivy-covered study at the side. I
think my hours there were the happiest in my life.

Dr. Marshall was a virile, wonderful man, just thirty-
four: not a moment of his day was he idle.

We enjoyed discussion. One day I happened to men-
tion something about social ethics. He looked at me
significantly as he answered, “Beth, man-made con-
ventions are very faulty, but we are bound by them and
although they cause a good deal of unhappiness they
cause less than if we broke them.” I agreed with him.
That evening he invited me to his home to meet his wife,
who had just returned.

I showed myself a true daughter of Eve when I
thrilled because she was not beautiful, not even good-
looking, and I knew I was.

be gone a week. Down in the

study I was sorting over some
papers. when I came across his graduation picture, in
cap and gown.

T caught the picture to me, I rained kisses on the
likeness of the man I loved, then putting my head on his
desk T sobbed as though my heart were breaking.

The door opened quietly, T didn’t Took up. 1 did not
dare, but I heard, “Beth, dear little girl.” He didn't
finish. His picture was still in my hand. He must not
know. My pride asserted itself. T'd lie.

1 looked up. he was so tall, so wonderful, but I didn’t
speak for his eyes were full of tears.

“So you care, little Beth, you care like that?”
voice was husky.

“No I hate you.
lonely,”

He walked over to the door, and turned the key,
then he came back to where I was standing, my head
down.

Gently he led me to a seat, sat down and took me on
his knee, as though I were a child.

Oh, if I could have stayed there nothing would have
mattered. 1 loved him with such intensity and I had
tried so hard not to. Then he said very gently, “Beth,
you know I am a gentleman. God knows, I'm a Chris-
tian, but I love you, I want you more than I ever did
anything in life—="

His

I am going back to Boston, I was

PUT my arms around his neck and I cried great shak-

ing sobs that left me weak and spent.

So he loved me, wanted me, but then sinister and
unlovely arose in my mind that wall impregnable.

He waited until my sobs ended, and then he told me
of his own life of disappointment.

“I must tell you a little personal history”—he con-
tinued, his voicé Jow and tired it seemed to me. “My
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wife is a good woman. and she loves me. as much as her
nature can. Ours Was a boy and girl affair. I went
away, she stayed in the home town. When I came back
I knew my boyhood romance had not stood the test. T
didn’t even care for her. But what could I do? We
were engaged, her people expected we should marry, so
did mine.

WAS a minister, the Shepherd of sheep, surely I
must do my duty. I would be called fickle, incon-
sistent. So I married her—she doesn’t know.”

Little girl, you fill that awful, aching void in my
heart and life.
vet——""his voice broke—"T cannot

He lifted my face and
I could see how he suf-
fered, the pulse in his

All winter I have longed for you, and
love you.”

19

temple throbbed, and the cords in his neck stood out
like ropes, his great body trembled and the desire was
in me to consummate the love 1 felt for this man.
I was clay in his hands, “But why ?”” I cried in agon
“Why do we love? W hy did T come here? It isn't fair.
But he was the wiser, the stronger. ‘‘Much as we
love, dear,” he answered gently, “I cannot break up my
home, shatter my ideals, ruin my usefulness. My wife
is a good woman. No darling, God will chasten us by
fire, but we must not falter.
Vever did I doubt the power that kept that man of

faith. Human endurance alone could not have stood
that test.

He caught me to him in an embrace that hurt, “I want
you to give me one
kiss that I will always
remember.

I did. For one
glorious, soulful mo-

ment he held me, I
wanted to stay there
forever.

Then he put me
down, “That must be
all, Beth, more than
(Cont. on page 87)

He told me wifehood

and motherhood had

made me more beauti-
ful



At the End of the

‘“To-morrow we land, Mimi,’’ he whispered. I

tried to laugh but the words left me cold. It

was to be our last night together on board this

great ship. And after to-morrow—still there
was left to me—to-night!

OUR husbands! And I had never even had one! ' coloring and height and figure. I can always see how
things will look on me when she tries them on.”

Mrs. Bite-Mourice. Morgan Secires Divorce A model’s life in a fashionable Fifth Avenue
From Third Husband modiste’s is not all it’s cracked up to be in the movies.

Wealthy Y oung Sﬁnrt:m«n Reported To Be Not by a jugful.
Number Four Mrs. Fitz-Maurice Morgan was about the most thrill-

This was the head line which I managed to read as ing and exciting event that happened in my young life.
I clung desper- Just even to come re-
ately to a Subway motely in contact with
strap on my way this dashing, naughty and
down to work at fascinating divorcée
Rebeaux’s. from the world of fash-

Mrs. Fitz- ion and society was a
Maurice Morgan! privilege.
I knew her well. Wearing lovely frocks

“Send Nancy and hats and slippers for
Flint to me,” she other women to buy and
would insist the own is what I call a mean,
minute she came tantalizing sort of a job
into the shop. for a pretty girl who just
“She’s just my longs and aches to actuaily
possess them herself.

I WAS pretty. The girls all

said I was lots prettier than
Mrs. Morgan. Mrs. Morgan
who had married and divorced
three millionaires

tragically twent 3

gle. From a distance, what

with the clothes she wore and
the care she took of her com-
plexion, though she must have
been at least thirty-three or
thirty-four. Mrs. Morgan
looked younger, if dmthmo

than T did.

Well, T am drifting away from
my story.

Can you imagine my amaze-
ment and delight when that very
day after Mrs. Fitz-Maurice
Morgan had just bought a half
dozen evening gowns and four
sport suits with hats to match. she
called me to one side and said,
“Nancy Flint. would you like to go to
Europe?”

I nearly fell through the floor I was
so taken aback
. Morgan laughed at my be-
wilderment. She had the prettiest teeth
and laughed on every possible occasion
in order to show them. I‘hc glrls at
Rebeaux’s all said she was sil

“I mean it, Nancy Flint. I have a
proposal to make to you. You are such
a nice girl, always so pleasant and

That hateful
httle beast had
to kiss me




Rainbow

obliging, I'm sure we’d- get son famously. My com-
panion-secretary has left me and I want some one to
go abroad with me. There is always so much scandal
on shipboard. Reporters are the very bane of my
existence. They pursue me as if I were a criminal.
You would protect me from their impertinent intrusions,
help me pick out clothes
in Paris, take charge of
the trunks. You would
find the position con-
genial, I am sure.”

I WAS ‘so confused by
her rapid talk that I
had not collected my
wits by the time she
paused for a reply.

“Well, Nancy Flint,
what do you say ?”

1 was dumbfounded.
To go to Europe! To
have a chance to break
away from the dull
routine of my job and
home! To see the world,
get a glimpse of life!

“Of course I will
make it worth your
while giving up your
position here at Re-
beaux’s. I'm certain
we'd be congenial. You
have curious eyes.”

“Curious eyes?”

“Yes. You are curi-
ous about life, interested
in it. And you have

never had much of a =
chance, have you?” It was a radiogram ad-

1 i dressed to me. sat
t was uncanny the  gown too bewildered to
way, as far as I was think
concerned, she had hit

the nail on the head. So often it is the case that these
women with reputations for being silly and frivolous
are amazingly shrewd.

Needless to say I accepted Mrs. Morgan'’s offer.

I was so excited I could neither eat nor sleep for days.
AT home my family were infuriated. My mother

wept over me. My father threatened to cast me
off. Mrs. Fitz-Maurice Morgan was to them a shock-
ing, wicked and immoral character, but neither tears,
upl)raldmg: nor denunciations could alter my decision.

“T am twenty-six years old. I know what I am domg
T'm sick to death of the humdrum rut of my existence.”

Rebeaux’s had let me have two or three models
which were slightly worn and as I drove down in a taxi
to the dock the morning we were to sail, I don’t think
that in all New York there could have been a happier
or more excited girl.

Mrs. Morgan had given me the keys of her trunk,
her passport, her traveler’s check book, and as I went
up the gang plank, I felt as if T were mounting straight
to Heaven.

My people were so enraged at me that none of them
had come down to see me off.

1 had arrived at the steamer fairly early to see that
the luggage was properly disposed of.

Mrs. Morgan had told me that
was traveling on the same boat.
to act as sort of a chaperone.

“a gentleman friend”
1 realized that T was
Instinctively I knew
that the “friend” was probably the wealthy sportsman
the paper said was to be husband Number Four.

I went to Mrs. Morgan’s suite on deck A and pro-
ceeded to unpack and set out the gold and tortoise
toilet set, the atomizers, boudoir dolls, cushions and
knick-knacks with which Mrs. Morgan embellished her
cabin. Telegrams, boxes of candy, baskets of flowers
and hampers of«fruit began pouring in. Two reporters
came to the door but I sent them off, mindful of Mrs.
Morgan’s wishes.

I was so busy ard thrilled and excited that I paid
no attention to the way the time was going.

E were scheduled to sail at eleven. Mrs. Morgan
1 knew would arrive at the last minute. She had
boastingly related to me her favorite method of making
steamers. Once she had been hoisted aboard from a
fast motor boat, which had overtaken the liner out in
the Bay, another time she had dropped off from a
hydroplane.
When I heard the whistles and sirens blowing, though
I was a trifle nervous, I felt sure that Mrs. Morgan
would arrive somehow before we actually sailed.
Among the floral offerings was a great basket of lily-
of-the-valley and brown gold orchids. It must have
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“To-morrow life is going
to begin all over for both

i AR 5 7

S

cost a iormne,

ome man
must he crazy
about her to

send her flowers
like that,” I
thought wist-
fully as T set it
down.

No one had sent me flowers. A box of peppermints,
two pairs of silk stockings and a lace cap from the girls
at Rebeaux’s.

Suddenly T was aware that we were moving.

I rushed frantically to the door of the cabin right into
the arms of a tall young man who seemed to be just
outside.

“Oh, beg pardon but—are we saﬂmg already >

He smiled. “Why yes, we are off.” and he pointed
back to the wharf cmwded with figures waving hand-
kerchiefs and calling out last good wishes.

“Have we actually started? We won't stop again?”
My throat felt dry and hollow.

At that he laughed outright, but I was too upset to
be offended.

“No stops till Cherbourg.”

N() stops till Cherbourg! The steady throb of the

engines and the swirl of the water told me we
were off indeed. But where was Mrs. Fitz-Maurice
Morgan? A kind of terror seized me. T turned from
the young man who acted amused at my distress. I
rushed to the rail. Already New York seemed miles
away. [ felt ready to cry.
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Suddenly I felt a spark of hope. T looked down.
The Bay was full of hustling officious looking tugs and
dashing motor boats. I looked up at the sky for sight
of an aeroplane. Mrs. Morgan would arrive in one way
or another.
I went back to the cabin to escape the curious interest
of some of the other passengers.
I felt awkward and self-conscious.

I wished with all my heart that
Mrs. Morgan would hurry and
come.

But as the Statue of Liberty w:
left far behind us and we swu
through the Narrows
out into the swecp of

the open sea my hope
began to fail.

What had hap-
pened to Mrs. Mor-
gan?

There was a knock
at the door of the
cabin.

T nearly fell over
the basket of golden
orchids in my eager-
ness to fling it open.
At last she had come!
But it was not Mrs.
Morgan, only a white
coated steward.

With a sinking
feeling I took the en-
velope he handed to
me.

It was a radiogram
addressed to me. I
tore the envelope open with
trembling hands.

“Overslept.  Actually missed
the boat. Return from Cher-
bourg. Bon Voyage—Morgan.”

I sat down on the settee too bewildered to think.
Mrs. Morgan had missed the boat.

I was alone, all alone in this lovely flower filled suite.
Turn back at Cherbourg. Yes, but Cherbourg was a
good six days off. Six days at sea! My eyes rested for
a moment on a magnificent hamper filled with jellies
and fruits and nuts.

I would have to eat these. They would not last.
Voyage. . She had wished me a pleasant .journey.

‘What did it all mean?

Another knock at the door. Again the steward.

“Luncheon is served, madame.”

Bon

COULD see the man’s eyes take in appreciately the

wealth of flowers. His expression as he looked at
me was a compliment.

As I went into the dining saloon I could feel that my
entrance created nothing short of a sensation. Women
nudged each other, craned their necks. The men stared.
It was not until I heard one old dowager whisper to her
neighbor, *“That's her. That's Mrs. Morgan,” that I
realized what it was all about.

sank eagerly into the seat the head waiter drew
forward for me, anxious to avoid these curious glances.

So they took me for Mrs. Fitz-Maurice Morgan, the
wickedly fascinating divorcée. What would they say
if they knew I was only Nancy Flint, a hard working
model at Rebeaux’s?

A thought was born in my brain.
know ?
be Mrs.

Why need they
Why for the six days of the trip might T not
Morgan, have a (Continued on page 83)



Hawaiian Moonlight

There under the glory of the tropic sky he
spoke softly of his great love for me. The
thought of it struck my quivering heart. I could
never tell him. I could never be his. But the

next morning——

I had been at- I could recall was at his uncle’s ranch in Montana. I

E were back home in Los Angeles for the Lester? I puzzled for a moment. The only Lester
holidays—my brother and I.

tending school in New York, Bobby his first decided to disregard the note, and continued dancing.
year at Yale. I was eighteen, an artless, irre- About ten minutes later an attendant informed me I
sponsible school-girlish eighteen, entirely inexperienced was wanted at the telephone.
in love, but athrill with the yearning for it, and deep “Hello, Miss Baxter ?” the voice was deep and a trifle

" in wondrous day-dreams.

husky, but very

“The Sheik” had just been published and my chum at pleasing in ifs

school had procured a copy for me to read on the train.
“Bobby,” T addressed my brother, as I eagerly finished

the last absorbing page and clasped
the book to my breast, “Bobby, T
certainly wish 7 could meet a man like
Sheik! It would be wonderful to
“swept off one’s feet like this girl
was.” I rocked idly back and forth
in the porch hammock, my heart beat-
ing with excitement from my first
sensational novel.

Bob, who was examining his golf
clubs, looked suspiciously at me.

“Yes, you would—not!”

“Oh, but I would, Bob!” I apened
my eyes very widely as I insisted on
my statement. “I would
love to be mastered, to be
forced to do something I
didn’t want to, to meet a
real caveman,” I continued
naively, “who would just—
knock me down.”

“You say that, but you'd
yell your head off if a cave-

the enthusiastic golf- '
fan and we spent the
entire afternoon on
the links.

Several weeks later
we attended a dance
at the Country Club.
I had just finished an
exhilarating one-step with
Jack Lane, when someone
thrust a note into my hand.
I turned to look at the mes-
senger, but he had disap-
peared. Excusing myself
to Jack, I hastily scanned
the few lines. “Meet me
at once in the lilac bower.
Important. ILester.”

man came along. Forget this i

piffie and talk sense. Get

your clubs and T'll show

you how I've improved

my stroke. Remember Jim

Waldron, that crack

golfer?” He ran on

with all the ardor of o
1 BT
% ‘ 3

t 7

eager tones.

E

“Betty you will have
to go away somewhere
until this blows over”
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“Yes.” I made brief reply.

“Please meet me at once. I must see you. The matter
extremely important.”

“Who are you and what is it all about?”

“I cannot tell you over the ’phone,” the man went on
earnestly, “at least you can spare three minutes from
the dance to listen to what I have to say.”

Y curiosity was aroused. I told him I would meet

him at the place he had designated.

The lilac bower was some little distance from the
dance pavilion, and it was a cold evening. December
in much-advertised “sunny California” is often de-
cidedly chilly, but I flung my cape over my evening
gown and covered the distance rapidl he lilac-
covered summer-house was in shadows and I was
hesitating about entering it, when suddenly a hand was
clapped over my mouth from behind, then a gag
effectively took the place of the hand, a dark cloth was
thrown over my head, and despite my frenzied struggles,
I was picked up bodily
and carried to a purring
automobile.

Finally, after hours, it
seemed to my terrorized
brain, the car stopped and,
struggling desperately, I
was again carried a short
distance. Then T was
dropped rather carelessly
on a couch and the gag
removed from my mouth.

I gazed around me be-
wilderingly. I was in an
apartment, obviously a
man’s. The room was
dimly lighted. I could
barely distinguish my
captor but what I saw of
him was enough. Straggly
black hair fell over a
wrinkled forehead, bushy
eyebrows almost hid the
gleaming eyes, the heavy
growth of beard on his
chin was repulsive.

i HO are you?” I de-
Wmande(l, striving
hard to retain my com-
posure. “And how
dare you ?

“My darling,” he
said, in a low, husky
voice, “Fate has or-
dained our meeting.
Take what the Gods
offer, and waive aside
all vain and idle
questioning. You are
mine! I saw you at
the dance to-night,
and immediately recognized
you for my mate. I must
have you.”

He advanced toward me.

“You beast!” I cried out.
“Let me out of here. Let me
go! You are insane!” He
crept closer.

I turned, rushed to the
other side of the room, facing
him from behind the huge

Bobby rose to his feet.
Look—he is dead”
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desk that stood as
I was terrified.
“You are my mate,” the man began again, shaking his
hideous head. “You are mine and I shall have you and
take you! You may struggle. Ah, but you love me,
you feel my power, even as I feel your attraction.”
He came closer to the desk behind which I trembled
“Go away!” I shrieked. “ou are mad!”
“Mad about you, yes! Why not? You are beautiful.
and desirable. You shall be mine, all mine!”

a bulwark for my protection.

OMETHING in my brain seemed to snap. I saw red.
I thrust my hand in the open drawer of the desk
My fingers encountered a revolver.

Without a moment’s hesitation I raised the weapon
and fired it’point-blank at the man. He crumpled up
and fell heavily to the floor. I didn’t even look at him
I was gazing with fascinated eyes at the revolver. The

next instant I was startled by hearing someone shout:
“My

God, Betty—what have you done?”
ITturnedto
face the horror-

stricken gaze of

my brother.
Wohy —
Bobby,” 1

mered, “Wh
—did you
come from?”
He had drop
ped to his knees
beside the fallen
man.
“He -is

dead,

“What can we do?



DREAM WORLD

Betty. Betty, Betty, you have killed him.”

“He—attacked me.”

“Oh, Betty, he is dead—and it is my fault.” Bobby
rose to his feet and swayed drunkenly, “What can we
do? Look—Ilook—he is dead.”
imorously I crept from behind the desk and re-
garded the fallen man. His shirt front was splashed
with blood.

“Why—he wore a wig!” for the matted black hair
that had clung so hideously to his forehead, had fallen
off, disclosing light-brown, smooth hair. I turned in
surprise to Bobby.

HE came closer to me, and he was sobbing—actually
sobbing.

I watched him curiously. I seemed devoid of any
sentiment, and wondered why he was so agonized.

“Betty,” he began again, “this was all a frame-up, a
trick. You had talked to me one morning about falling
for the caveman stuff, and Howard and I were dis-
cussing you to-night and I thought it a peach of a good
joke to give you a snappy scare to knock the “Sheik”
idea out of your head, so we framed this kidnapping
stunt. And now, you shot Howard, he is dead.” He
buried his face in his hands.

I sat quietly, too numbed to speak. I had killed a
man, a college friend of my brother's. It had all been
a trick, a joke on me, and it had gone wrong. I had
killed Howard.

“A joke ”” 1 finally broke forth from parched lips.

“I know it was a bum joke, Betty, but we had been
drinking, Ttell you. We didn’t know what we were
doing, we didn’t realize. Betty, you will have to go
away somewhere until this blows over. You will have
to go or they will hang you.”

“I will not go,” I answered.

“You must go,” Bobby’s voice shook as he spoke.

“I will not,” I refused
flatly.

““Betty, be rational.”

We sat for some half hour
talking it over. It must have
been a gruesome scene. The
man I had killed, who lay so
still and quiet before us,
Bobby, his face streaked
with agonized tears, and
myself, coldly calm.

The man I had killed was Bobby’s chum
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“Think of mother and dad,” beseeched Bobby.

My father is a retired navy captain, with pride of
family and position that was overwhelming.

Bobby soon had me convinced that the only thing I
could do would be to leave the city. My momentary
calm had deserted me and I was fast becoming panic-
stricken. I acceded readily to his plans.

We stole back to our quiet home; hastily 1 packed
a suitcase and a bag. changed my evening gown for a
tailored suit, and took the night train for San Francisco

“Let me hear from you wherever you go.” were
Bobby’s parting words, “and I will send you money.”

From San Francisco I sailed for Yokohama. I did
not mingle with the other passengers. I kept to myself.
I was heartsick and horribly afraid.

When we reached Honolulu I decided to leave the
ship then without saying anything to a soul. I did not
take either my bag or suitcase for fear of causing
comment, so. clad in a yellow silk-knit sport frock
with a broad-brimmed hat, I walked down the gang-way,
my heart beating fast, but happier than I had been for
some hours.

I hired a taxi.

“Just drive me around,” I ordered the chauffeur, for
I had never been in Honolulu before, and did not know
where to go for isolation and safety until the ship sailed
again.

WE motored through the beautiful Moana Lua
Gardens, then through the city proper, to Kapiolani
Park at its other extreme, then over the world-famous
Diamond-Head Road. 1 marveled at the loveliness of
the place, yet the time dragged.
I finally dismissed the car, and ate a lingering
luncheon at a small wayside inn. I breathed a deep
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sigh of relief when twelve o’clock came and passed.
The Makura was now blissfully steaming on its way to
Yokohama.

It was a typical Hawaiian day with a sun-kissed
breeze, bluest of skies, and the fragrance of tropical
flowers. 1 wandered to Waikiki Beach. Here for the
modest sum of thirty-five cents, I rented a bathing-suit
and splashed the afternoon away.

INNER then and a “movie.” I was bored. Outside,

in the narrow streets again, jostling and being
jostled by all manner of Orientals, Japanese, Chinese,
Korean, Portuguese and native Hawaiians. If only I
knew someone. Yet what would companionship avail
me, with the dreadful cloud of a great sin hanging
over me!

In response to the little Kanaka’s, *“Star-Bulletin,
Lady?” I decided to buy a paper. To my horror, I
had not my purse. 1 rushed back to the theater and
though a sympathetic usher looked carefully with her
flashlight the purse was not to be found.

Bewildered I wandered up Kalakaua Avenue into the
Waikiki district. It was rapidly growing dark. I was
frightened. I hurried on, I knew not where, and cared
not ; I' was weeping bittegly and wished desperately for
a miracle to happen.

A miracle did happen. At least it seemed like one
to the people of the sunny, peaceful Hawaiian Islands.
For a tornado, a most terrific rain-and-wind storm
struck the Islands. It was January a “winter’” month,
but this storm was amazingly unusual.

The cocoanut trees along Kalakaua Avenue swayed
treacherously ; then some of them crashed with sickening
thuds. Cocoanuts rained down to the accompaniment
of a screeching wind and the heavy onslaught of rain.

PEOPI LE fled wildly to their homes from the sudden

storm. I was strangely calm. Nothing mattered. I
had difficulty in keeping my feet and could see nothing
but blinding rain ahead of me. A tree fell, barely miss-
ing me. I staggered on, head down, and bumped into
someone or something with a crash that bowled me off
my feet.

1 had a confused recollection of someone helping me
up from the pool of water in which I had fallen.

“I beg your pardon, Miss. Do you live near here,
may I help you home?” the words came dimly to me.
I looked up. All I could see was the white blur of a
face, but it was twhite, one of my own race! Then my
overwrought nerves gave way and I clung desperately
to the stranger.

“Please, oh, please help me! I am so afraid!

“Where do you live?” 1 know he must have shouted
to raise his voice above the wind, but his question seemed
immaterial and I did not bother to answer. I must have
lost consciousness then, for when I came to, heavy
blankets enveloped me. Throwing them from me, 1
rose dazedly to my feet.

The little room was somberly lighted by two flickering
candles which threw fantastic shadows on the gray walls.
The wind still raged. I gasped as I surveyed myself
in the dim candlelight. I was clad in an overwhelmingly
large suit of pajamas. i

HE door behind me opened and I turned swiftly-

My startled gaze encountered the tall figure of a man.
I made a flying leap for the bed, and surveyed the in-
truder from the security of the enveloping blankets.
Besides his bigness, the candies revealed a mop of curly
red-gold hair and a pair of friendly blue eyes which
were now twinkling in great amusement.

“How do you feel?”” he inquired.

“F-fine,” 1 stammered.
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He leaned over and patted the hand with which I
clutched the covers so desperately.

“Please don’t be afraid of me” his voice
amazingly gentle. “Please.” he repeated.

I stared at him as if fascinated. Then, very slowly, I
spoke, “I'm not,” but my voice trembled.

Then he laughed, a boyish ringing laugh that caught
one in the heart. I smiled, and finally, laughed with him

"A]low me to intro(_lucc myse]f,” he said with a
twinkle in his eyes, “I am John Robert Carothers a
“Rebel” from the Sunny South, Louisana, to be exact
a lieutenant in Uncle Sam’s Navy, attached to Pear
Harbor Navy Yard and occupying this cottage with
three brother officers who are at present overseeing a
camp of sailors on the Island of Maui.”

He finished his lengthy introduction and grinned de-
lightfully at me.

How could I possibly tell him the truth—who I was?
1, the daughter of a navy captain!

“I am Betty Ward,” I finally informed him. “I am
stranded here in Honolulu, and, until I hear from my
father in Yokohama I am quite destitute.”

““Stranded ?” he repeated. “And alone?
you? In Honolulu of all places!”

was

A girl like

NODDED my head.

for money.”

“What can you do?
tion at me.

1 regarded the “Rebel” very seriously.

“I can’t do a single thing! I—I never touched a
typewriter.”

“I gladly offer you the shelter of our cottage until
you hear from your father.” -

I sprang up, so suddenly that the Rebel jumped.

“I know,” I burst out, triumphantly, “I shall be your
cook and housekeeper.”

“T'll fire our Chinee-apology-of-a-chef immediately.”
Rebel responded eagerly.

I wondered if T were awake; thought of pinching
myself, then marveled over the facts again. I, Betty
Baxter. daughter of Captain Frank Walton Baxter,
U.S.N., retired, a millionaire, had requested the position
of cook for four naval omcers It was a~tum=hmg

“I will be terribly delighted to be your h 1 e
I smiled.

“I wired my father days ago

Stenographer ?”” he shot the ques-

“WE are most fortunate and glad to have you,” re-
turned Rebel, enthusiastically, and we shook hands
gravel
“Now TI'll run along and fix you up some kau-kau.”
“What is that?” 1 asked suspiciously.
He laughed. st Chinese for ‘food.’
doctor, you know.”

And 'm a

“You are?”
“Yes, attached to the Naval Hospital at Pearl
Harhor.”

“It is wonderful work,” I said.

£l specialize and I love it,” the Rebel went on, his eyes
shining “I—but T'll tell you later. Must ‘rush’ the
‘eats’ now. You are probably <t4n1

I called to him as he slartul out.
in first, then I can help you.”

The silk-knitted frock had not suffered much from
its baptism in the deluge of rain. Its gold color was
softened a bit and it did not hang as evenly as before,
but Rebel looked admiringly at me.

He informed me we-had “‘no lights, no telephone, no
nothing! But, let’s eat! If you are as starved as L
am: ”

I was. .And we ate.

Finally T asked, “What time is it?”

“Half-past nine.”

““Rush’ my clothes
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“To-day or to-morrow ?”

“My dear child, you lost an entire day by sleeping.
I suppose you’ll keep me up half-the night talking to
you just because you feel frolicsome now.”

“OH—H, T just thought——"" I hesitated, “I’m here all
alone with you.”

“I'm not afraid of you,” he returned, reassuringly.

“It’s a trifle—unconventional- paused.

The frank blue eyes looked into mine. “Don’t you
think circumstances alter conventions? Do you want
me to run out and call in some Kanaka I might possibly
find roaming
the streets, to
be our chap-
erone ?”

“I'>h"a w'e
faith in you,”
I said, simply,
and I meant it.

Followed a
busy week. T
proved an apt
pupil in the
art of cooking,
and Rebel
praised me
heartily, but he
did not know
the many
hours I strug-
gled in the
Iittle kitchen
while he was
at the harbor;
the many spoll—
ed “messes”
that I shame-
facedly intro-
duced to the
garbage-can in
the back yard,
or how I toil-
ed at the unac-
customed work
around the
little cottage.

Then the
“boys” came
back from
Maui. Two
jolly young
men with clear
eyes and lik-
able manners,
the third a
man around
thirty, from
whose dark
eyes I shrank
and experienced a vague distrust and a most fervent
dislike. I fought against this impression, for Harvey
Blake was the Rebel’s friend, and I felt I ought to like
him. “Blimp” Fellows and “Larry” Oldfeld, both
ensigns, were charming, frank youngsters and accepted
my presence in their household with undisguised delight.

was as happy as I could be, considering my un-
forgetable past. So remarkably had I entered into the
spirit of my new life that the boys seemed to idolize me.

But again the wheel of destiny made a swift turn.

One night I was awakened by the opening of my
door, which was never locked. Into my terrified gaze
came the figure of a man with his finger to his lips,
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cautioning silence. It was Blake; his glances had often
been full of meaning, but he had neither said nor done
anything to disturb me.

I sprang from the bed, and with incredible swiftness
ran to the opposite .door through the bathroom into
Rebel’s room. I was badly frightened and without

thinking, rushed to his bed and flung trembling arms
around him.

He awoke with a start, amazed and surprised to find
me in his arms.

“My darling—what is the matter?”

I pulled

I could not tell
him the cause
¥ of my fright;
it would
mean up-
heaval and
shattered
trust among
the men.

“l had a
dreadful
dream” 1
finally stated,
“A very ter-
rible dream.
I'm mighty
sorry I awak-
ened you.”

“Can you
sleep now?”

I nodded
my head in
the affirma-
tive, but
shuddered,

for I knew
I could not.

“Shall we
take a little
walk along the
beach?” pro-
posed Rebel.
“It will calm
you.”

I assented.
Ten ninutes later, we left
the cottage and were stroll-
ing  the beach. It was
gorgeous moonlight and
when we finally seated our-
selves in the sand, both of
us felt the witchery of the
night.

For a few minutes we
watched the fishermen
“torching™ for fish a short
distance out, their weird
torches gleaming fantasti-
cally over the water.

I finally broke the silence. “I like you,” I said.
The man took my hand and kissed it. “And I love

myself together;

“I love you,
Betty”

you, Betty, love you to madne:
] WAS really surprised. “Why, you never acted like
it! You always had that ‘big brother attitude

towards me!”
“That was what you desired, was it not?” he returned
quietly. “How could I declare my love for you.
have nothing to offer you but myself and the tempes-
tuous life of the navy.
“You have never
parried.

asked me about myself.” T
(Continued on page 65)



“What's your mother’s name,”
he demande:

A Factory Girl’s

By

Joun R. CoryELL

Romance

The Story of Susie Cullen

house where the Malcolms lived that I met and fell

in love with Harry Malcolm. His father owned the

factory where I was employed. I soon found out
that Harry loved me too, but he promised mother not
to see me again until Mrs. Malcolm had visited her and
arranged matters. One day the whole town had a pic-
nic when a great calamity happened. The dam broke
and the rush of the water undermined the trestle, over
which the train passed. And Harry was on the train
that was due. Everyone was panic-stricken. I realized
that the man I loved had to be saved so I jumped on the
trestle and crossed the gorge just in time to stop the

I" was while T was delivering the clothes to the big
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s a heroine in the eyes of everyone, especially
y. And he was very impatient for his mother to
visit us. At the picnic Harry’s parents had expressed
their gratitude for what I had done but I was afraid
they would not care for me to be a member of their
family. Then Mrs. Malcolm did come. She knew that
her son loved me, and was very cold and told us plainly
that the marriage was impossible. It was then I became
acquainted with the pride my own mother possessed.
She made Mrs. Malcolm cower ; she told her I was good
enough for the best man alive, and then made her leave.
1 opened the door for Mrs. Malcolm who -was in a pas-
sion of rage. Just as her limousine rolled away another
one stopped at our door and a stranger stepped out.




Out of the turmoil of a busy factory town Susie
Cullen finds herself whisked away into the

glamour of the world outside.

Half afraid she

finds herself on the brink of new adventure, but
she says she will never forget Harry—

Mamma lnoked out of the window and then with a gasp
cried out, “He? What is he doing here?” and fainted.

When I saw Mamma drop back on the sofa uncon-
scious, I was terribly frightened; but almost before I
could gasp, “Mamma!” her eyes opened. She stared
wildly at me for a moment, then seemed to collect her
senses and turned her gaze toward the man coming up
the garden path.

“Run to the door, dear,” she panted.
keep him waiting. Quickly!”

“Open it! Don’t

T took no wit to see that she was very much disturbed
by the coming of tHe stranger, and I wondered who
he could be; but I did not hesitate to ask any questions,
nor even to think about it. T sprang to my feet and ran
to the front door, which I opened.

The man had reached the porch steps by that time.
He was an elderly man, with grey hair and a short,
bristling grey mustache. He had a grim hard expres-
sion and bore
himself in the as-
sured way of a
man used to
power. He was
tall and well-

“There seems to be
somethmg between you
two,” my grandfather said

dressed, and was handsome in a strong, stern way.

He gave me a swift, appraising glance and asserted
rather than asked, “Mrs. Cullen lives here.”

“Yes sir.” I answered timidly, for he frightened me.
“Won’t you come in?”

He didn’t move for a moment but stood there looking
at me. “Who are you?" he demanded suddenly.

“I'm Susie Cullen,” T answered.

“Hmph!” he grunted. “The girl there's been such a
fuss over.”

I didn’t know how to respond to that, so I said noth-
ing, but stood there waiting for him either to speak
again or to enter the house. He grunted again, looked
me up and down and then walked into the cottage. He
turned as he passed me and demanded, “What's your
mother’s name ?”

“Mrs. Cullen,” T returned.

“Naturally,” he snapped.
name. Well! What is it?”

“I want to know her first

WAS so flustered by his words and manner that I

hardly knew what her first name wa:
stammering incoherently when Mamma called out, “It’s
Marian. Please come in!”

Without another word or'so much as a glance at me.
he strode into the little parlor. I closed the door and
followed him. T think I had a vague feeling that T must
be there to protect Mamma from him. It seemed to me
that he was so big that he filled the place, though, indeed,
that was mostly due to his imperious way.

I shall never forget the picture they made
in that small room. His back was toward me,
but I knew he was staring at Mamma. She

was still sitting on the sofa, making no effort
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to get up, and was staring at him with an expression
compounded of concern, wonder and determination, but
mostly the latter. Her face was white and set and her
sweet eyes wide open and looking straight at him.
“So this. is where I find you,” he snapped sharply.
“Why haven’tyou written ?” =

COULD see her breast heave with emotion. She was

silent for a moment before she answered slowly,

“Why should I have written? The last time I saw you
you teld ‘me you were done with me.”

“As proud and obstinate as ever,” he ejaculated.

“Why shouldn’t 1-be?” she asked.

“There must have been times

9 “when I could help you,” he said.

3 “If I had needed help,” she

retorted, “I would rather have

Harry andhisfamer

looked at

Grandfather wlth
great respect
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applied to a stranger. But I have needed no help.”

I couldn’t be sure, but it seemed to me that his voice
was a little unsteady as he said, “The papers say that
you take in washing.”

Mamma smiled faintly. “Yes.” she admitted, “that
is true.”
He flung out his hand in an angry gesture. “Have

* you seen the papers?” he demand

“Yes,” she answered.

“Washerwoman’s daughter risks life to save son of
patron!” he snapped scornfully. He was quoting the
headline of one of the papers. “Marian Meredith a
washerwoman !”

“Not Marian Meredith,” she returned quietly, “but
Marian Cullen. I see no reason why your pride should
be hurt.”

“Pride! Pride!” he cried out. “Do you think that
is all? Can you not understand how a father would
feel ?”

“I did not suppose my father would care,” she
answered quickly. “He turned me out of his house.
‘Why should I suppose he would care? Besides I had
nothing to do with what the papers would say.”

Her father! So that was who this stern man was.
And she had never spoken to me of him! T listened
then with a new interest.

“If you had let me know,” he cried. “But no,
your wicked pride would have let you starve. Do
you hate me, then?”

“Excuse me if I sit down; I am not well,”
Mamma murmured, smkmg back on the sofa.
“Won't you sit down ?”

I RAN to her and sat beside her, putting my arm
.about het She hugged me close to her and
went on. “Hate you? No. But you had put me
out of your llfe because 1 refused to give up the
man I loved.”
“He was not in your class.” he cried. “And I
was right. See what it has brought you to!”
“It brought me great happiness,” she
retorted. “I have never been sorry. But
you cannot untlerstand. To you wealth
and power mean everything. To you I
was never a daughter to love, but only a
girl whose youth and beauty might be
used to minister to your arrogant pride
and help you to more power and riches.
You couldn’t understand that I wanted
love and happiness ; you couldn’t see how
foolish your ambition was. You think
now that I should feel shame in working
with my” hands, forgetting or’ ignoring
the fact that you never let me learn to do
anything useful. To you, with your dis-
torted views of life, Tom Cullen was
beneath me. He was above me in every
way. And don’t think he left me at the
mercy of the world as you were willing
to do. When he died as the result of an
iwccident, he left me this cottage and a
small income. I need no one€’s help. If
[ am a washerwoman, it is because I do
not wish my child to have foolish ideas
of life, it is because I do not wish her to
be left helpless when I leave her. If
you came to help me now, fearing that
in some way your name would become
known, you may go understanding
that your name will never be known
in connection with a washerwoman’s
daughter.”
I had listened to this bitter arraign-
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ment in amazement not knowing my sweet, gentle
mother in the words she had spoken. I looked at him
in terror lest he should fly into a fury; but instead his
stern face only softened. He shook his head slowly
when she had finished.

OU misunderstood me as much as I did you,” he

said. “I was sorry after you had left me, and I did
what I could to find you. You had disappeared and I
could get no trace of you. You blame me for my pride,
but your own is as great. You might have written to
me. I you had you would have found out that there
was affection in my heart as well as pride. Since it
must be so 1 will ask you to forgive me. Will you,
Marian?”

Mamma sank back her hand once more pressed
again Ist her heart, her face white. “I forgive

* she said in a low tone.

“And you will come back to me?” he asked.

His tone was pleading, but his face was still stern j
and grim. It was as if he didn’t know how to
unbend.

“It is too late for that,” she answered,
voice scarcely above a whisper.

“ou don't forgive me,” he accused her.
“Yes,” she returned, “and I am glad you came.
But T am very ill, and I wish the end to come
here, where Tom and T were so happy, and where
my little girl and 1 have lived.”
“Mamma! Mamma!” I wailed,
terrified by her words.
“Hush, Brownie!” she gasped.
Perhaps I should have prepared
you, but T did not think it would
come so soon. Forgive me, darling!
You will be a good girl, I know.
Don’t marry till you are eighteen!
Give me your promise!”

“I promise,” 1 sobbed.

“Lawyer Sibley knows all about
my affairs; and you can
trust him.” she panted.
“ollow his advice!
There will be enough to
keep you from want.”

her

M ARIAN!” groaned
my  Grandfather,
dropping on one knee
by her side. “You cannot
be as ill as you think.
I will have the best doc-
tors to see you; I will
go at once and——"
She shook her head and smiled sadly.
“Tt will be usele: ather. T know it.
And only for my little Brownie, her
I would be glad.”
“She shall be my care,”

he said

“We will let her decide,” she re-
turned. “Will you go to your Grand-
father, dear? 1 think he will be kind
to you.”

| wi]] I wl]l " he
cried. “I prom you

I will never 3peak a
cross word to her.”

A whimsical smile
flitted over her pale
face as she said, “I'm
afraid you are promis
ing too much, Father.”

“No, No!” he pro-
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tested. *I promise; and you know I keep my promi:
I will be good to her. You will come to me, Susie
Please!”

“Oh, Mamma! Mamma!” I wailed, “what will

anything matter-if you leave me. Don’t go! Please
don’t go!”

“I must dear,” she gasped. Don’t grieve too much.”
She panted painfully a few times and then smiled

and closed her eyes. It was the end. She had gone.

X
iffered at that time cannot be put into
words.  Fortunately my Grandfather. although
himself grieving greatly, was there to take upon himself
all the harrowing details.

HAT 1

“I am not going
' to interfere with
§ these young peo-
\  ple” my Grand-
father said
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Harry came that ‘evening, tired and indeed exhausted
from his labors at the dam and among the homeless
people, but in his dear, strong arms I felt comforted.

I hadn’t thought about anything but my loss until
then; T had been in a sort of daze, but after a little
while of weeping. in his arms, somehow we began to
talk, and I told him about my Grandfather’s coming,
and how I was going to live with him.

“They say he is rich,” he said.

“I am sure he isn't poor,” L answered.

KNOW Mother came to see you this morning.” he

went on as if following out the thought suggested
by something that had been said. “I am afraid she
wasn’t nice. Was she very unpleasant, dear ?”

“She was very angry,” I answered.

He sighed, “I am very sorry, dear.” Then went on
firmly, “But you won't let it make any difference, will
you? We will be married just the same. She is very
foolish about some things. She thinks nobody is good
enough for me. If she only knew you she would realize
that nobody is good enough for you.”

I nestled closer to him and murmured,
“T promised Mamma that I wouldn’t marry
until I was eighteen.”

“Oh, nearly two years,” he'protested.

I was sorry, too, for it seemed to me
that with Mamma gone
needed Harry more than
ever. I made it clear to him,
however, that I must keep
my promisé; though when
he pointed out that if 1 went
with my Grandfather we
could see very little of each-
other, my heart went down,
and I began to wonder if I
couldn’t stay there, in
the little cottage.

REMEMBERED

that I hadn’t
promised . to go with
Grandfather, and I did
think of refusing until
1 thought that it had
been plain enough that
Mamma had wished it.
So I reconciled myself
to leaving the little
home where I had
known so much happi-
ness, cheering myself
with the hope that
Grandfather might be
willing to leave me
there, though' I didn't
really think he would.

After  that
Harry came to
see me twice a
day—when he
went to work
in the morn-
ing, and when
he returned in
the evening. I
knew  Grand-
father saw
him, but he
said nothing
to me about it.

Indeed he goodbye

I went to the
platform with
Harry and said
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said very little to me, but busied himself ‘about all the
sad little details necessary under the circumstances.

l COULD see that he felt very sad, but he was never

anything but the grim, stern man he had shown him-
self from the first. I was willing to show him some
affection, but he gave no sign of wishing it, and T was
so much in awe of him that T didn’t dare make any
overtures to him even if I had been impelled to.

The afternoon after the funeral—Mamma had been
laid beside Papa—while Harry and I were together in
the parlor. where I was sobbing out my grief in his
arms, Grandfather came in and stood looking at us. I
checked my sobs and Harry looked up at him
expectantly.

“There is evi-
dently something
between you
two,” Grand-
father said ab-
ruptly.

I couldn’t
speak, but Har-
ry answered,
“We love each
other.”

“Did
mother

your

me.
it 20k

sobbed.
“I want to marry
er,” Harry said.
“She promised her
mother not to marry
until she was eight-

Grand-
com-
know

een,”
father’s

was
curt
“You

ment.

sir,” Harry
responded. “We are
going to wait.”

“I think you are,”
Grandfather com-
mented brusquely.
“Who are you?”

“Harrison F. Mal-
colm, Jr.” Harry an-
swered. “My father
owns the factory.”

“Hmph!”  Grandfather - grunted.
“What does he think of it?"”

Harry was evidently nettled by
Grandfather’'s manner, for he
answered with some heat, “I don’t
know ; I haven’t talked with him about
it. My Mother is opposed to it.”
“Why ?” demanded Grandfather.

USIE’S social position. I believe. But it

makes no difference to me. T love her, and
I shall marry whom I please. Anyhow Susie’s
much too good for me or any other man.”

Tt seemed to me that a faint sneer passed over
Grandfather’s lips. Anyhow he shrugged his
shoulders :hghth as he said, “I suppose you know
who T am?’

“Yes sir; her grandfather,” Harry answered.

“That’s all you know?” Grandfather demanded.
“I am her natural guardian. Her mother wished
me to take charge of her. (Continued on page 85)



Love of Women

For once the name of the
photoplay fits the pic-
ture. Lawford Davidson is
smiling at Helene. Chad-
wick, no doubt about
that. But what, pray tell
us, is Helene smiling at?

Selznick




The Gold Fish

Here we have Jack Mul:
hall and Constance Tal-
oining the mutual
admiration society. Life
in the movies certainly
seems to be as hard any
old day as editing a

‘magazine.
First National




The Passionate
Adventure

Alice Joyce, who goes
back to the Kalem days,
if you remember that far,

is still just as fascinating

Selznick




Tess of the
*Urbervilles

Well, well, here we are.
The merry m are
departed. The quiet re-
treat has been found and
the bride and the groom
can adore each other over
the wedding breakfast
table. Meet Blanche
Sweet and Conrad Nagel.

Metro-Goldwyn




v Prince and

Being the romance of Anne Herbert as told by herself to
CoraLIE StantoN anD HeatH Hosken
The door opened. I couldn’t move.

I heard a sharp indrawn breath, and
the next moment——

he was a student at Oxford. And

1 fell hopelessly in love with him. «It

was a case of love at first sight for
both of us. At that time I did not know
he was of royal blood.

T was governess for the Countess
Mander’s children and when she went to
Montazuro I went with her. I was
playing with fire, I know, but I
continued to see the Prince even
after I learned he was engaged to
marry the Princess Marie Celeste,
his cousin. But the sudden death
of the King of Montazuro put
Adrian on the throne, and I could
stay in that country no longer for
I knew that the man I loved would
be compelled to marry the Princess
shortly.

I returned to England with a
broken heart. Mr. Daly, a friend
of the Countess Mander, whom I
had met while in Montazuro, asked
me to be his wife. But how could I?

I had been in England for some
months when I heard that the
Princess had arrived and intended
to stay-in England for some time.
One day while walking in the
woods I saw her in the arms of a
passionate lover. Then she em-
ployed me to teach her English. It
was really a ruse to get me to act
as-a go-between and carry mes-
sages to her lover. One day she
sent me a hurried call to come to
her suite. When I arrived there
she told me that the Marquis de
Fezarius, the man in whose arms
I had seen her, was dead. She
implored me to help her.

I did not know what to do but
then it occurred to me how much
this concerned Adrian. I must
take the blame, if only for his sake.

I MET the Prince of Montazuro while

He took both my

hands and then
crushed me to
him

I told the Princess of my decision
and helped her escape from the
apartment, where later the pdlice
found me. I told them that the
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mar had shot himself. Shortly afterwards the whole
town was talking about me and how I had heartlessly
caused the death of the Marquis. He had loved me and
I had spurned him, was the report. When Adrian’s
letter came denouncing me, I could bear no more.

Mr. Daly was kind to me and tried to help me,
but I was glad to get away from England. I
went with Cousin Louisa to Montazuro, the place the
doctor*had recommended for her health. She, of course,
did not know that it was the last place in the world
where I wanted to go.

HERE I saw the Princess Celeste, whom Adrian

had married a short time before, riding in the
royal carriage. I thought she did not see me but the
next day I received an invitation to have tea with her.
T had been with her a short time when the door opened
and Adrian came in. T left soon after that, my heart
beating wildly. I had reached the bottom of the steep
rocky steps when T heard footsteps behind me and some-
one called my name.

“Anne!”

I turned to face the King. He was breathless.

it colll(ln 't let you go. What on earth are you doing
here?’

I swaliowed a lump in my throat before I spoke.

“Her Majesty recognized me at Festomar. I am
staying there with a cousin. Her Majesty kindly asked
me to come to tea with her. I had the honor of going
to Graymede and talking English with her Majesty,
while she was staying there.”

ND there you met de Fezarius, I take it? You

met in the garden, where we met, perhaps, or
in the country lanes, and he fell in love with you. And
you played with him, and flirted with him, and he
thought you were serious, and when he found out you
were not he died. It makes me sick, Anne. When I
think of Tramia—of La Montana—of that day on the
Shepherd’s Seat! When I think of our parting—in
Grobbio—-when I knew that your heart was mine for-
ever—when I could have staked my life on your faith!
And so soon—you were fooling de Fezarius—you were
driving him to his death!”

I could find nothing to say.

- “Good God!” he said, and the words seemed to be
choked out of him. “I'll never believe in anyoné—man
or woman—in this world again!”

My eyes sought his face. They must have been
wretched and forlorn enough. But evidently they con-
veyed no message to him.

“What a lovely view!”

He laughed.

“I hope you enjoy the view!” he said, with a cruel,
twisted smile. “I don’t know why you have come to
Montazuro, I should think you had done enough harm.”

And, with a shrug of his shoulders, he turned and
ran back up the rocky steps.

He hated me now. Well, the more he hated me the
nearer it would bring him to his wife.

I said.

ON the evening of my return from the royal castle, 1

found that Mr. Daly had arrived at the hotel. He
had threatened -to follow me, but I had not believed
-he would.

1 was half glad. He had brought his car. It would
enable me to get away—to take long trips, to occupy
myself until the royal honeymoon couple had gone.

His first words to me were not very reassuring.

“You don’t look as if the change had done you much

ood.”

“I feel all right,” T said listlessly. And just at that
moment a note was brought to me.
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It was enclosed in a large square envelope. I feared
another communication from Marie Celeste, and put it
in my pocket. I thought Mr. Daly looked at me rather
queerly.

I read it when I went up to my room to dress for

dinner. There was another envelope inside. The note
was from Adrian.
“Anne,” it ran, “forgive me. I was a beast. I must

see you. Come to Traveler’s Cross on the mountain
at six o’clock to-morrow morning: There is no other
time I can get away. You must manage it. I must see
you. If you don’t come, I shall risk a scandal and come
and call at your hotel—Adrian.”

1 awoke at four, dressed warmly and put on thick
boots, and crept down the hotel stairs like a thief. A
sleepy porter was crossing the hall.

And just as T was about to let myself out of the door,
which he had just opened. Mr. Daly came down the
stairs and joined me.

“Lovely morning!” he said, with his magnetic smile.

““So you like early hours, too! Going for a walk? May
I come along?”
I know

I DON'T quite remember how I got away.

I said something absolutely idiotic and dashed back
through the door and ran up to my room.

Five minutes later I let myself out through the big
glass doors at the back, that opened on to the mountain
side.

There was no sign of Mr. Daly. The path was
marked by a signpost from the back of the hotel. I
nearly killed myself hurrying up the hill, and arrived
more than twenty minutes late.

Adrian jumped up and ran to greet me.
both my hands, and then crushed me to him.

“Adrian, you mustn’t! Not now—it’s different—it's
wicked!” T gasped, as I tore myself away.

My heart was so heavy that I felt it must burst.

He spoke to me almost coldly, but his words made
my heart glow.

He took

“l M to have nothing in my life, Anne. At least I'm

entitled to know the truth. That's why I've asked
you to come here. Why did you deceive me? T thought
it all out after I left you yesterday. 1 was a fool—an
imbecile. As if you Could have done a thing like that!
You, who love me! I reasoned it out, but my heart ought
to have told me at once. Marie Celeste is—Marie
Celeste. I knew it wasn't in keeping with her to have
asked you to tea just because you had gone to Graymede
to-talk English to her. She isn’t like that—not a bit.
So I arrived at the truth. It was she who was carrying
on!with de Fezarius—poor devil'!—and you took the
blame to save her.”

“Oh, no!” T gasped.

“Oh, yes!” he said. “Don’t lie to me. Anne. At
least, you owe me that—yes—owe it to-those dead days
when we were happy. We were happy, Anne! You
can’t deny it. And she—this cousin of mine—God, I
can't call her my wife—she has come between us. We
can never be happy again.”

“You are the King.” I said, gravely.

“I know. And she is the Queen. And she lured that
poor fellow on to his death—she drove him mad with

her beauty and her soft voice. I hate her. I wish she
were dead!” =

I was silent.

“You did it for my sake,” he went on. “I can see

that. What a fool I have been.”
“Adrian,” T whispered, *‘she must never know that
you know.

“All right,” he said, with a bitter laugh.
interest me.

“It doesn’t
She could have a dozen lovers for all [
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should have cared. It’s a shame that a good man’s life
should be lost—that’s all.”

He paced up and down, his face working with
emotion. 5

“To think that I wrote you that hideous letter! To
think that the papers have said odious things about you!
To think that I believed them! I could kill myself.”

“It would be better,” 1 put in miserably, “if you
believed them now.”

“O)F course, it would be better!” he raged. “This

makes my life intolerable. To know this—to have
to live beside—her—and to let her think I don’t know!
Oh, Anne, my blood is boiling!”

“What is the good?” I asked.

“What is the good!” he repeated violently.
what you've always said.”

“Well, what is the good ?”” I asked. And I smiled at
him. I'm afraid rather heart-brokenly. “Adrian, we
mustn't meet any more.”

“We shan't have the chance,” he said gloomily.
“That’s why I wanted you to come this morning. We
shall only be here a week longer. And then back to
Grobbio and the endless routine and the daily boredom.
1 shan’t see you again, Anne.”

“I am glad,” I said, tremulously, “that you know the

“That's

truth. But I ought not to be. Good-bye!” I
whispered.
“Good-bye, Anne—darling Anne! Oh, how can I

say good-bye!”

I felt I must help
her for Adrian’s
sake

P
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He seized my hands and covered them with kisses. I
was crying and couldn’t see.

I only know that we parted and went down the moun-
tain side. I went down one path and he down
another.

I scrambled blindly down. My heart throbbed
because he had guessed the truth, because he knew that
I hadn’t led the poor young Marquis on to his death.
It was strange—both he and Mr. Daly had guessed.
And mother knew. The only people who mattered. I
could not help being glad. But my heart was heavy too.
I should never see him again. For him there were all
his duties, all the splendor of Court life, the cares of
State, the visits of Kings and Queens. For me there
would be my quiet home life—and memory. :

5p.m.
I had to leave off. Cousin Louisa sent for me about
an hour ago. She is in an awful state, poor thing!
Dear me, what a lot of trouble I am causing people who

. are only too kind to me.

THE manager of the hotel had been up to her room

and requested us to leave. That was what it
amounted to. And on my account. In some way or
other it had got about that I was the “English girl who
had lured the Marquis de Fezarius to his death.” The
awful part of it is that his mother is coming to stay
here. The manager “regretted” very much, but, under
the circumstances, he had no choice but to ask us to go.

Poor Cousin Louisa, she was so upset! Of course,
she knew nothing about it. She questioned me, and I
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Mr. Daly gave me
the money with-
out a word

had to admit that there was something in it.

“It was very sad, Cousin Louis ;
“Mother knows all about it. Perhaps we
ought to have told you. He—the Marquis—didn’t know
what he was doing. He shot himself at Graymede.
There was an inquest. It was awfully painful.”

“And your fault!” she cried. “Good heavens, Anne,
how disgraceful of you and your mother not to have
told mU As if T would have brought you to Monta-
zuro! One of the highest and noblest families—so the
manager said. How can we ever hold up our heads
again? The manager was polite, mind you; but what I
call rudely polite. Far worse than being rude

l COULD only tell her how sorry I was. I begged

her to let me go back to England alone. T could take
care of myself. But she would not hear of staying on
in Festomar when she had been asked to leave it. I felt
quite sick when I caught that gloating, curious look in
her blue ey She, too, felt a kind of morbid interest
in the girl for whom a man had shot himself.

My heart bled for the young Marquis’ mother. She
would come here. I should have gone, but Marie Celeste,
the Queen of Montazuro, would be there, in her castle
up the valley and the poor Marchioness would feel
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honored, no
same air.
We are leaving to-morrow. Cousin Louisa is terribly
cast down. She is sure that the waters of Festomar are
the only ones in the whole world that would have cured
her rheumatism. I am nothing but a nuisance to
everybody.

doubt, because she was breathing the

Midnight.

Such a terrible
thing has happened.
Mr. Daly has not
shown up all day. I
have not seen him
since I parted with
him in that ridiculous
way at about half-
past four in the

morning,
clining his
on my
Cousin Louisa was
anxious to see him.
I think she wanted to
confide her wrongs to
him. She asked me
several times during
the course of the
evening to find him.
I asked various peo-
ple, but no one had
scen him since the
evening before. I
wondered whether he
had gone off on a
long day’s excursion
immediat
parted with himv No
one remembered serv-
ing his breakfast.
Certainly, he had not
been in to lunch.
He was not in to
dinner. I began to feel very
queer. I had a sort of pre-
monition that something had

after de-
company

)

happened.
And then, about eleven
o'clock, the manager came to

our sitting-room and told us

that Mr. Daly had just been
brought in by some men who had found him at the
bottom of a precipice in the mountains. Heé had a
broken ankle and injuries to his head and he had lost
a great deal of blood from a jagged wound in the
shoulder.

I must say my Cousin Louisa shone. She showed
herself so practical and capable. She took entire charge,
while T hung about, feeling conscience-stricken and
restless and frightfully anxious.

This was what came of wrong-doing.
have gone to meet Adrian. I knew perfectly well it
was wrong. If I hadn't gone, Mr. Daly would never
have started on this ill-fated expedition. This accident
wouldn’t have happened.

I ought not to

HE doctor took a grave view of the cas
was procured. Cousin Louisa and I don’t know what
to do about leaving to-niorrow. I have been writing
on and off ever since luncheon. My hand is quite stiff.

A nurse

The village inn at Cator,
about five miles from Festomar.
Fate has stepped in again.

May 21st
(Continued on page 06)



garnered wheatfield and wept

All day Cousin Emily had been

ANCY sat in the
passionate tears.
inflicting tedious domestic penances upon her.

Nancy knew it was part of her punishment for
Friday m},ht s escapade, and submitted with smouldering
rebellion. . On Friday ight the Folletts had given a
dance, an impromptu affair to which Nancy, after going
early to bed, had adjourned by way of her bedroom
window with Frank Follett outside to help her. No
harm in the thing at all, she thought, simply a frolic
of youth to the tune of a crazy piano under the light
of Japanese lanterns; and Nancy let herself go and
danced.

But when she tried to get back to her room she
bungled. The slight sounds she made aroused the sleep-
ing house and brought disaster and discovery upon her.

So to-day she cried rebelliously in the
wheatfield. Then hopelessly. The absolute
dullness, above all the loneliness of her
life was almost more than she could bear.
Her youth hurt her. It hurt her in the
morning when first she woke; her first
instincts to bathe and sing,
pick flowers and flit about,
all of them to be put aside
and denied as manifesta-
tions of a gay nature which
must be repressed at all
costs.

INCE the affair of that
stolen dance, matters

had come to a head. This
last escapade was an un-
forgivable one in the esti-
mation of this cousin who
had contributed hersel f
Nancy's guardian. Nego-
tiations had already been
set on foot to find her a
suitable post as a servant,
preferably in a clergyman’s
family. Drudgery and
supervision, in Cousin
Emily’s opinion,
highly necessary for
Nancy. At last she
washed her hands of
her.

So now Nancy wept,
not because she minded
leaving the old lady
whom she had no reason
at all for loving, but be-
cause she felt so very

lonely.

And here, in the corn-
field, Frank Follett’s
terrier discovered her
and doubled back to
communicate the news

in dog fashion to his
master.

Frank was something
more than a good friend.
His intimacy with
Nancy dated back from
childhood’s days.

He was a man of the world, a
playwright catering to the
whims of society, living
alone in the dark until one day

there came into his life

ever mind, dearest,” he consoled. “If only I had
the money we'd get married right away, and then I
could look after you for ever and a day s it s,
because I left school to go to the war and am five years
behind with my profession in consequence, I don’t see
how I can [)O\\ll)l) expect to be in a position to keep a
wife for another five at least——"

“Another five!” wailed Nancy. “Oh, Frank, it's a
lifetime! 1T shall be twenty-two then. One thing is
certain: I must run away somewhere before Cousin
Emily sends me away to some awful spot out of reach
of anybody! I
can’t think why
she has always

He put his
hand out to
caution her
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been so horribly hard on me. Anyway, she will have
nothing more to do with me now. She says she is not
going to see me go the way my mother dld and—what
did my mother do? Why am I to be punished for her?
Why haven'’t I got a father—I've never heard he was
dead—to take me away from all this unhappiness? Am
I—a mystery-child, Frank?”

O, Nance,” Frank answered. “Your mother was a
sweet little sort, I expect, just like you. My mother
remembers her quite well. They were
great friends. She was talking about you
the other night after the dance, and that’s
how I heard about your mother and the

life old Cousin Emily led her, too.

Her parents died
when she was quite a kid and so old Cousin Emily

brought her up. Not for long though, because your
mother couldn’t stand it and ran off to the stage. Before
long your mother married some actor chap who didn’t
stick to her apparently. She was very proud and she
never spoke of him after he left her. She wouldn’t even
take his name nor give it away to anyone. She told
my mother she was married. but she wouldn't admit
as much as that to Cousin Emily. So the breach widened.
Your mother died soon after you were born. Then
Cousin Emily coilared you, talked about her duty, sad-
dled you with her own name and brought you up accord-
ing to pattern. - Poor little Nance! So, when you sort of
went off your head on Friday night, and danced like a
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s

Nancy fell on her
knees beside him

IJuddmg Pavlowa, mother
said it was just like seeing
your mother again. Her
spirits were like that. And
she said—— No. I won't tell

you what she said.
“Oh, but you must,” insisted
Nancy. *
“Well, if you will have it, she

thought you could make a career for
yourself on the stage any day if you
Tiked.”

The idea seemed to intrigue Nancy.

“I wonder!” she exclaimed. “Of course I've never
thought of it! But it would be miles better than being
a useful drudge. I wonder how I should start.”

“l HOPE you won't start at all,” answered the boy

bluntly. “You’d get spoiled and loseall your Nancy-
esque ways. Then you'd stick your dear head up in
the air and forget all about poor old Frankie, who
couldn’t afford to feed you and jewel you like a princess.
Actresses always expect that.”

Nancy hugged him.

“But I don’t want to go on the stage for what I can
get out of it at all,”” she cried. “I don't want to be fed
at expensive places or wear expensive clothes. I'd far
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rather be married and live with you. But anyhow.
Frankie,” she promised, “T'll wait for you, even if I did
go on the stage in the meantime. I might be lucky and
turn into a star.”

*“It sounds all right,” Frank admitted. “But real life
stories don’t dovetail in so neatly as the written kind.”

“Isn’t there anybody who could help me.” pondered
Nancy.

“\X/ELL, if you had nerve, you could go straight
up to the Friary and ask to see Sir Gerald Fogarth.
He's here for the summer, they say. He could do any-
thing he liked to help, of course; but it’s not likely he
would.” T saw him on Saturday, driving from the station
in his car. He looked like a sick devil. He had a red-
headed woman with him. That was Maxa Temple, for
certain. I'd like to have some of Fogarth’s money,”
Frank added. *‘But not his conscience, by a long chalk!”
“But what makes you think his conscience
isn’t good?” Nancy asked. “I think he’s
got a very sad face, that’s all. I'd simply
love to see his plays.”
It’s a good thing you never have,” re-
plied the boy. *“They're not a bit nice.
Fogarth’s a genius, of course. He could
write grand stuff. As it is, he only makes
one leave a theater thanking one’s stars that
one’s own ideas of life are moderately
healthy. Of course Maxa Temple made his
name, or he made hers, in ‘The Soul of
Audrey Snape.” Maxa Temple is an actress-
manageress now ; and as for Fogarth—well,
all the managers in
London are supposed
to sit up on their hind
legs and beg when it
gets about that he’s
writing another play.”

NA\NC\" jumped to
her feet.

“I'm going to see
him,” she decided.
“I'll go now, before
I've time to feel
nervous. Come along
with me, Frank.”

He put his hand out
to caution her.

“Hold hard a bit,
Nancy. Just stop
and think half a
second. You take
a fellow’s breath
away! It's a crazy
way to go at things.
T only made a sug-
gestion.”

But there was no
deterring Nancy.
She broke into a
run across the un-
even field.

OGARTH’S study was hung
with black silk. Daylight was
excluded from it entirely. The
window curtains, also of black
silk, were always kept drawn. In niches
specially constructed for them, pieces of
statuary were ranged along the sides of the
walls, gallery-wise. Electric lights, rose-
shaded, placed behind each one, imparted
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flesh tints to the cold marble. The rest of the apartment
was in darkness, with the exception of Fogarth’s carved
Chippendale desk, over which a suspended altar lamp
burned perpetually. Two altar candles in enormous
silver sconces stood on the desk itself, flanking a crystal

vase containing a single arum lily.

N. CY thought the room was empty when she was
first shown in, and stood where she was, looking

round her, a little ed.

She was still more startled when she found herself
the center of a blaze of light. Fogarth, who was in
the room lying on a low couch in the gloom, within
reach of the electric switchboard, had put out a hand
and illumined the spot where she stood. The effect
was that of limelight, and she the center of it.

A feeling such as
one might ex-

over Nancy
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“It always makes me
think of God,” she said

“Oh, who’s there ?’
prehensively.

Fogarth switched off the light
again, crossed the room and sat on
the throne-like chair before his desk.

“Well ?”” he asked. “What do you want of me, pretty
rose-white child ?”

“I want to go on the stage,” Nancy answered shyly.
“I was dancing the other night and some of the people
who saw me said T might make a name on the stage.”

Fogarth put up his hand and tilted her face. How
very often he had heard that before! How many
amateurs essaying professionalism have their hearts
broken by the honeyed flattery of foolish friends!

“Poor little garden of a face!” he said. “It reminds

she called ap-
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me of someone I used to know—how long ago! A
fragile fortune, little girl. Go home with it and look
after it; water it with your tears if you will; wash it in
God’s dew and the rain; suffer one honey-bee only to
take his delight of it; flower under a sum-
mer sky and scatter’ your seed when your
day is done on clean earth that will repro-
duce you.”

The kindly words had little significance
for Nar She was pertinacious.
“I expect I should get on if
worked,” she said. “T would study.
Am 1 not pretty enough for the

stage?”

“Quite pretty enough,” Fogarth
said. “A perfect picture postcard!
There, I am only jesting, child.
You are naturally beautiful—
too beautiful for the slave
market. Go home.”

Almost, he dismissed her.

Nancy began to feel hopeless.

“Oh, do be kind!” she en-
treated. “If I were your own
daughter you’d help me. You
know you would.”

OGARTH looked at her with

sad eyes.

“I haven’t a daughter,” he
answered. “But if I had, and
if T loved her, and if she
wanted to become that cheapest
of human commodities, an
actress, I should hold her to me
in a long embrace, kiss her
gently on the forehead. and
then put her to sleep forever,
rather than let her go on the
stage. What do you think of this
room?” he asked, with apparent in-
consequence.

“It's very odd, I think. Id like it
better if there were more light.” she
answered frankly. “I think I can un-
derstand now why you write plays”—
she hesitated—*“that some people do
not like.”

Fogarth pricked up his ears. Pearls
of wisdom often fall from lips of babes.

“My plays are not for children,” he
said. “They are for tired men and
women of the world who want to’ be
cynically amused. - And this room, like
my plays, is exotic. It suits my art,
work, my cult. T say it is beautiful. I
begin to believe it is beautiful. I tell people so
over and over again. I make them believe that lots of
strange things are beautiful—my plays, for instance.
1 juggle with words and daze them. But I know that
this room and my plays and myself are all unreal, un-
natural—exotic. Well, stage life is exactly like this
room and my plays. It is false, unreal, exotic. It’s the
atmosphere. When you've breathed it for some time
and it’s permeated your system, the effect of it is like a
drug. You find you can't do without it, any more than
I can do work of the kind that is expected of me except
in an artificially darkened room. I haven't the faintest
idea why I am talking to you like this. It would be less
trouble for me to find you work on the stage than to
try to dissuade you from it. I think I'm telling you for
the sake of someone I was very fond of long ago.
Someone I lost. (Continued on page 72)




- Not the Kind That

He wasn’t worthy of any woman’s
love. To him Allie Johnson was an
ignorant little mountain girl. He
didn’t Iove her. And then in the
middle of the night he awoke to face
four armed men——

WAS a young fellow of twenty-five when, after the
I usual struggles of one without any particular in-

fluence or family, I secured a position as secretary

to a lumber company in the mountains of Tennessee.

The salary was a large one for pre-war days—fifty
dollars a week. It was more than I had dreamed of
making for years. There had been nearly a hundred
applicants, and the president told me after-
ward, he had selected me because I looked
the type of clean-cut young fellow he
wanted.

I don’t suppose I differed
much from the majority of
young fellows of my age.

The lumber camp was in the
hills, five miles from a mountain
town which had lately
become a fashionable
summer resort. A
large hotel had been
built there, and people
used to go there from
the big cities. I had
plenty of leisure and 1
used to ride over to
the hotel Saturday
nights and dance. I
became intimate with
a number of men and
girls from the city and
was surprised to find
myself to some extent
in demand.

I had come from
decent folks, had had
a good education, and
was a good mixer.

Mary Prince and I

soon struck up a warm
friendship. We used
to ride together on
Sunday afternoons.
She was a wealthy girl,
one of those blondes
who seem so frail and
yet are brimful of
energy and life and
ardor. I had jested
with her and made love
to her partly in pre-
tense.

One Sunday after-
noons when we had
dismounted at the top
of the hill to rest our
horses, Mary suddenly
came to me and put
her arms round my
neck. Then she put

Forgets

her head down on my shoulder and began sobbing—
softly.

I had never thought of marrying for many years to
come. But when I held Mary in my arms I felt sure
that she was the one girl in the world for me. And,
though T did not think of it at the time, her father was

“George, are you
sure you want
me?”

a prominent banker in
’ Knoxville.
Before we started
back to the hotel it
was understood that we were to
keep our engagement a secret and
would wait until I was in a posi-
tion to get married.
She was going home next day.
We parted with many kisses and
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I went to my cabin and dreamed of her all night. I
thought myself the luckiest fellow in the world.

Three weeks later she wrote me that she was leaving
with her father and mother for Europe and would be
gone all the winter. Between the lines T fancied I read
that they had learned of the engagement and were taking
her away. But she wrote that she would always be true
to me, and that I should wait.

I wrote back that I would.

was before I met Allie.

A .IE JOHNSON was the daughter of a mountain
farmer in the neighborhood, and his only child.
Old Johnson was something less than a farmer and
more of a squatter. He farmed some thirty acres,
g principally corn, and he hzul a team which was
xummmu used in the company’s service. That was

how I came to know Allie.
I remember so clearly that first morning I saw her,

I meant it, too. But that

“Go in thar!” he commanded
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standing in the doorway of the Johnson cabin, a little
thing, hardly eighteen, the sunshine playing about her
hair and turning it to gold. And the timid look in her
blue eyes. and her blushes as she answered my inquiries
about her father, completely conquered me.

T made a point of going there whenever possibl
always I talked to Allie. She told me of her dreas
of her longing to go to a good school. Simple and
innocent her mind wa: But I have learned it is those
simple minds that sometimes turn to gall and bitterness.

Because 1 was desperate with longing for Mary,
couldn’t leave Allie alone. The first time I kissed her
1 had no other thought than that one has when one
kisses a child. I was astounded at the ardor of her
response : and more so at the sudden outburst of stormy
sobbing that followed.

HEN as I was clumsily trying to comfort her, sud-

denly she came to me and put her arms around my
neck, and gave me such a deep. questioning look, one
of those looks that penetrate to a man’s soul, because
they have the strength of innocence behind them.
t another word was said. I mounted my horse and
rode away, determined not to go back to the Johnson
cabin. But soon I was going there again.

Old Johnson had not the least sus-
picion of the affair that was develop-
ing between his daughter and myself.
Simple-minded like all the mountain-
eers, he saw in me only a man who
was not above meeting him
on terms of equality. But
there was a fellow I met there
once or twice whom I didn't
like. A regular hill-billy,
with a scrubby fair beard and
glaring blue eyes.

T first his hostility
amused me. I could see
he was in love with Allie.
“Poor Allie!” I said to my-
self a dozen times. “I’ll have
to leave her alone.”
But one afternoon, after I
had received my first letter
from Mary in Europe, in
which she wrote gaily about
the good time she was having
in London, and very little
about our engagement, I rode
over in quite a different frame
of mind. Ostensibly it was to
arrange for the hire of John-
son’s team.
“Perhaps she’s been summing
me up-as a fool all the time,” I told
myself, although I didn’t believe it.

Her father had driven into the
town -and would not be back till
after dark, Allie told me. She
made me a cup of coffee and we
sipped out of the same cup together
She raised her lips to mine as in-
nocently as a child.

When I rode away, an hour later,
I knew that T had been thinking all
the time of Mary. My feeling of
tenderness toward Allie had disap-
peared. I hated the thought of her.

I determined never to see the girl
again, and this time I meant it. I
stayed away two weeks.
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Then on a night of drenching rain Allie came to my
cabin. She seemed like a wild thing with the wind and
rain in her hair.

“George, why haven’t you been to see me? I've been
afraid you were ill. George, tell me, you haven’t stopped
caring for me.”

“No, of course, I haven't,” T lied, “but I thought it
best for us not to meet for a while.”

“But George, darling, what do you mean?”

I knew that I must break the facts to her then.

“Allie, you're talking nonsense. How can I marry
you?, Don't you see what such a marriage would mean?”

QHE was desperate then. “George, I— know I'm

beneath you, but I love you. I’ve had some school-
ing. and I can make myself what you'd wish me to be.
George, for God's sake, don’t cast me off now, after—
after what we’ve been to each other!”

“But Allie, I—I don’t love you!” I blunted.

She seemed as if struck by a bullet. She stared’ at
me and then suddenly turned and ran wildly out. into
the night.

My cabin stood quite a little distance from the camp.
It was an annex of the office, and the place was deserted
at night. The officials’ houses and the men’s quarters
were some distance further down the hill. Five or six
nights later, I was awakened abruptly by a voice in my
ear, and opened my eyes to see a revolver covering my
head.

“Keep quiet!” growled the man beside my bed.
yelp you let out it’s crape and a wooden box !”

Three other men were in the room. They lit my lamp,
and I recognized my captor as Bill Thomas.

“What does this mean?” I stammered,
knew quite well.

“Git yore clothes on!”

Under the threat of the revolver I dressed. My
questions were received in stony silence. When I was
dressed the four men conducted me some little distance
from the cabin. Five horses were tethered
there. They indicated to me to mount.

Shrugging my shoulders, I complied. We
rode down into the valley. Bill Thomas kept
close at my side, the revolver in his hand.

“Fust

although I

KNEW where they were taking me, but I

was sure Allie would stand by me.

To my surprise, instead of pro-
ceeding toward the Johnson farm
they turned off in the direction of
the town and drew rein outside
a cottage on the outskirts. A
lamp was burning in one of the
rooms.

“Git down!
thar!”

A tall old man with
a white beard was sit-
ting at a table. The
open book before him
was a Bible. Back of
him stood Allie,
deathly white and
shaking. And then I knew!

One of the men took Allie by the hand and
led her toward me. I saw her blue eyes fixed
on mine in mute, helpless appeal.

“Git on with the job, Mr. McCracken,”
Bill Thomas.

“See here, you can’t. marry me by force!” I
cried. “It’s a trick! I won’t marry this girl.
I swear there’s never been anything wrong
between us!”

Go in

said

with

Allie stood back
of an old man

beard
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“We ain't marryin’ yuh by force, Mister,” answered
Thomas, with an ugly flourish of his revolver. “We're
marryin’ yuh with your consent. Git that point firm.
And thar ain't nothin’ to be gained by lyin’ neither.
We’re waitin’ fer yuh, Mr. McCracken.”

In another moment the old man had begun reading the
marriage service. Bill Thomas took Allie’s little hand
and put it in mine. A ring was handed to me, and under
threat of the revolver, I put it on Allie’s finger.

It was all over. Thomas turned on me with a
dramatic gesture. “You'll treat her white, Mister,” he
said hoarsely, “or you'll hear more from us!”

Of course a marriage such as that was no marriage
at all. The old minister took a step or two toward us,
but at the sight of my face he turned away helplessly.
The four men were already mounting their horses. I
swung out of the house and watched them ride away.
Everything had been frankly brutal and business-like.

Then Allie was at my side, calling me her “husband.”

SHE clung to my arm, a little, pathetic thing who might

have moved a stone. “George just listen to me,” she
pleaded. “I didn’t tell no one about what happened. I
swear I didn’t. Somehow they guessed it, and began
askin' questions till they’d wormed it out of me. I
couldn’t tell a lie, could I?”

I pushed her from me and strode down the valley.
I heard Allie crying through (Continued on page 79)

a white
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EGGY PRY was beloved by the people of the
Pbilcnt City, as the squatter village on the shore of

Lake Cayuga in the Storm ('oumr\ is called. She

lived with her grandmother, Lib" Doolihunt, the
mayor of the clan. The squatters had many énemies and
chief among them was Philander Johnson, who was try-
ing to oust them from their homes. All he needed was
a certain paper now in the possession of Lucina Wiley
a friend of the Silent City, and his plan would be com-
plete. Lizzie Smith, who was in love with Philander’s
son, Peter, was doing his underhand work and helping
him establish his claim.

But Peter Johnson was in love with Peg. Peter did
everything he could to help the squatters and consoled
Peg when her dog, Rush, bit Senator Pennypacker,
gaining for the Silent City another enemy.

The ghost of Glen Gorge appeared several times in
Ithaca. Butterfish Bishop, a squatter, who wanted Peg
to marry him, had been \\arned one night by the appa-
rition not to molest her again or
else something terrible would hap-
pen to him.

It was to save
her people that
Peggy tried to
take most of
their burdens on
her own shoul-
ders. A warrant

She was locked
in the hut with
a madman
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“Tess of the Storm Country”’

was issued for the arrest of Lib Doolihunt, and when
the sheriff arrived'at the hut, Peggy forced him to leave
at the point of a gun. She knew he would be back.
however, so she helped her grandmother get away to a
place of safety. The sheriff came back and arrested
Peg for resisting the law. She was taken to jail. Then
in the night she received a note from Wolf Betts saying
her grandmother and her dog, Rush, were safe

LEEP well?” asked Mrs. Turner, the sheriff’s wife,

as she placed a tray on the table.

“Middlin’,” answered Peg.

“Why don’t iyou tell the sheriff where your grand-
mother is. It’s uukcd for a nice little girl like you to
worry my husband so.”

“I air a hellish brat most times,” Peg asserted,
the sheriff can’t expect nothin’ from me P’

Mrs. Turner had promised her irate husband to
wheedle Lib Doolihunt’s hiding place out of the squatter
girl if it took all day.

“You see it’s like th
began.

Peggy,” she
“The Sheriff says——

OW, I don't give a damn what
the sheriff say mtenupud
]’('g. “He’s got me in jail, ain’t he?”
“But he doesn’t want you here.”
explained Mrs. Turner, very red in
the face.

“Who do he want,
then?”’ queried the
squatter girl blandly.

“Your grand-
mother !”

“Oh, granny? Well,
th(’n uh\ don’t he go
git ’er

“luu know well
enough why!” Mrs.

Turner exclaimed
bitterly.
“Hain’t ye got an

work to do, ma'am?
Peg questioned
abruptly.

“I have that!
of it!”

“Then why don'’t ye
go do 1(‘” Peg rose to her feet. “This
air my cell, not your’n.”

Lots

HE sound of a horse galloping on
1 Street reached Peg’s ears as she

was finishing her dinner. Then the horse

stopped in front of the jail, and immedi-

ately the squatter girl choked on her
food. Perhaps they’d caught granny! Shaking in every
limb, she went to the bars and stared out into the car-
ridor. Then a key turned in the lock and the door
opened Through the gap made by the swinging door a
man ’s voice penetrated.

e says she doesn’t know, sir,” she heard the sheriff
say “And my men have scoured the entire Silent City.
But she knows all right, and she’s the only hope I have
of discovering her grandmother’s whereabouts.




The storm cloud which had been threatening the Silent City

finally broke.
seek cover.

Peg was taken to jail and Lib Doolihunt had to
And then in the darkness of the night there was

a weird meeting at the Hoghole into which came the spirits

of the dead

Peg gave a relieved sob. The sheriff didn’t know
where Granny Doolihunt was and couldn’t find out!

After using another key, Mr. Turner ushered into
Peg’s presence Benjamin Burr.

Peg raised to him eyes suffused with tears.

“How do you do, Peggy?” was his greeting, and she
gulped and curtsied.

“Pretty well, I thank ye, sir,” she mumbled.

“We heard last night from one of your squatter
friends, Mr. Betts, I believe his name is, that you were
in trouble,” said Mr. Burr. “Miss Wiley was worried
about you. And as she wasn’t able to come herself, I
thought I’d run over and we’d have a little talk.”

Miss Wiley! Mr. Burr! Peg hadn't expected that
any of Ithaca’s high-toned folks would' care whether she
was in jail or not. She laid her cold, shaking hand in
Ben Burr’s broad palm.

“It were good of ye to come,”
faltered.

“The sheriff tells me the charge
against you is a serious one.”

“OH yep, I air in awful trouble, all

right,” she replied with a side-
long glance at Turner. “The sheriff
air mad at me, he air. how
I know where granny’s gone to an’
won'’t tell 'im.”

She spoke so honestly and looked
so truthful that the sheriff became
embarrassed. She might just as well
have accused him of bullying her.
To hide his confusion, he reached
for a chair.

“Sit down, Ben.” he invited. and
Mr. Burr sat down. Peggy perched
her small self gingerly on
the edge of the cot.

MISS WIL

she

/ wanted
me to say,” Mr. Burr
continued, “that she intends
to help you. Would you
like to go home again?’
Home again!
Back to the hut
in the Silent
Cityl To be
with Wolf Betts
once more. Peg
imagined that
even if Sophy
frowned at her,
she would fly at
the woman and
cover her face
with kisses.
“Would you ?”
urged Burr

gently.
“Aye!” sobbed
Peggy quite

overcome at such
an unexpected
possibility.

“Set down,

begged, her teeth chattering

“Then I'll see the judge as soon as possible and fix
it up,” he promised, rising.

The sheriff drew Mr. Burr aside.

“Ben, get her to tell you where her grandmother is,”
he pleaded. “My wife and I haven’t any influence with
her at all.”

Mr. Burr looked at the squatter girl. “If you've
failed, sheriff,” he returned coldly, “then why do you
Good-bye, Peggy!”
Peg thrust out

suppose I’d be more successful?
he grasped the hand

and smilingly
to him.

Butter,” Peg
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“Mr. Johnsonll give
you five thousand dol-
lars,” Lizzie said

CHAPTER XXIV

HORTLY after one o’clock Li:

county jail to see Peggy Pry.

Lizzie had brought a note to the sheriff from Philan-
der Johnson with the request that his servant be per-
mitted to talk with Miss Pry alone. Johnson’s note
had continued :

“I particularly desire to see Mrs. Doolihunt appre-
hended. Withdraw your charge against the girl. She
knows where her grandmother is. Free her and watch her.”

The sheriff had come to the same conclusion himself.
He had been thankful when Benjamin Burr had declared
bail would be provided for the young squatter.

Leaving the two girls together, he backed out of the
iron door which shut with a bang. The tumbler in the
lock fell over. Peg’s visitor was startled. She hadn’t
known the sheriff was going to lock her in. The grating

zie Smith came to the
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of the bolt had sent a premonitory
shiver over

“He’ll come back for ye, Lizzie,”
Peg soothed.
“Mr. Johnson he'll
help you out of jail if you'll
tdl where your grandmother

is,” Lizzie blurted out.
The expression on Peggy’s
changed from expect-
y to one of frowning
alertness. “So!” she medi-
tated. air tryin’ a
fer Philander.”
would  bear

Lordy, 1 ain’t
had a minute’s peace
since I been here with
everybody botherin’ me
’bout where Granny
Doolihunt air,” she ex-
claimed impatiently. “If
Philander wants ’er
why don’t he go git ’er ?”

ISTEN “toime;
Peggy! Honest,
everybody s you'll get

ten years for dsﬂd\\l(lng
the sheriff with a gun!’

“I don’t care,” mut-
tered the squatter.

She did care though.
Ten years! Why, they
might as well send her
up for life. To be shut up
—never to see the trees
and birds and animals of
the Storm Country!

Lizzie, watching Peggy’s face,
pursued her advantage.

“Ten years is a long, long time
Honest it she continued, “and
your grandmother won'’t
hurt.” Mr. Johnson says so.
He wants her to stop her fortune
telling, that’s all. She’ll probably be free
even before they take her to jail.”

Peggy was too wise to be taken in by
such talk. On the contrary she drew
encouraging deduction from Lizzie’s efforts. Evidently
not the slightest clue to her grandmother’s hiding place
had been discovered, or Lizzie wouldn’t be coming to
her with a mouthful of lies.

“If they send me up fer ever,” she protested, “I
couldn’t help ’em any, an’ there ain’t no harm in tellin’
the future to folks. You like yer fortune out of the lye
pot, don’t ye, Lizzie? If I had the kittle here an’ the lIye.
I could tell you somethin’ that'd take hold of yer hair,
an’ up it’d go, hairpins an’ all.”

“Is it good?” begged Lizzie, instantly impressed.

YE, good, some of it!” Peg looked mysterious.
“But T can’t tell ye nothin” without the lye pot, so
there ain’t no use talkin’ about it.”
“Oh, I wish I knew !” and Lizzie sighed.
“Well, when T git back to the shanty, I'll jerk out the
pot an’ tell ye,” offered Peg. “I don’t need granny to

ie threw up her hands.
“But you’re never going back to the house unless you
do what Mr. Johnson wants you to,” she ejaculated.
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“Never, Peggy, never! Honest to God, you won't!
Mr. johnsou Sent me because he knew 11 liked you
so much.”

Now that she’d pulled herself out of the dumps, Peg’s
spirits swung, pendulum-wise, to the opposite extremity
of the arc. She didn’t need to worry. Hadn’t Mr. Burr
said he’d bail her out?

H, Philander ain’t such a much,” she said airily. “I
guess. I can see the future far’s he can. Anyway I
ain’t carin”a lot if I don’t git out. I like it here. I air
jest lovin’ it in jail. Tell Philander so, will ye, Lizzie?
It ain’t half-bad. I git lots to eat, an’ that air ‘more’n
1 ever did in the Silent City.” She saw Lizzie shiver.
Where once Lizzie had had the advantage, now Peg
held it. “I air happy as a honeybee in Miss Wiley’s
garden,” she gurgled. “Tell ole Philander to give me
fifty years, right here ’er in Auburn. It don’t make no
difference to me, by golly. Tell ’im the next time he sees
his woman’s ghost to tip ’er a wicked wink an’ git her
to help hunt out granny. If Amanda knows so pretty
~damn much:
“Oh, Peggy, don’t,” cried Lizzie, clasping her hands.
“You're awful! You're wicked! Wait! I haven't told
you all Mr. Johnson said.” She bent forward. “If
you'll give up your grandmother, Peggy, Mr. Johnson’ll
give you five thoysand dollars. It’s an awful big sum
for a girl like you to have. Honest to God, it is, Peggy !”
S]o“ ly Peg rose to her feet. Fury seemed to wrench
her heart strings asunder.

IVE thousand dollars! Five thousand dollars!” she

repeated. “Five thousand dollars fer the cutest,
sweetest, beautifulest leetle granny in all this here world !
Why, ye mean, dirty, nasty, skinny angleworm! I
ought to jump on ye an’ stamp ye into the jail floor.”

At that moment Sheriff Turner appeared at the door.

“Time’s up, Miss Smith,” he said, watch in hand.

Peg immediately sat down. She felt faint, sick,
crushed. She watched Lizzie leave the room in haste
Doors clanged, locks grated and then

silence.
Disappointed, Lizzie left the county
jail. She had borrowed Miss Wiley’s

pony cart to drive into Ithaca, and when
she gathered up the reins, her hands
shook.

Angrily she flicked the pony with the
whip, although he was trotting as fast as
ever his short legs
could. They passed
Hayt’s church and the
white school house.
At that point she
heard a horse gallop-

Butter was killing Peter Johnson
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ing behind her. She turned her head as Peter Johnson,
on horseback, slowed up beside the pony cart.

Doffing his cap gallantly, Peter smiled. - Unlike his
father, a servant was a human being'to him, a woman
was a woman, no matter what her position in life. So
he greeted her accordingly.

“How do you do, Lizzie?” he asked.
vacation ?”

“Enjoying your

TARING up at him, Lizzie nodded. How splendid

he was on the great black horse. She thrilled. gave
the pony his head with slack reins, and continued
to stare.

“When I first caughl sight of you, I thoughl you were
'\hss Wiley,” said Peter. “How is she?”

“Feeling a little better,” Lizzie answered, disappointed.

She had a right to feel that chill disappointment.
Naturally she’d hoped that he’d recognized her as Lizzie
Smith and had purposely rushed his horse to be in her
company. But her common sense soon came to her
rescue. Peter didn’t as yet know the joy that was in
store for him. . She couldn’t expect him to realize how
much she loved him when he’d never been tqld. He
was a darling, her darling! More than ever did she
resolve to find that quitclaim. After that Mr. Johnson
would approach his son. Then Peter would be hers!

“You've been in town, I suppose,”’ Peter broke in
upon her thoughts.

“Yes,” she returned. “I went to the county jail.”

“County jail!” echoed Peter. “Oh, I suppose Miss
Wiley’s been sending doughnuts to the prisoners.”

“No, she hasn’t,” Lizzie told him. “I went to see
Peggy Pry. She’s in jail and liable to stay there. . . .
Now, honest, didn’t you know it?”

She wondered why that peculiar expression flashed
into his eyes and why the blood slowly faded away




“Gimme_the shield of
yer skirt, Peg, while
lantern

DREAM WORLD

at the deliberate lie and wishing she
dared to tell him that her errand to h

from his tanned cheeks. Oh, yes, he sympathized with
the squatters. Silly fellow! But she would change that.
She began to try to change it then. She rattled on about
the fishermen, berating the people in the Silent City as
scum, repeating his father’s phrases as her own. She
spoke of Peggy Pry as an evil girl, better in jail than
out, of Mrs. Doolihunt, exaggerating the old woman’s
fortune telling into witchcraft.

"WH\'.
right before thur mother’s eyes.
does, Mr. Peter!

On !he moment Peter switched the subject.

“Lizzie, by any chance are you going to our house?”
he nulmrul

“Yes, to get a change of clothes,”

Lib Doolihunt’s so wicked,” she insisted, “she
spells on babies, and they shrivel up to nothing
Honest to God, she

she said, blushing

I git this
S

hmm was .to converse with his fathe:

“Would you give my father a mes-
sage for me?” queried Peter.

3 course, I will! Gladly!”

“Thanks! Please tell him I'll not be
in to dinner. Good-bye, Lizzie!”

CHAPTER XXV

EGGY Pry

she breathed.

A few minutes after four o’clock on

'ednesday afternoon
Sheriff Turner had come
to her cell and with osten-
tatious ceremony unlocked
the door. He had told her
gruffly that Mr. Burr had
put up her bail

When the door slammed
behind her Peg took one
backward glance and
scurried away.

It seemed to her
when the willow tree
that guarded her
home came into view
as if she’d been gone
a thousand

was as free as the air

years.
Granny had been
away as many. What

mattered it that she
herself was no longer
in jail? Granny was
gone and never would
come back! The
thought of living alone
in the hut without
even Rush brought
her to a full stop near
the mud cellar.

But being at heart
a true squatter., Peg
knew that the little
shanty had to be oc-
cupied to be safe
from being burned
If she left it, to stay
with Mame Mumps
or to live with Wolf
and Sophy, some
morning  she would
get up.and granny’s
shack would be but a
heap of embers,

Fully realizing this, Peg pushed open the shanty door
and slipped into the kitchen. The room seemed in the
half-dark exactly as she had left it. Her grandmother’s
cot was still unmade. Her own straw tick lay on the
floor beside it.

Then suddenly before her eyes Butterfish Bishop rose
up out of the corner back of her grandmother’s rocking
chair as softly and as silently as a ghost. He looked
strangely white and haggard. Hh fierce eyes, centered
upon her, glittered like fire. His lids were red and
swollen, and he looked scarcely human

She was locked in the hut with a mad man! Butter-
fish had gone crazy! In his crouching attitude he looked
like Rush when the dog was making ready to spring.

“By God, I've got ye by yerself fer once !”
et down, Butter,” Peg begged, her teeth chattering,
“an’ I'll fix ye some supper.” (Contimwed on page 91)




WOMAN

S EONE

My mind is forever going back to that night on the bay.
Some day I suppose that I will marry too and that may

make it easier to forget.

But the love of woman!

Is it

not a wonderful thing?

NE summer I spent my vacation cruising about

Jamaica Bay in a little raised deck motor boat

that I owned. I was having a very nice time of

it, dropping in here and there to see old friends
of mine who went down to the bay -each week-end to fish
and occasionally going over to the Yacht Club of a
Saturday night to dance.

In spite of the fact that I am thirty-four years old, I
have never married and I must confess, that after a few
weeks of knocking around in this way all alone, I began
to get rather tired of the solitude and was just about
nnl\mg up my mind to write to a chum of mine at the
office, to take his vacation now and join me, when I
ran into the most amazing adventure.

One evening, just after sun-down, I was chugging
along at a good speed, smoking my pipe and watching
the new moon, slender and silver as it rose in the sky,
when 1 realized that I was in a part of the bay that 1
had never before ventured to explore.
Referring to my chart, I learned that
it was called “The Snag.”

“Man,”
are the best
ever ha

he shouted.
friend I
a”

It was a little settlement of fishermen’s houses, most
of them built up on stilts, as the land here was very
marshy. There were little winding canals with small
narrow bridges over them and the whole place would
have delighted the soul of an artist. Everything about
the place was in a state of dilapidation and a woe-begone
air pervaded the quaint scene.

AT one end of a small pier which ran out some feet
from the shore there was a tumbledown shanty which
had a sign hanging from an old post. Running in
towards this' pier, I read the sign. It informed the
passer-by that this was Teddy’s Tavern. There were
lights in the windows and the sound of music and occa-
sionally a girl’s laugh. “Here’s fun,” I thought to
myself and making my boat fast to the pier I strolled
into the tavern:

I entered a long, low-ceilinged room, half-filled with

“You
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tobacco smoke and reeking of stale beer and the fumes
of cheap whiskey. There was an odd assemblage of
rather tough looking people in the place, some of them
seated at small tables drinking and playing cards and a
few young men and girls dancing in the middle of the
floor to the music of a rickety old phonograph which

stood in a corner.
I AT down at a table and a greasy looking youth in his

irt-sleeves with a dirty towel over one arm slouched
over to me and asked me what I would have. I did not
seem to be so very welcome in Teddy’s Tavern. Pos-
sibly they thought that I was a revenue man. However, I

I stopped short at what I saw

DREAM WORLD
paid no attention to the covert looks which were directed
at me and casually mentioning the name of an old man
from whom my fishermen friends bought their bait, and
who I thought might be known here, I gave my order,
refilled my pipe and sat in my corner enjoying the scene.

UST then a man and a girl entered the place and my

heart almost stood still. Inall my life I have never seen
such’ a beautiful girl. Not very tall, but with a superb
figure, lithe and supple like a young lioness and with a
crown of the most wonderful dark red hair that you can
imagine. She was attired in a dark skirt of some soft
material and a sweater the color of burnt-orange. Her
escort was a giant of a man fully six feet three inches
tall and huge in every way. He seemed to be partly
drunk and wore an old tattered cap pulled down over
his eyes. 2

They came over to my side of the room and sat down
at the table next to mine. After they had ordered one
of the young men came over and asked her to dance
with him and she rose and glided off in his arms. I had
never seen such dancing before! She was grace itself
and moved without the slightest effort of any kind. It
was as though she floated through the atmosphere of the
room on fairy wings. I sat enthralled and could do
nothing but watch her as she drifted through the waltz in
the arms of the nondescript youth who was her partner.

I must have sat there this way for four or five hours,
watching this girl dance. She danced every dance, most
always with a different partner, while her companion sat
at their table with his cap over his eyes and drank
whiskey. Several times I was on the point of asking
her to dance with me, but something held me back. And
yet I never in all my life wanted to do anything more
ardently than I wanted to feel her swaying in my arms.

AT last I called for my bill, paid the waiter and started
out of the shanty. ‘At the same moment the huge fel-
low at the next table rose unsteadily to his feet and said:

“Come on, Mary, let’s beat it.”

The girl left the boy with whom she was dancing
at the time and joined him. And I noticed that she
had to half support him as-he made for the door.
We left the tavern together and they went aboard a
ramshackle old tub of a motor boat which lay
moored next to mine at the pierhead.

THAT night T could not sleep, but sat up in the

bows of my boat and smoked pipe after pipe,
while before me, dancing in the moonbeams was the
figure of “Mary,” the girl with the gorgeous hair.
Who and what was she? It was obvious that she
did not belong in the place or with the people where
I had found her. What then? I gave it up and
merely contented myself with enjoying the memory
of her as she had flitted around that old smoke
enshrouded room to the tunes of the decrepit
phonograph.

The next night and the next, I went back to
Teddy’s Tavern in the hope of seeing her again, but
was doomed to disappointment and I could not get
up courage enough to ask about her from any of
the people in the place. So I made up my mind
that the best thing to do was to forget her and
leave the neighborhood of “The Snag” and
continue my cruise in other parts of the bay.

But the lure of this girl proved too strong
for my will to overcome and on the ‘third
night I was back at my table in a corner of
Teddy’s Tavern, smoking my pipe.

This time my patience was rewarded for
I had not been there very long when the
young giant and the girl entered and again
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sat down at the table next to me. Soon he was drinking
himself into a stupor and she was dancing with the
gang of loafers.
I made up my mind that this time [ was going to dance
with her, so as she sat down at her table after a dance
was over I glanced at her and caught her eye. Up to this
she had not paid the slightest attention to me, and yet I
am sure that she must have noticed me, if only for the
reason that I was a newcomer in the place. She blushed
in a most charming mianner and I asked her if T might
have the honor of the next dance.

SHI* smiled in the most adorable way and nodded. So
soon I found myself in the very seventh heaven of
delight with this wonderful girl held tight in my arms
while we floated in a dream of fantasy. The sordid
surroundings were completely forgotten and there was
m)lmd\ in the whole world but we two.
“What are you doing in this place and with this man?"

I whispered.

“I also might ask you what you are doing here,’
smiled back.

“I came here to find you,” I said. She blushed and
lowered her long lashes over her dark liquid eyes.

“Let’s not talk about ourselves,” she murmured,
just enjoy the fact that we are dancing.”

“With each other,” I added and said nothing more.

* she

“but

We danced and danced and the big: fellow who was-

with her got drunker and drunker. Here was this per-
fectly exquisite girl, patrician to her little finger tips
in the company of a drunken boor in what at best was
a waterfront dive! What
did it mean?

RY as I would, she re-

fused to let me ask her
questions and insisted upon
an air of aloofn Yet
she must have sensed some-
thing of what was passing
through my mind then,
because when that dance
was over, she woke her
companion up from his
drunken doze and helped
him stagger across the
floor and out into the
night. The sight fairly
sickened me and I, too
went out and saw them
embark. Where did they
go? The thought of her
with that drunken
sot made my blood
run cold.

Night after night
the thing continued.
The man just sitting
there drinking him-
self to death and not
seeming to see me
at all and the girl
and I dancing and
dancing and hardly
ever saying a word
to each other. Tt was
utterly preposterous
and yet for the life
of me I could not
get away.

Finally one nighs
1 spoke softly into
her little ear as we
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were dancing and said: “Is he The

big one?
o.

your husband?

Y our brother ?”

“\\ ho is he then?”

“Please, oh, please!” she said, in such a pitiful little
choking voice that I mentally cursed myself for a brute
and said nothing more on the subject that evening.

Well, this went on for some time. I was getting more
and more in love with Mary and planning all sorts of
desperate things which T never carried out and the big
man who came to Teddy’s with her every night getting
worse and worse till it seemed a marvel that he could
keep alive. I began to notice a drawn look in Mary’s
face and in my conceit thought that possibly I had some-
thing to do with it. So I asked her if she would not cut
a dance with me and go out and sit out on the pier and
talk to me. But she only gave me a scared sort of look
and said that we had better not.

HEN for several nights in succession the strange
pair did not show up at the Tavern and I was hoping
against hope that I would see her again, when, as I
passed a particularly tumbledown shack, which was
perched im a crazy way on the top of some high piles
at the edge of the swamp, I heard a blood-curdling
scream. [ realized
that it (Continued
on page 78)

Mary was prone on the floor with that big giant of a thug beating her



LNSHINE and

Gale had said the year he went into the country

to paint and had first seen her. All the delicate

coloring, the faint perfume of that exquisitely
fragile thing was hers, and too, a cup of life fairly
brimming over with love and laughter.

Susie was sixteen when John Gale came, sweetly in-
nocent sixteen. John was twenty-one, such a quiet, sad
twenty-one Susie’s mother thought. Life in the trenches
had done that.

In less than a week in John Gale’s sad eyes, there
gleamed a ray of light—lovelight, observing old Uncle
Jerry, town prophet, said. Uncle Jerry was
usually right.

Long, sunshiny days in the green fields and
woods under the magic loveliness of apple-
blossoms and the intoxicating fragrance of
wood violets and lilies-of-the-valley—what
more could an artist desire? Just one note to
make the setting complete, and John Gale had
that note in Susie Kane, a
ravishingly beautiful and healthy
child, whose every glance, every
movement so perfectly blended
with Nature about her, that John
Gale, trying to fathom it all, was
lost in a labyrinth of thought.

SUSIE KANE was a wildflower—a wild rose John

DAYS grew into weeks, and
yet John Gale lingered. Sum-
mer was on the wane. Happily,
Susie sat for him every day,
never seeming to tire at
all. John Gale knew
that oft times he was
selfish. He scarcely
painted at all, just let
his soul drink in through
his wide, wondering sad
eyes, the superb loveli-
ness of the girl. And
with each passing hour,
John Gale’s love for the
child increased until he
felt that he could stifle
it no longer. Dear God,
how he loved her—
his art was as noth-
ing compared to his
love.

Susie, with apple-
blossoms in her
golden brown hair,
little sprites of mis-
chief in her violet
eyes, and lips and
cheeks like roses
blooming in the
snow, frolicking and
dancing to the music
of the rippling water
as it trickled over
the stones in the
brook. To John Gale she was a revelation.
artist’s soul devoured her.

His
Sometimes he ached to
catch her in his arms as she whirled about, crush her
warm supple body to him and feel the delicate caress
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Breathlessly she told her moth-
er what had happened and just
a little later they came and took
her home, a different Susie, a
woman who understood. And
then

into John Gale’s life
there came——

He scarcely painted at
let his soul
drink _in the superb
loveliness of the girl

of her bewitching lips. But it was not right, he knew,
and he did none of it. Susie was still a child, too.
Time and again, able only to control his voice, he gazed
into the blue depths of her eyes, his own ablaze with
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love, hungering for some sign of her awakening, but he
found no answering light—not even a tiny flicker.

THE days grew steadily shorter. Still. John Gale re-
mained: All unconsciously, Susie had carved herself a
place in the artist’s heart. which would be hers forever.
John Gale could not tear himself away. He was en-
chanted. The light flamed higher and brighter in his
sad eyes, until it was impossible for him to conceal from
other eyes what Susie could not see, two little dabs of
red that appeared on his cheeks. The palette trembled
in his usually steady, deft fingers. To a slow death, his
silence was torturing him. Still, he could not speak—dared
not. He could not bear to have her not understand.

More weary days. He could stand it no longer. He
must try his Tuck. Only a coward would behave as he.

Might he ask Susie to be his wife?
Her parents hesitated with a reply,

sh pleading. finally,
sent.

wavered at his
loving the youth, gave their

bo:
N

BLT the desired opportunity to speak did not come.

John Gale realized with a pang that Susie was
avoiding him.

It was autumn, the leaves all
red and gold, clear blue skies
and silver water gleamed in the
sun. What a picture! But John
Gale could not paint, all the
beauty of nature was lost to
him. Soon, he would have to
return to the city. He could F
not go until he knew if Susie
understood.

Rambling dejectedly through
the pasture, he came suddenly
upon her, huddled in a heap
under their favorite tree by the
brook, and crying as if her heart

would break. The sight sent a stab of despair through
John Gale.

Suddenly everything went velvet black. It had hap-
pened just as they had said it might when he was dis-
charged from the base hospital. He was blind.

ENTLY, John Gale lifted the pathetic little girl into

his arms, which had so long ached for this moment.
In his utter despair and abandon, he crushed her to him,
all the suppressed love of months surging through him.
Surely, it was no sin, just this once to feel the soft
warmth of her lips against his yearning ones. John Gale
bent his head and kissed her. A little gasp of pain
escaped her, she drew away frightened, trembling. fohn
Gale caught his breath as though stabbed. Her cry had
brought him to his senses. He had been a cad. Susie
nestled in his arms. If it could only be forever. What
a life Fate had mapped out for him, blindness, then this.

Blindness! But was he blind! Instantly, John Gale
realized the haze was
lifting.  Faintly, and
oh, so far away, it
seemed, the moon was
rising. Scarcely daring
to breathe, John Gale
passed his hand over
his eyes, and looked
down. Yes, there was
Susie. Blessed light!
He could see. How
many hours had passed,
he did not know. Per-
haps, it was only
minutes. Susie was still
sobbing.

“Susie,

little  girl,
what makes you cry
s0? Please tell me, let
me help you. Dearest,
you’re — breaking my
heart. I love you.”
The words were wrung
from him in agony.
He had not meant to
tell her.

ND then Susie let
fall a torrent of
words, each one of
which cut like a sword.
Love ‘her? ‘= Yes.
That -was what mother
had said, and some-
thmg, too, about mar-
riage. What did it all
mean? Why couldn’t
they go on loving each
other like they had all
summer? Surely, she
had been happy that way. Now,
she was afraid. She didn’t want
to be married. Why did people
talk of such things? Susie shud-
dered and snuggled closer to the man who loved
her, sought the protection of him who had
aroused her girlish fears.
And silently, though with a quiver of anguish,
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John Gale accepted his fate. God had given back to
him, as quickly as He had taken it away, his sight. For
that, he was thankful. One could not have everything.

Then, sensing that Susie was waiting for an answer
to all her questions, he dropped his eyes, and smiled
down at her reassuringly.

“Susie dear, I did want you for my wife. I still do.
But don’t you worry any more, sweetheart. Just forget
all about it. Some day, God willing, you may under-
stand.”

ITHOUT another word, he carried her to the brook

which must have wondered why she was so still,
why she did not dance light-heartedly to its babbling
music as in days gone by. There, with the exquisite
silk handkerchief she had given him for his birthday,
and upon which she had with her own dainty little
hands, embroidered his initials, John Gale bathed her
tear-stained cheeks and soothed her burning eyes, and
later they wandered home in the moonlight hand in
hand, -great peace in the soul of the child, utter despair
in the heart of the man.

The next day, John Gale returned to the city.
then came the long winter nights.

Susie was seventeen now, restless, wondering seven-
teen. Never had she been so hungry for companionship.
Not in years had New England had a more unpleasant

winter. Snow

piled so high
§ one could not
Ll

& s o
visit one’s next
door neighbor,
sickness came
and death.

Old Uncle

And’
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Jerry, town prophet, had been ill for days in his secluded
little home before they found him, babbling incoherently
of the “lovelight in John Gale’s eyes” and “will that
blind little angel never see?”’

SUSIE‘ as she helped nurse Uncle Jerry, listened in

awe to his raving. The words he muttered in de-
lirium struck deep into her heart. She pondered over
that cry of John Gale—“‘Some day, God wiliing, you
may understand.” But not until the old man wildly
accused her of sending “the artist chap” away to die,
did Susie begin to realize the import of it all.

Had she sent John Gale away to die? A chill, as of
guilt, seized her, killed the warm glow in her heart,
clutched at it and tore it with love, doubt and fear.

She couldn’t stand being here with Uncle Jerry any
longer. She darted for the telephone in the hall. As
she reached the door, it rang, loud, long and clear. She
stopped, startled at the very silence out of which the
sound.had come—stopped and glanced back, then went
over to the bed where Uncle Jerry lay. Tremblingly,
she laid a hand on his brow. It was ice cold. Fear
gripped her. Quickly she put her ear to his heart and
listened. * It did not beat.

THE ’phone in the hall was still ringing when Susie

reached it. Breathlessly, she told her mother what
had happened, and just a little later they came and took
her home, a different Susie, a woman who understood.
Uncle Jerry had not lived in vain.

At home, Susie went to her room, donned a street
dress, packed her week-end bag and at supper, an-
nounced calmly to the family that she was taking the
next train to New York. Both dad and mother under-
stood. They made no effort (Continued on page 90)

With a smothered s(}b, Susie threw herself on her knees beside

ohn Gale’s inert figure



UNDER the EAVES

“There are things that are worse than death, Molly girl,’’

my mother said.

“Some day you will know. In the mean-

time forget that you have had a big sister.’”’ And for eight
years I had tried to obey——

become of Eleanor. Then I discovered my mother

in the attic one stormy afternoon, crying over the

faded snap-shot of a pretty, laughing, daring-eyed
girl, posed audaciously between two boys, an arm around
the neck of each. :

“Mother,” T whispered timidly, “did she—die?”

The last time I had asked
that question my mother
had taken my hands in hers
and said very gravely.
“There are things that are
worse than death, Molly
girl. Some day you'll know.
In the meantime, forget
that you ever had a big
sister.” And for eight
years I had tried to obey.

My mothet wiped
her eyes. “It’s time
I told you, Molly
Etta,” she said
slowly, “time - you
knew the —heritage
you've got to
fight. - .?

And while the rain
drummed sleepily on
the roof and a big
spider came out
from the dusty
shadows and spun
his patient web across
the little round window
in the gable, I listened,
shrinking, fascinated,
secretly thrilled, to a
pitiful tale, a part of
which' I understood, a
part guessed at; and
some of which passed
mercifully over my in-
nocent head.

There was one phase
on which my mother
laid such passionate
stress it never quite lost
its hold on me.

I\\':\S fifteen years old before I learned what had

“T"HERE’S a drop of bad blood in us somewhere,
Molly Etta,” she finished bitterly, twisting her hands
together as if in pain. “I had a sister who went the
same way, I don’t know whether she’s living or dead
.. .and I. .. God knows what might have happened
to me if I hadn’t met and married your father, all in a
whirlwind of love, before I was seventeen, and wor-
shipped the ground he walks on ever since. . . . Oh, my
darling, guard your lips, your acts, your very thoughts.
. I want you to break the evil spell that’s been laid

on the women of our family.”
The autumn I was nineteen I went away to Boston

to be an artist! Yes, I thought Art was as simple as
that! My mother tried desperately to keep me. But
my father said, serenely, “Let her go. I know my Molly
girl. She’s a staunch little craft. Let her make her
voyage. She'll come back to us, Mother, all the stronger
for her battle with the waves.”

And then

around the

corner of the

station walked
Bob
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Bob wanted us to be engaged, but I refused, “I don’t
know whether I love you or not, Bob,” I told him.
“We've been friends, chums, all our lives; but I don’t
think there’s been much Romance to it, do you, dear?”
Romance, to me, in those days, was always spelled with
a capital “R.”

ON my last afternoon at home we walked the length of

Main Street and up Bear Hill Road to the little
yellow bungalow that Bob always called “ours.” It was
for sale, and untenanted. We sat down on theé steps
and watched the red and yellow leaves drifting through
the hazy air.

Bob “picked up my hand and braided my fingers
absently through his own. “I wish you'd let me give
you a ring, Molly Etta,” he pleaded wistfully. He didn’t
often beg for things, either. He was so big and
handsome and good-natured they usually just came
his way.

T shook my head and pulled away my hand.
to try my wings first,” I said,

“T've got
“and I can’t do it bound!

Besides turn your head away, Bob, it’s pretty hard, what
I leaned my elbows on my knees and .

I've got to say.”
pressed my pulse against my eyes while I talked. I
didn’t want to see the bew1lderment and distaste T knew
his honest face
would show. “My
mother says” I
barely whispered,
“that somehow or
other, we, the girls
of our family, aren’t
as strong to resist
temptation, you
know what I mean,
Bob, as other
women are. And I,
I want to test my-
self, dear, away
from home in-
fluences, with no-
body to rely on, to
prove that I'm not
weak like that, be-
fore I marry you or
anyene else. Per-
haps I'm foolish,
going away- alone,
running into danger,
but, oh, Bob, how
can I ask any man
to trust me when
T'm not sure that I
can . trust myself?”

Mary O’Connor,
the wrinkled little
Irish woman who
came in twice a
week to clean for us,
had a sister-in-law
who ran a lodging-
house in Roxbury,
and Mary sent me
to her.

“Norah Maginnis
is her name; and it’s
the salt of the earth
she is,” said Mary.
And she was right.
All winter T occu-
pied her “second
floor back’ a
shabby, poorly
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lighted, not over-heated room that had, however, the
blessings of a comfortable bed and clean sheets; while
the stout and friendly Mrs. Maginnis became a second
mother to me and watched over me so devotedly that
my goal of freedom was all but lost beneath the soft
bulk of her kindliness.

Quite in keeping with my lofty purpose I had refused
to accept financial aid from Father. I had a few hun-
dred dollars in the bani, the accumulation of birthday
checks from a dear old great-aunt, and this I drew out
and took with me. I attended Normal Art School in the
daytime, and to eke out my dwindling principal, obtained
an evening position in the Public Library.

E\’E\' so, however, I couldn’t quite make both ends
meet. I had counted on earning a little money with
my illustrations, but it didn’t take long to establish the
fact that I was a raw amateur, and that my wares
weren’t marketable. And on a drab, sodden, lowery
March day I sat on the edge of my bed, glared gloomily
out at some dingy wet clothes flapping from the fire-
escape across the area-way, and jingled my few remain-
ing coins absently from hand to hand. I had changed
my last two-dollar bill at the drug store the previous

evening. Two-dollar bills were unlucky, they said.
Well, it meant going home licked! It meant I couldn’t
carn my own living. So far as 1esisting temptation was
concerned, no fascinating serpent had so much as reared
a jewelled head within range of my vision. I sighed, not
very despairingly. “Well, I’'m beaten, of course,” I
remarked to myself, “but it might be worse.” Home
wasn't . the least attractive place in the world. Only—

what should T do about Bob?
Presently I sought my landlady in the basement.
“Well, Mrs. Maginnis,” T announced airily, “You're
going to lose a lodger.”
“And how did you know that?” she asked.
“Easy enough—it’s me.”

HE threw up her hands. “Shure, they

always go in bunches, don’t they?” she
wailed. “The lad on the top floor back, he
give me his notice this mornin’. ‘Can’t pay
so much rint,’ says he. God knows where
he’ll find anythin’ ch’aper!”

Misery loves company.
+We're in the same boat,” I
laughed. “Pity we couldn't pool
our resources! If he were only
a girl, now, or I a boy. How I
hate to go ‘crawling home to the
family, Mrs.
Maginnis, like any
poor, spmeless
creature——"

She wasn’t
listening. She
cradled her
elbows in
plump pink
palms, rocked
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her portly body back and forth reflectively. . . . “I
wonder, now,” she mused, “ye’ve niver seen the feller

up stairs, h’'m .

I shook my head.

“I'd not think of it if ye knew each other, nor if I
couldn’t kape an eye on the pair of ye mysilf . . . oh,
it wouldn’t do, of course . . . still . . . it's a pity
a fine young chap he is. Works all night on some
newspaper. You're away, betwane yer art school and
the liherry. all the time he’d be ther

Something gay and interesting seemed to be dawning
on my horizon. “Yes! Yes! Go on!" I urged eagerly.

“]'ve a great big room up under the eave
a couple of bed couches and two bureaus . and

it'd be your room all night . . . and his all day.

And he goes home for the wake-end any way, somewhere

in the country. I'd charge ye a dollar extra for the two

sets of bed linen. That’d make three-fifty apiece. What

do ye say, now, dearie?”

T flew to Mrs. Maginnis and hugged her. “You're an
angel from Heaven,” I cried. “It’s the clever-
est thing I ever heard of ! Oh, Mrs. Maginnis,
darling, you see your nice young man to-night
and tell me what he says!”

There were three lnng ﬂn;hb to climb, but
the room was worth i zy place of
sloping ceilings and gable(l \\mdom s, irregular
in outline, with queer corners and unexpected
angles. Odds and ends of discarded furniture
had found a resting place here: dingy,
friendly, inviting. I fell asleep smiling
“(and wondering what my mother would
say) and woke next morning to the con-
sciousness that something pleasant had
happened.

I'd put in

MRS. MAGINNIS had arranged the

room in two distinct halves, so that
my strange roommate and myself need
not encroach upon each other’s
domain. On Sunday I brought forth my
personal treasures and transformed my
share of the eyrie; my toilet ivory with
its garlands of pink and blue; photo-
graphs of the girls and boys back home in
silver frames; a bright silk scarf across
the couch; the paraphernalia of my art
under the north window.

The other part of the room worried
me a little. It was as bare as a monk’s
cell. But for the black comb on the
dresser and the battered typewriter on its
wooden stand there was no evi-
dence whatever of an occupant. I
wondered if he was lonesome, away
from home. It was a dog’s life.
Sleeping all day and working all
night!

That evening I wrote to
“You very nearly got me,
dear,” I said. “T was
broke and I was just
on the point of com-
ing home and marry-
ing you and settling
down in the little.yel-
low house behind the
horse chestnut trees.

But I've had my room
rent reduced, so I'm
going to try it out a
few weeks longer.

Bob.
Bob.
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Then I’ll tell you Yes or No, dear, for sure. Something
funny has happened, too, Bob. I'm not going to write
you what it is. But some time I'll tell you all about it
and we’ll laugh it over together.”

HEN I had finished writing I sat for a long time,

lost in dreams, which were not, I must admit, of
Bob; until my sealed letter siid from my lap to the floor
with a reproachful plop, and brought me back to myself
with a prickling conscience.

“It certainly is funny as the Dickens,” I chuckled to
myself as I brushed my hair before the mirror. Sud-
denly I became shamefully conscious of my own reflec-
tion in the glass, my bare arms and shoulders and my
thin cambric gown. I felt as though I were no longer
alone in the room, that other eyes were upon me! A

I turned to see a letter being
slipped beneath the door
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hot blush ran over my whole body. I reached up hastily
and turned off the light. In bed a delicious sense of
warmth and adventure pervaded me. The beating of
my heart quickened. [ felt oddly stirred and excited. I
laughed softly into the darkness. “Good-night

Peter . " 1 whispered and pulled the covers up to
my ears.

Dating from that night some queer psychological
reaction took place within me. This stranger whom I
had’ never seen began to mean more to me than any of
the men and women with whom I walked and talked
each day. He absorbed my imagination. 1 visualized
him pounding away at his typewriter. I gave him
thick, mahogany colored hair and saw him running his
fingers through it till it stood on end. One day I noticed
a green eye-shade lying beside the typewriter, and after
that I pictured him with pleasant reddish-brown eyes that
were inclined to squint withour this artificial protection.
1 ASKED Mrs. Maginnis what he looked like, but she

only laughed. “Shure, he’s homely as a hedge-fince,
dearie,” she said, twinkling-eyed. *‘He’s got a broken
nose and a_ prizefighter’s ears and his front teeth are
missin’.”  Neither would she (lwu]ge his name, so I
continued to think of him as “Peter.”

So seldom were any of Peter’s belongings in sight that
when I came in one evening and found a coat of his
lying on his couch, it became instantly the most
conspicuous object in the
room. I hung up my hat
and cape and put away
my gloves, and still T
couldn’t forget the coat.
It had a very human
appearance, one
sleeve trailing on
the floor. I wanted
to straighten it out,
to make the poor
thing comfortable.

And daily these
letters grew dearer,
more desirable
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I lip—toed across the floor, feeling that I was invading
someone’s privacy and picked up the garment. It was
a gray Norfolk Jdcket and it smelled healthily of toba
Again T felt myself blushing. 1t was as though I had
Iaid my hand on Peter’s shoulders.

O\}‘ button hung loose and there was a rip in the

eam. After a moment’s hesitation I took it to my
table, rummaged my work basket, and put the coat in
order. It was back again on the couch before I remem-
bered, guiltily, that an unopened letter from Bob w
lying forgotten on my bureau.

“I don’t care a hoot about the queer thing that’s hap-
pened,” Bob wrote, “unless it keeps you away from me.
Don't let it, dear. T passed the little yellow house the
other day. It looks kind of lonesome, waiting. The
horse chestnuts are in bloom. They’re like Christmas
trees with candles lighted. Dick Powers has a thorough-
bred Airdale pup he’d sell me cheap if I could take care
of it. And Uncle Win has promised to put me in a
corking radio set when I have a place of my own. How
about it, Molly Etta, dear?”

For a long time | sat motionless struggling with my
problem. I “would have to mend Bob’s coats as I had
the gray Norfolk. I had loved doing it for Peter. Why,
there was positive Romance in the humble task! Would
it be the same? But Peter was a poor boy, away from
home. Bob’s mother took care of his clothes. Peter
hadn’t anyone. Bob wanted me. But Peter needed me,
and it is sweet to be needed by anybody.

I wondered if he would credit the mending to Mrs.
Maginnis, but a couple of nights afterward I found
a pot of yellow prmnmcs on my window-sill, with a
card on which was typed, “For the good Samaritan, with
my gratitude.” I bent my face to the blossoms, and the
scent of damp earth sent a wave of homesickness
through me. Yellow primroses in the windows of a
yellow house. But something in the rambling room
under the eaves tugged at my heartstrings and the other
vision paled into the night.

HAD to thank Peter, common courtesy demanded
‘that. “If vou have any other little mondmg I'd be
glad to do it.” I wrote, and tucked the note among the
typewriter key: And once T found a ripped glove
lying suppliantly on my table, and once a pair of gay
socks, neatly laundered but with a big hole in each heel,
side by side in the
middle of the floor
One rainy ev
ning when the [
brary was nearly
deserted I covered
a scratch-pad with
thumb-nail
sketches of Peter
as I saw him in my
mind, and on Sun-
day ‘worked them
up into a drawing
of a shockheaded
young man with a shade over his eyes and
a pipe between this teeth, pecking away at
a typewriter. It turned out quite success
fully, and when the following we
tobacco firm offéred the students a prize
of one hundred dollars for the best piece
of advertising copy, I touched it up a bit, gave it a title
—“IT HELPS HIM WORK”"—and sent it in.

We often left notes for each other now. His were
typed, with ludicrously misplaced letters. 1 addressed
him as “Peter”” and he called me “Sammy,” because he
always thought of me as the (Continued on page 88)




The American Spirit

N the July issue of DREAM WORLD we published a short practical meditation by the
I Reverend Henry C. Offerman, pastor of St. John’s Evangelical Lutheran Church,

Brooklyn, New York, in which he stated “We’re none of us perfect, and we’re none of
us ideal, and we’re none of us angels.” That short paragraph hits the nail on the head in
giving the background of DREAM WORLD and its sister pubhcatlons, TRUE STORY
and TRUE ROMANCES. The purpose of these three is to ack ledge the
God of Things as They Are.

Dr. Offerman has written a statement covering his opinion of DREAM WORLD and
its affiliated publicati in the Macfadden group. He states:

“As an American and a Christian I recommend any magazines that stand for:

“Truth—There is nothing more firm than truth.

““Strength—What are ideals without the power and strength to enforce them?

“Hope—The essence of the future lies in the hope of the present.

““Love—Wholesome love will make a whole world wholesome.

“THE AMERICAN SPIRIT—Is a spirit of frankness, freedom, and joy.

“To my mind the Macfadden publications stand for these principles, and in-so-far
as they can foster these ideals, are of benefit and service to mankind.”

In the June issue of DREAM WORLD we published a statement from the New York
City Association of Teachers of English in which the average magazine story was pointed
out as detrimental in the education of the youth of to-day. Now here is a letter from the
Reverend H. O. Rohdy of Cedarcreek, Nebraska, which, from his own experience, bears
out that statement. He writes:

“The memory of the ;hattering of the faith, as to the veracity of the stories that I had
read in my juvenile days still persists to cling to my mind. It made for me an exchange
of the real for the unreal, and I desired to live a real life in a real world. Idealism has its
beauties, but alas, the ability to attain unto it has its delusions.

“We need firm ground under our feet. to see things as they are, and for that reason
the best stories for me are true stories. They give us a true horizon and put iron into our
life and ideals.”

“Truth is not only stranger than fiction,” writes the Reverend D. S. Alexander, of
Davenport, Iowa, “but it also is more powerful as well as more interesting. You have in
your hands a tremendous force for saving our young people from the pitfalls which are
before them. Ignorance is not bliss, nor is it purity, nor is prudery virtue. Again, the
world needs more charity and such a magazine ought to create a bond of charity and
sympathy for those who slip in an unguarded moment,”

From Bandon, Oregon, William E. Baskerville writes:

“I think the plan of publishing true experiences of those who have been the victims of
untoward circumstances and have won out, in spite of handicap, may be an inspiration to
others not to give up hope and to try again and again, if need be, and so win out for right
and truth and purity in life, where alone lies true happiness. I think Mr. Macfadden is
doing a great work through all his publications in promoting strength of body and the
beauty and sacredness of the physical as the foundation of clean, w life and living.
False modesty and prudery must be replaced by a frank, open-minded presentation of great
truths and facts of life.”

In all the letters here quoted, and we have many others which we might quote, the
point stressed is the one which we have used as the heading for this page—THE AMERI-
CAN SPIRIT—which as Dr. Offerman says, is the spirit of frankness, freedom and joy.
The world we live in is the world we make and it is only by looking at things as they are
that we can make our daily lives measure up to the world of our dreams.




Remember
By Huserr V. CorveELL

GIRL, do you hunger for love’s adventure?
Do you quest shyly but eagerly for the lover that is to be?
Remember :
Many can thrill with their wooing
And sweep your soul into an eternity with their passion;
Many can enfold you with conquering arms
And turn their lips into dizzying masters of your being;
But few are easy to live with,
To cook for and scrub for
To mend for and slave for
To sit with or wait for;
Few are good at forgiving
Or at asking forgiveness;
And few know how to be good fathers.

Girl, do you think joyfully of marriage?
Are you planning the wedding t iful?
Remember :

It is easy to enthrall a lover

‘Whose blood leaps before your young beauty;
It is easy to bring the eager lover to your feet,
To make him plead for the gift of your love;
But it is not so easy to hold him

After the wedding

And the honey-moon,

When his blood is no longer turbulent,

And he must stay at home and pay his bills,
Instead of going courting

And to the moving pictures.

Girl, do you long for a home of your own making?
Have you planned it all out?

Remember:

Anybody can dust a piano

And polish solid silver;

Anybody can wash cut glass goblets

And serve dainty luncheons;

But it takes a real woman

To stitch the lining of a bassinet

With joy and love in every movement of the needle,
With a throb of happiness at the tying of each ribbon;
Only a real woman can rejoice

Even during the weeks of discomfort

And the hours of pain.

Girl, do you dream of little children?

Do you ache for their arms about your neck?
Remember :

Almost any woman can bear children;

Almost any woman can love them;

Almost any can bring them up—after a fashion
Hit or miss, bungling, the easiest way at each moment;
But only a real mother

Can love without spoiling,

Can serve without creating tyrants and dependents,
Can receive confidences without betraying them;

Only a real mother can so live

That her children, copying her, will be

Square and true, brave but kind, cheery and ever-loving.

Remember!

%O
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Hawaiian Moonlight
(Continued from page 27)

T do not desire to know anything you
do not wish to tell me. I love you, and
that is sufficient.”
upposing,” 1 whispered.
mitted a—crime—"

Rdxl laughed lightly.

% etty, you dishonorable?

“I had com-

With

I leaned toward him. The next moment
1 was crushed in his arms, and he kissed
me fervently, passionately, many, manv
times.

LAY passive in his arms. He spoke

softly of his great love for me—there
under the glory of the tropic sky, where
a silvery moon, softly glimmering stars
and the great, restless, beautiful ocean—
seemed all attuned to passion and love.

T had met the man I loved. But there
was a deep, unfathomable gulf between
us. I was a murderes The thought of
it struck my quivering heart. I could
never tell him. T could never be his.

T thrust his arms from me.

“Oh, please go away,” I struggled to
keep my voice calm, “Our love—can—
never be.”

“Why not?” his hot lips brought forth
impatiently.

T shook my head.

“Betty, I love you. My darling, T want
you for my wife. Will you marry m
1 saw again, in all its startling vividness,
the figure of the fair-haired boy before
me, in the awful stillness of death.

“No—no,” T burst forth, “there has
been something in my life,” the words
came painfully, “that T can never tell
you.”

“Betty, I cannot conceive of your ever
loing anything bitterly regrettable; but,
we will forget it. T love you for yourself
and for what T will always believe vou,
darling.”

0—10.
Rebel took both of my hands.

“Let us go back to the cottage,”
quietly.

T said,

HE next morning, after the boys had

gone to the harbor, I skimmed through
the Honolulu Advertiser, the morning
paper. I was preoccupied and scarcely
noted what T was listlessly reading, when
a paragraph caught my eye and held it:
1 read it with varied emotions. A short
item, merely mentioning that Captain
Frank Walton Baxter, U.S.N., retired
and Mrs. Baxter, with their son, Robert,
had arrived in Honolulu yesterday from
Los Angeles on their yacht, the Nimrod,
and were staying at the Moana Hotel.

My people, my own people, my famished
heart cried out for them. I had never
written Bobbie.

Half an hour later, T eagerly inquired
at the Moana Hotel desk for the Baxter’s
suite. Another minute and I was facing
my father. An embrace and kisses. Then
riother, and her tears and mine mingled.

“Betty—how we have worried ahout
you!”

“My darling little daughter "

“Holy cats! Why in the name of com-

Annette Reducing Garments

Positively Reduce—You look thinner
the moment you put them on, and this
appearance soon becomes a reality

Mail me a postcard and I will send you
my free
Annette Bust, Waist, Ankle, ‘Abdominal
Red

So comfortable and supporting are my famous Rubberic
Hip Reducers that thousands of women find that they
serve the two-fold purpose of reducing while removing

the need for a corset. Many women are wear-
ing Annette Garments to arrest a tendency to
“take on fat,” finding that they accomplish
this while, at the same time, they serve the
purpose of a corset without its attendant dis-
comforts. Made of Rubber-Fabric and so in-
geniously woven that no rubber touches you
though worn next to the skin, Annette Gar-
ments restore those slender, graceful lines
without which modish attire cannot be worn
with distinction. Reduction begins at once,
becoming more apparent day by day.

No. 320—12-inch “Step-In" Style Rubberic

Hip Reducer, without laces, as shown on

right,each . . . ety . $6.50

No. 321—Mercenzed e 7.50

On the left I picture my 12-inch Rub-

beric Hip Reducer, lacing either in front
or back. Made of Rubber-Fabric,
woven especially for Annette. Bear in
mind that in Annette Garments NO
RUBBER TOUCHES YOU. This is
an 1mportant feature, and its value
cannot be over-estimated by women.

No.330—Each. . ... .$7.50
No. 331—Mercerized. . . 850

My Annette Rubberic Ath-
letic Girdle, shown on the
right, is an entirely new
development for women.
It is splendid for women
constantly on their feet, or who engage in any
athletic exercises. It relieves strain, allows
perfect freedom of movement, and affords real
support to the abdominal muscles.
No. 340—Rubber-Fabric, each . . $2.95

SEND NO MONEY
For Hip Reducers send measurements of waist, hips and
thighs—for Girdle, send measurement of waist. Just give
your measurements and I will send you the Annette
Garment in a plain wrapj y the postman the cost
of Garment, plus a few cents for postage If you prefer to
send the money when ordering, the garment will be sent
prepaid. Try it on when youreceiveit, and if you are not
satisfied, send it back at once and I will refund your
mone% Mail your order wd?;,‘;before you forget it. No
. toCanada, F ral Deliver

(YYW.

catalogue, showing the famous

ucers, and other Annette Rubberic
Garments, lu.l!wllustrzled and
descril

=

pt. K-7,
30 N. MICHIGAN AVE.

CHICAGO, ILL.
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mon sense d:dut you write to me?” broke
in Bobby, ods! I thought you had
committed—"

“Hush!” mother reproved him.

“I was afraidl—" I told them. “I was
a coward, running away instead of facing
my guilt. T am bitterly ashamed. I <h1[l
g0 back with you and give myself up.

n't you know ?” boomed out Bebby,
mcreduluusl), “didn’t you read the papers

My lips refused to open, but my eyes
prayed him to continue,

“Howard didn’t die, Betty. He's up and
around, was playing golf when we left,
and T explained long ago that it was I who
induced you to leave—"

DREAM WORLD

IS voice went on, but the words were

meaningless to me. 1 had grasped
only the one wonderful fact that Howard
was alive. I was not guilty. The dread-
ful specter that had haunted me all these
weeks was gone. Oh, the blessed relicf
that swept over me.

I was wildly, deliriously happy. I
dropped to my knees and buried my face
in a chair. I tried to pray.

It was all very wonderful. Mother and
Dad went on to Australia, Bobby sailed
back to the States to resume college, and
Rebel and I borrowed the Nimrod for
a perfect honeymoon cruising the South
Seas.

My Prince and I

(Continued from page 40)

We were apparently not to leave this
beautiful valley just yet.

Cousin Louisa and I started out from
the hotel at Festomar early on the morn-
ing after Mr. Daly’s accident.

He had had a fairly good night. The
doctor was pleased with him. Nothing
would induce Cousin Louisa to stay in the
hotel she had been asked to leave; but she
determined to go somewhere else in the
neighborhood and wait there until Mr.
Daly could move.

“We can’t desert the poor man, Anne,”
she said. “It would be un-Christian. I
could never say my prayers again with a
clear conscience. If it gets about who you
are, my child, and the people seem hostile,
you must simply stay indoors.”

I wanted badly to go home, but she
didn’t want to be left alone, and I couldn’t
very well desert her.

R. DALY loaned us his car, and
Cousin Louisa asked the young
American chauffeur to drive very slowly
and keep his eyes out for any likely look-
ing place to stay
This is a straggling village in the midst
of meadows and vineyards.

The Inn is very comfortable. The rooms
are largc and clean, and the food is quite
800 The chief recommendation in
Cou:m Louisa’s eyes is that it is entirely
hidden from Festomar, and that very few
people are likely to come to this village,
because the valley ends in a cul-de-sac.
The mountains go sheer up behind the
village

The car went back to Festomar after we
were settled, and, to our intense astonish-
ment, it returned the following day, con-
verted into an ambulance, with Martin
Daly and the nurse inside.

The doctor had very grudgingly giver
his permission. The patient was doing sur-
prisingly well.

“I absolutely refused to stay up there
all alone,” Mr. Daly said. His voice was
weak, one leg useless, his head and shoul-
der bandaged. But otherwise he really
seemed remarkably well, considering the
hours he had lain in excruciating pain on
the mountain side.

May 22nd.
‘What will be the next thing to happen?
Cousin Louisa has caught a chill and is
suffering tortures with her rheumatism.
She is crippled and a prisoner in her room.

We may be here some time.
finds his chauffeur invaluable.

Mr. Daly

E'S as good as any valet,” he says.
He wants me to use the car to ex-

plore the beauties of the neighborhood.

I did go for a beautiful drive this after-
noon. On the way back we met two royal
carriages—Adrian and an old gentleman
in one, Marie Celeste and a white-haired
lady in the second, and members of their
suite sitting opposite. They were in fine
state, with postilions in scarlet and purple,
and outriders, too. I supposed their guests
were the King and Queen of Valtoria. My
glimpse of Adrian’s face showed him with
his stern and wooden expression, sitting
bolt upright, every inch a king, but no
longer a man. s impossible to believe
that he was a happy boy among happy
boys only such a short time ago.

The chauffeur, whose name is
Dean, pulled up the car and stopped at the
side of the road.

“I take it that's the King and Queen,
mi; he sai

¥esi T answcrcd.
who their guests were.

“This is a fine country,” he went on.
He has such a very nice manner, not a bit
servile, and yet most respectful. One could
not help feeling friendly towards him.

“Yes, it's beautiful,” I said. “A bit of
luck for you, Dean, to see the King and
Queen so close, wasn't it? Isn't she
beautiful2”  ~

“She’s a peach,” he remarked. But his
dark brows were knitted, and his voice
sounded absent. “D'you know, miss—I
hope you don’t mind me telling you,” he
said in a faltering voice, “but I have the
queerest feelings about this country. Can’t
account for them at all. Sometimes I
could swear I'd been here before. But I
know I haven’t. And I shut my eyes and
1 can sce other places that I believe must
be in Montazuro. It's all so dim and funny
—just as if I'd been been here in dreams.”

“Perhaps you have, Dean!” I laughed.
“I've seen places in dreams that I'm sure
exist somewhere in the world.”

_ He evidently has a dreamy and imagina-
tive nature.

And I told him

May 25

WENT for a walk to-day, and had an
extraordinary experience. Coming out
of a thick pine wood at the back of the
village, and rounding a corner, I found
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myself gazing on a most entrancing view.
In a hollow lay a little lake—hardly more
than a very large pond, and not biue like
the lake of Festomar, but the most ex-
quisite, limpid green. Sheer rocks went
down to it, with here and there tufts of
baby pine trees and clumps of dwarf
rhododendron and some kind of plant on
which were bright clusters of pale blue
flowers.

A man and a woman were just coming
up the steep zigzag path. I heard their
voices before I saw them. Then, to my
amazement, I saw that the woman was
Marie Celeste.

I quickly stepped back into the forest
and hid behind one of the huge pine
trunks. The man who accompanied her I
could mot place at all, and yet it st d
to me that T had seen him before. He
was small and dark.

They came quickly towards me. I was
terrified lest they should catch sight of
me.

I could not make it out
Queen could not be so mad
to have involved. herself in
intrigue.

They stood still, not far
can't describe my sensations. T knew that
I was drifting again into some horrid
complication, perhaps into another tragedy.
T wished with all my soul that I was not
there. I hated Marie Celeste.

Surely the
or so bad as
another

from me. T

HE was very white. The little man

with her was gesticulating fiercely.
Suddenly it struck me who he was—the
majordomo of the household of Graymede.
It was he who had rushed into the room
and bent over the stiff body of the young
Marquis on that morning that seemed so
far away.

A servant! A menial! And she, the
Queen of Montazuro, alone with him here
by this lonely lake. What could it mean?
He was paying her no deference. He
looked as if he were dictating to her.

Their voices buzzed. Her face was
deathly white under her close-fitting hat.
She listened to him with a kind of furious
scorn.  Then she put her hand in her coat
pocket and took out a gold mesh bag. She
opened it and put a bundle of something
into his hands. supposed it was money.

They passed on, up the path. She
stopped and made a gesture of dismissal.
He bowed very low—ironically, mockingly
low, T thought. An then he disappeared
into the wood, like a dark eel, so quickly
and noiseles

Marie Celeste turned to the left
went up another path.

and

May 29th.
T was intcnuptcd ,.md ha\'c not written

~ything for fou to-day an-
other incredible |hmJ: ha< happ('n((l and
I am sitting in my dressing-gown, hot-

water bottles round my feet, a shawl over
my head, Mr. Daly’s nurse coming in
every now and then with some warm milk,
soup, or chicken jelly.

My head had been full of Marie Celeste
since I saw her.

HIS little dark man—there was only

one explanation—she shared some secret
with him. Graymede! Was it possible
that he had found out the truth about the
Marquis and was blackmailing her.
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My footsteps were irresistibly urged
towards the little lake.

I went there on the two following after-
noons. There was nobody there.
laughed at myself for a morbid creature.

This morning I found the little dark-
faced, bright-eyed majordomo there. He
was lolling against a rock, smoking.

1 hid myself again, and after about ten
minutes Marie Celeste appeared, clamber-
ing rather gingerly down the steep moun-
tain side.

I felt sure the man’s manner had gained
in insolence. He evidently had some power
over her. He was talking volubly, mak-
ing great use of his eyes and hands.

Suddenly Marie Celeste raised her stick,
as if she would lay it about his shoulders.

He started back, and then lifted his arm.
I stood spell-bound, thinking he was going
to strike her.

Then T don’t know what happened.

A wild shriek rang through the air. T
closed my eyes for a second, feeling sick
and faint.

When I opened them the Queen was
not there, and the majordomo was running
up the hill-side, clambering like a monkey.

T rushed down the rocky path blindly,
my heart hammering, a frightful noise in
my ears.

Marie Celeste had fallen into the lake.

T remember thanking God I was a strong
swimmer. She was not far from the shore.

NEVER wrote in my day book again.
Time has passed. All is different
now.

If T take up my pen again, it is because
T have been persuaded, somewhat against
my will, to write the end of that part of
my story. Someone thinks it might in-
terest the world. It is a good friend of
mine, tried and trusted and found true.

I must go back to where I left off—to
that tragic moment when Marie Celeste
was struggling in the green water of the
little lake in the mountains near Festomar,
and T was swimming towards her.

Fortunately for me, she fainted when I
reached her and T managed to pull her
ashore somehow.

It was quite a quarter of an hour bhefore
she could speak coherently. At first she
only moaned.

I got out of her with great difficulty
that she had fallen into the water by acci-
dent. I also got out of her that she had
come all the way from the castle on foot.
Again she informed me that the King was
away for a couple of days hunting chamois
up in the Alps.

She seemed to be able to take nothing in
but that T was there. It amazed her; it
seemed to her like an omen. The wonder
of it broke down her reserve, and she told
me the truth. It was as I thought. The
little majordomo knew that she had been
meeting de Fezarius in secret long before
she came to England. He had a whole
mass of proofs, including the dates of the
meetings, and actually some snapshots that
he had managed to take of the young
Marquis and herself.

IKE the clever, unscrupulous person he
“was, he had waited until she became
Queen of Montazuro to declare his knowl-
cdge. And now he threatened exposure
unless she acceded to his exorbitant de-
mands. That morning he had threatened
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to send one of the snapshots to the news-
papers. She had told him that she could
not procure the money he asked for, and
he had given her a week in which to find it.

“He dared to threaten me,” she kept re-
peating, as if she could hardly believe it.
Her face was convulsed. She looked
dreadful.

I tried to quiet her, fearing she would
collapse. I asked her if she could move.
She said she did not think so.

In the end I managed to half drag, half
carry her through the wood. It was an
awful experience. ~When we finally
reached the road, everything went black
before my eyes.

I heard Marie Celeste
brought me to my senses.
traveling at a great speed.

To my intense relief, it proved to be
Dean, driving Mr. Daly’s car. He stopped
at once at the sight of me. I explained to
him that the lady with me had had an
accident, and asked him to drive her to
the royal castle at once. I gave him the
impression that she was a member of the
household. 1 hoped fervently that he
would not recognize in the corpse-like di-
sheveled creature the exquisite and haughty
Queen of Montazuro, whom he had seen
driving in her state carriage a few days
before.

D

creet.

Before he slarted I managed to have a
word with

“When )DII come back, don’t say any-
thing about this, please. It would only
alarm Mrs. Warren and Mr. Daly, too. I
shall be all right. I shall just say that I
got wet. When you get to the castle, the
lady will give you directions as to which
door you are to drive up to.”

He saluted me respectfully, and then
said, with his alert look, so very attractive
in its perfect candor:

guess, miss, this lady owes her life
to you. She’s in a pretty bad way, and I
must get a hustle on me. T won’t say any-
thing to anybody. You can rely on me,
miss.”

I remember it so vividly. T was sitting
in my room at the inn, writing an account
of the beginning of this trying experience
in my diary. It was evening. An ex-
quisite soft rosy light lay over the
mountains, like a chiffon veil.

I had just got to my plunge into the
lake when the landlady’s daughter came
in with a note for me.

It was from one of the Queen’s ladies-
in-waiting at the castle. It implored me
to come at once. Her Majesty was very
ill.  They feared she would die. His
Majesty was away. They had sent for
him, but it might take many hours to find
him in the mountain heights. The Queen
asked for me incessantly.

Of course, T had to go.

shriek. Tt
It was a car

N helped me to lift her into the
car. T thought his manner most dis-

l ASKED Cousin Louisa to tell Mr.
Daly that I had borrowed his car again,
and, in about half an hour, was being
driven to the castle. T felt none the
worse for my own immersion in the lake.
But T was excited to the pitch of fever.
And in the bottom of my heart was a wild
joy, because I knew it was possible that
I should see Adrian again.
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It is no good dwelling on what happened
for the next forty-cight hours. Marie
Celeste was not ill at all. She was as well
T was. But for some unaccountable
reason she wanted me there at the castle.

The doctor and T had a talk. He spoke
French. He admitted that the Queen was
rot ill and that he had no clue to her
mood. The only thing he could say was
that her Majesty’s nerves were very un-
strung and that my pfesence in the castle
comforted her. He understood that the
Queen had become attached to me in
England.

I was rather indignant and taxed the
doctor with the urgent letter that had bern
written to me. He admitted it, with a
deprecatory shrug of his shoulders.

H esty’s mind was so fixed on
your coming, mademoiselle.”

Marie Celeste herself was
friendly.

“You must stay,” she said to me. “That
wretched man has disappeared. 1 have
heard nothing more of him. Soon it will
be a week and I haven’t got the money for
him.”

“Why does not your Majesty hand him
over to the police to deal with?” I asked
her.

feverishly

OW can you!” she retorted, and she

was the old, arrogant Marie Celeste.
“What are you thinking about? Do you
expect me to let the police know? You
seem to forget that T am the Queen of
Montazuro.”

1 said T must go on the day Adrian
came back. I had not seen him. I longed
to and dreaded to. She had sent for me
in the morning, and she worked herself
into a terrible state of nerves.

“You must not go! What should I do?
I am relying on you, Miss Herbert. “You
are my only friend. Have you not proved
it?” She spoke with sublime arrogance.
I really believe she imagined I had borne
the blame of the young Marquis’s death
simply because T was Anne Herbert and
she was the Princess Marie Celeste of
Montazuro.

“But what can I do, your Majesty?” I
asked helples

“I thought you might be able to find
the money for me. T am practically penni-
less. The Queen's income is absurdly
small and T have a million expenses. I
have nowhere to get this money from at
once. Could you not borrow it for me?
I would trust you absolutely. You can
take what interest you like. I can repay
it in a year, or perhaps six months.”

She looked at me eagerly, her eyes like
burning coals in her white face. I
crimsoned with rage at her suggestion
that T should take a commission for get-
ting money for her. At the same time I
felt I must help her—for Adrian’s sake.
How awful if there were to be any
publicity !

WAS thinking of Mr. Daly. I knew

he would let me have the money. I
asked her how much it w Her answer
staggered me. It was thirty-thousand
pounds in English money.

I knew Mr. Daly would let me have
this money, all the same. That was if he
had it. T had heard him called enormously
rich, but, of course, T did not know what
that meant. He might not be able to dis-

How to

Develop
The Bust

YOUR WOMANLY BEAUTY

AN be developed. The secret of woman’s charm is a beau-

tiful, fully developed figure—a bust like sculptors carve:in
marble and artists portray on canvas. he very femininity of
woman demands that she be thus perfectly developed.

Age of Beautiful Women

This is the age of beautiful women. You must have a wonderful
figure. If you are not physically attractive, you lose half of life’s
joys. Wearing false pads and ruffles will not suffice. You must be
perfectly developed if you expect to fill a woman’s place in life.
Men naturally love charming, fully developed women most.

How to Secure Bust Development

There is only one safe, sure way for you to acquire this beauty.
It is with The New National. This physical culture invention
enlarges the bust from one to five inches, harmlessly, quickly. No
matter how flat you may be, or how long you have been undeveloped,
The National will expand and develop your bust to its natural size
and beauty. It cannot fail. You want this wonderful development!

Mrs. Dorothy Brown, whose photograph is shown above, writes:

“Everyone thinks it is remarkable what I have accomplished in. dmlopmg
my breasts, bringing them back again to the contour of the body. how
many compliments 1 have received since I am gelling a firmer
chesi! I can hardly belicve my eyes when I look at my picture laken
when my chest and breasts were 3o low and drooping. 1 ive you the right
to publish my picture showing what The New National has don

Valuable Booklet FREE!

Write today for free booklet by Dr. C. S. Carr, telling how any woman may
develop her bust in the shortest possible time with this harmless appliance.
Simply wonderful the results it produces. Let us send you photographic proof

owing as much as five inches enlargement by this method. Sent FREE to
every woman who writes quickly. Use the Coupon below, or send your name and
address on a post card.

THE OLIVE COMPANY, Dept. W, CLARINDA, 10WA, U. S. A.
Please tell me all about your wonderful invention for women, without cost or obliga-
tion to me. (This information sent under sealed postage, if you enclose 4c stamps.)

Name.

T o o s o e b e St

69




2 / )
“Won’t You Do It
For Me, Will?”

ST WANT you to succeed more than
Tgthing “olsc i thg. worA, and 1
know you can do it if you try. But

ou _aren't’ really trylng mow, Will—

You're only drifti]

“If the lmernatinnal Correspondence

Schools can ralse the salaries of other
I know they can raise yours, If

they can help other men to win advance-

Tknow they can help you too:
“Wo 't you do it for me, Will2 Won't
you 8end in that coupon and at least, find
out what the 1. C. S. can do for you
“Some day I'm sure os il oo to
me and tell me it was the best invesfment
you ever ma
Mail m. Coupon To-day!
i IHYEImAnMuI. CORRESPONDENGE scHooLs
x 43s0, Seranton,
oot e pilgatln i Btbask e
A quality for Ui position of L the subject before
Whleh T'Bete Bired an ¥
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

[ Business agement alesmanship
ndusteia Mansgeinsn D Advertising
| Personnel Ol‘lnmzulnn Better Letters
Trattc Man, Sihow Card Letter
usiness Stenography and Trptog
Banking ad Banking Lo, | ) busingss Bnglian
usfusey Gieludthe .. LIGIISEn
Nicholson st Lo isflwas Ma Clerk
ook Coramon Sehool Sabjects
Private Sectetary i Senol Sublecs
Spanish 0O French ol
COURSES
Electrical Engincering 0 Architec
icctrio Lightin fehitocts® Blue Prints
Mechanteal Eoglheer nracior and Buer
Acchanical Dra Fehitectural Drattsinan
Mscine Shop i) oncrete Bullder
Rsizond Posflons tructural Engineer
Engine Operating emistry () Pharmacy
Clvll Engineer Automobile Wnrk
S l:\m;'fug Aneara S Poult
Attt an Poultry.
Steam Engtneerin TAT
Street Senza
Adire
city state

i
Persons reviding i inado shouid send, ihia coupon 1o dho
Indernatianai " Correapendence Sohosts” Oanadian, Limited,

10 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL
Wi 10 das and 1f ou
§ don't agree tisan amaciug bar-

FREE ;m\ry Dol ilic
eredit. Woriderfal values:
< Eci. 1890 Address Dopt. 954

BAER Bros. Co.

6 MAIDEN LAME - NEW YORK

pose of such a huge sum all in a moment.

I told her I thought I might get the
money. She must trust me absolutely. She
said she did. She objected strongly to my
going away from the castle for a few

urs.

“I don’t know what it is but I can’t do
without you,” she said. “You make me feel
safe. If you get this money, I will never
forget it. The little brute has promised
to go out of the country and never to
worry me again. He will hand over the
photographs. Those are the only things
that matter.”

I went in the afternoon.
returning in the evening.

The doctor saw me before I went. He
was anxious lest T was not coming back.
He told me that he had made a disquieting
discovery. Her Majesty’s heart was very
seriously affected. As a young girl it had
been slightly weak, but he had thought
she had grown out of it. His last exami-
nation revealed serious trouble. Perhaps
the accident of falling into the water had
aggravated the mischief. Her Majesty’s
mind must be kept perfectly at peace. She
must not be crossed in any way. She ap-

Adrian was

peared to lean on me to a very large
extent.
At the Castle
ARTIN DALY was an angel. He

gave me the money without a word.
‘What was more he produced it in cash
within three days. He would not even
allow me to tell him what it was for. T
believe he guessed.

I saw Adrian that evening when 1 went
back to the castle. The Queen was in her
own rooms. I sent the money to her im-
mediately I arrived. There came back
no answer from her in writing, but a mes-
sage to request me to dine privately with
their Majesties that night.

To this day T have never really under-
stood why Marie Celeste insisted so on
my presence at the castle. It could not
have been that she liked me. I don’t think
she understood the meaning of the word
gratitude. She accepted all services, all
sacrifices as her due. I can only think
that all the excitement of the preceding
days, and the shock of her immersion in
the water, had had the effect of fixing
the idea in her mind that she could not
do without me.

When I was ready I left my room and
was wandering about uncertain where to
20, when the house chamberlain appeared,
and led me to a room adjoining the private
dining-room.

It was empty. I went over to the fire,
which was welcome, for in those heights
cven a June evening could be very cold.

The door opened. I had my back to it.
1 couldn’t move. I heard a sharp indrawn
breath. And then that thrilling voice that
made me feel since the first time I heard
it that I was nothing but one lump of
cmmions for the owner of that voice to

My Anne!”

DRIAN was beside me, holding my
hands, looking into my eyes, his own
dark, ardent and luminous.

“Anne, what does this mean? This
glimpse of heaven? What did I hear when
1 came back—that Miss Herbert is staying
in the castle, that the Queen desires her
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presence P
hefore.”
T could not help smiling back at him.
The clasp of his hand, the sound of his
voice, the nearness of him intoxicated me.
But the next moment I knew that this
was only an added danger. My joy was
too acute. It was hardly to be borne.
“Her Majesty had an accident,” I

I never believed in miracles

stammered. “I was able to help her. She
wished to see me. T did not know how to
refuse.”

“Yes, I've heard about the accident,” he
said. “The castle is full of that accident.
It was fate that you were on the spot.
But what does it matter? It has brought
you here.”

“I cannot stay,” I put in quickly.
must see that”

“I can’t see anything but you, Anne, in
that nice stiff, old-fashioned, white dress,
with your little milky arms and your
lovely baby face, just like one of those
white and gold flowers that one stoops to
pick up in a meadow. And I shall die if
T can't kiss you.”

“You mustn’t talk like that,”T pleaded.
“I can’t stand it. I shall have to go.”

“My Anne, I love you more than ever.
T love you to madness and despair, and my
life is worth nothing to me!”

And all T could find to say in my miser-
able heart was what I had said so many
times :

“What's the good >

“You

DRIAN’S face turned from a happy
boy’s into a morose man’s in the
twinkling of an eye and he repeated
beneath his breath:
“What's the_good
The doors opened and the Queen came in.
She was condescendingly gracious to
me as I curtseyed.
“I hope you ha\( thanked Miss Herbert
for her services,” she said to her husband.

“I have tried to,” Adrian answered
ambiguously.

“You have to thank her that I am alive,”
Marie Celeste went on.

“I have,” he said, “and that she herself
e alive, t00.”

T was terrified, as T caught his eyes. It
was so dangerous to talk like that.

But it went on all through dinner. We
were quite alone, with an army of ser-
vants. I don’t know what we ate. I only
remember that there were white roses on
the table and that Adrian picked out an
exquisite bud and laid it beside my plate,
and, that his fingers touched mine as he
did so. And all the time I was thrilling
and quivering with the reckl anger of
it. He was merry, mischievous. He paid
me outrageous compliments. What he said
was all addressed to me. Every word had
a meaning that Marie Celeste could not
understand.  Sometimes T held my breath
at his recklessness.

Three days later I left the castle. I
did not see Adrian again until I was on
the point of leaving.

ARIE CELESTE and he were re-
turning to Grobbio on the following
day. She had asked me to come and stay
at the palace before T went back to Eng-
land. T had hesitated. And yet, of course,
1 did want to.
No! I must keep myself out of tempta-
tion. I must not give way to that mad
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longing deep down in my heart to stay near
Adrian, to know for certain that I must
catch a glimpse of him now and then.

T made excuses. They were very good
ones. I must accompany my cousin back
to England. I must consult my mother,
who was all alone. Marie Celeste
brushed all that aside, I could return to
England, certainly. T could spend a week
or two with my mother. But I must come
back to Grobbio. Why not bring my
mother, too?

Adrian came to the car with me to sce
me off.

“I must see you alone before I go,” he
whispered.

“You can’t,” T answered in alarm.
are going to-morrow.”

“This evening, Anne, T will be walking
down your way. Be out after dinner.
Don't ask questions, I will arrange it. Be
there.”

Mr. Daly was progressing rapidly.
Cousin Louisa was also much better. My
connection with the royal house had acted
on her like a tonic. She was planning to
move on the following week. She had had
enough of the country and thought of
spending the month of June in Venice.
She invited me warmly to accompany her.
Mr. Daly was going to join the Manders
at La Montana. The Countess had also
sent me an invitation. She had written
most charmingly, ignoring the scandal
about my name. I knew that Mr. Daly
had told her the truth.

“You

HAT night after dinner I said I was

going out for a walk. I could not
resist seeing Adrian. It was a gorgeous
evening.

T walked up the road, believing Adrian
would come that way, if he came at all.
T had not gone very far when I saw him
standing by Mr. Daly’s car, deep in con-
versation with Dean, the chauffeur.

T don't know why it gave me such a
shock. Adrian talked to everybod; He
had charming ways with servants. Even
if Dean recognized him it was not such a
terrible matter. He knew I had been
staying at the castle, and had rendered the
Queen a service.

Adnan had a light coat over his evening
y his side was a great Monta-
zurian \»olfhmmd He looked up as I ap-
proached, and came towards me, with out-
stretched hand.

“What a lovely evening!” he exclaimed.
“I have found out that this car belongs to
your friend, Mr. D: I remember him at
La Montana, don’t 1?” And he gave me
a quick, questioning look. “I'm sorry to
hear he has had an accident.”

Almost unconsciously I moved beside

im.

“And this young man has been telling
me some funny things,” he went on. “He's
never been in Montazuro before, but the
country seems fam to him. Just now
he gave me quite a good description of the
palace at Grobbio. Isn’t that queer?”

LOOKED from one to the other, feel-

ing an unaccountable perturbation.
Dean was evidently so taken up with those
peculiar visions of his that he had to tell
them to everybody he came across. And
there was something else that I could not
explain. It was in the atmosphere. It
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was like a voice speaking to me that I
knew and yet couldn’t recognize.
“Are you \valkmg a little way " Adnan
lay I come with you
hand in his pocket .md gave
money with a few more
The chauffeur touched his
We moved off.

some
cheery words.

cap.

the autumn and
Marie Celeste was

N the end I spent
winter at Grobbio.
so_insistent.

I brought mother to Grobbio.

2 small apartment near the palace.
to the palace every day to talk English
with the Queen. Her manner to me was
always the same. She seemed to lean on
me. T could not understand it.

Then one afternoon, when the promise
of spring had come again, Adrian found
me alone in the Queen’s boudoir. I was
waiting for her. She had gone out to
some charity function.

t was hardly ever that he came to her
rooms like this. The shock unnerved us
Loth.

The next thing I' knew I was in his

We had
I went

DR
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arms, listening to a flood of passionate
words.

‘Anne, my Amne! T want you! T can't
live without you. This long cold winter
has nearly killed me. Knowing you were
near me all the time has been torture! I
can steal away without anyone knowing.
Anne, you must come, too! You must
come somewhere with me. I must have a
few days of your sweet company, other-
wise I can't live !

IS voice died away. Our lips met.

He crushed me to him with a
desperate force.
“Anne,” he whispered, “say that you

will come! T will find some place where
no one will know you or me. We can
meet cvery day. I shall have you to m
self, Tt will be like Tramia again.”

“No, no,” T faltered.

“Anne,” he went on, “say yes. Listen,
I hear someone coming! It's only a few
days of life I ask. Say yes, Anne!”

Yes,” T faltered faintly, and a moment
later the door opened and Marie Celeste
came in, attended by her ladies.

i
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The biggest surprise

Light

(Continued from page 44)

ANCY sighed.

“I'd be grateful to you for ever and
ever,” she pleaded, “if you'd just give me
a tiny chance. I've got to earn a living,
you see. T live with a cousin, an old lady,
who has never really wanted me ever since
she adopted me years ago. I wanted to do
something for myself so badly, as my
mother was on the stage, I thought, I

hoped—"
Togarth regarded her more intently
Something in her personality appealed

to him, touching his wayward heart. She
was so very young, such an unspoilt child.

“Put it out of your mind,” he said
again. “Believe me, the stage is not for
babes like yourself. I cannot picture you
a light o love, but rather the light of
someone’s eyes. . . . If I had a daugh-
ter of my own, as you suggested just now,
that is what most surely you would be.
But my life is behind me, brilliantly suc-
cessful, entirely unhappy. ... Why?
Because stage life and stage associations
made me what I am, because 1 put place
and ambition before love and honor, be-
cause I am haunted by the thought of a
little girl—fresh, trusting and unspoilt as
yourself—whose life I rode over in my
Juggernaut car of triumph. 1 should
not like to think of you :uﬁ'crmg as she
must have suffered; and that is whv I am
going to send you on your way.”

OGARTHsat down in the carved throne-
like chair and picked up the pen of ebony
and gold with which it was his fancy to
write, That action was Nancy’s dismissal.
But when the door closed behind her,

her face came before him on the paper in
place of the words he meant to write. He
was half in the mind to call her back.

He went to the curtained window and
drew aside the funereal drapings.

Light—more light, she had said!

The blaze of sunlight that streamed in
nearly blinded him. By and by, as his
ves became accustomed to it, the cool
green of the parklands rested and soothed

him. He opened the window as well.
There were butterflies dancing in the
sun. .

And tlun he made out his late visitor
walking slowly down the drive. She was
disappointed, the child! Well, he had
meant to be kind. He had saved her pos-
sibly from a fate similar to that of the girl
whose memory would never let him rest.

Just then a woman came into sight.
Even from that distance her flaming hair
marked her, and the cruel scarlet of her

The little visitor would have to pass
her.

Fogarth's bored expression became sud-
denly alert.

The red-haired woman stood still,
ing after the girl. She called.
turned round and came swiftly back.

look-
Nancy

jess
ROSE-WHITE child,” said Fogarth
wearily. “I sent her away. I wish
you would go away, too, Maxa. You are
discordant to-day. Aren't you appearing
in town to-night?”
Maxa laughed. The very notes of her
amusement were languidly malicious.
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“Oh, rather. I've ordered your car to
take me to the station in half an hour.
Did you ever know an actress-manageress
or even an actress who would give her
understudy a chance? But I'm coming
down again because I've made an appoint-
ment to-morrow to see that kid I met just
now.”

“Where?”

“Here,” she answered coolly. “And I
think you might have kept her till T came
in. You know I'm always on the lookout
for talent.”

Fogarth turned in his throne-like chair
and surveyed her with as near to curiosity
as he could approach.

“I don't fathom you,” he said deliber-
ately. “Most women would not engage
voung and pretty girls to save their liv
or their box-office receipts. There must
be a reason for your—originality.

Maxa stared back at him, her slanting
eyes glinting wickedly.

“Then you don't believe in my impeach-
ability as an impresario” she queried.

as an actress
I‘mt

1 don't query your gifts
or a critic,” responded Fogarth.
your pzrllcllldr bevy of beauties a
devoid of talent as canaries, and I (Im\k
you know it.”

Maxa sat up.

g

“F UNNY you never tumbled to my
game. It's pretty paten she re-
marked, “though I believe I'm the first

woman-manager to specialize in it.”

“In what?" he frowned.

“Fuman delicatessen; purveying rare
sweetmeats of quality for jaded palates.
I don't deal in quantity, like Green of the
West Theater, or G. B. Harvey and Lang-
ton Smith. None of the goods 1 sell hail
from Peckham or its purlieus. You can
rely on it when you come to my th
for an amusing little friend, shall I
that she’s decently born and didn't

first
learn to eat peas with a fork at the Savoy.

“Oh, you needn’t look at me with your
eyes tumbling about like that, Gerald. I
do extraordinarily well for my girls. And,
you mark it, I'm only doing what every
manager whose shows are a money success
is up to. Why don’'t Miriam Green and
Clara Williams make their fortune I'n
tell you. They're exploiting their one talent
\\hlch will never set the Thames on fire,
s the only article they happen to

I tried that game first and saw

how idiotic it was. Pretty girls without
prejudices are the draw all the time, the-
atrically speaking, and they want to be

served up in an artistic way, with plenty
of sauce piguante. T'm the only woman-
dealer at present, and I've got the pick of
the market. Harv Smith and his tribe
only deal in any sort of goods. They're
not much more than marine store dealers
really, but I'm the Duveen of my trade.
D'you get me? As for that kid you turned
down this afternoon, she’s most promi
material - from my point of view. Fruit
with the bloom on. If I don't gather her
for my shop window she’d only be de-
voured by some turnip-headed clod. For
goodness’ sake, don’t pretend to be squeam-
ish, Gerald! I thought you had got over
that long ago.”
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OGARTH got up. He moved up and

down the room restlessly.

“You, like myself, were tainted from the
first by personal ambition of the wrong
sort,” he said. “Our own souls, or mine
at least, is probably beyond redemption;
but the child we're talking about is at the
beginning of her life. She’s a butterfly
and you would bludgeon her. Why
couldn t you leave her alone—let her pass—

I did?

)13)3) finely cut lips curled contemptu-
ousl;

“Think of me as a benefactor, and don't
be sloppily sentimental, Gerald,” she said.
“It doesn’t suit your present environment—
or myself. There’s no reason why that kid
should regret running up against me. With
my help she'll. meet rich and moneyed men.
How she plays them up is her own affair.
Naturally, I shouldn't myself
about her at all if she were not so lovely
She’s a perfect flower to look at, and the
honey-sweet of blossoms was not intended
for one busy bee alone. Besides, although
we've too many women as against men,
the beautiful ones are scarce. There aren’t
enough to go round. A beautiful woman
should be handled hke a loving-cup, and
passed along. . .

She spoke her mm(I She had not the
slightest intention of shocking Fogarth.
But for once she revolted him.

“I think vou are quite the most unmoral
‘woman I have ever met—or written about,”
he observed.

“I'm probably the most candid,” she an-
swered. “I haven't an illusion in the
world, and I'm of the opinion that the
sooner a girl ca be shown life as it really
is, without trimmings, the better for her.
The ones whom I have to deal with learn
right from the jump that they are not
characters in fiction, and that romance
doesn'’t spell matrimony.

OGARTH

pacing.

“Heaven help the girls who fall into
your hands,” he said with deadly earnest-
ne:

stopped in his restless

“It doesn’t,” Maxa assured him indiffer-
ently. “I teach them to help themselves.
What in the name of wonder are you con-
cerning yourself for on a mere question
of ethics

“It's more than that,” replied Fogarth.
“I can't explain my motives to you or n
self, but I definitely desire that that child
shall not learn of life from you. Don’t
come down here again to-morrow. Don't
see her. Would you push a baby over a
precipice ?”

“Why not—if it landed on a bed of
roses?” and Maxa shrugged. “That girl
is worth money to me . . But I don't
want to talk about her all night. How's
the play getting on?”

“Not at all,” answered Fogarth. “I've
a feeling I'd like to break my pen in two
and start again from the beginning, and
expiate my sins . . . only it's too late.”

A servant announced that the car was in
readiness.

“Why not start a créche for chorus
girls?”” Maxa suggested. “You remind
me of nothing so much as a conscientious
nursemaid this afternoon.

She waved an airy farewell from the
door.
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ANCY did not possess a trunk, for the

simple reason that she had never been
out of Butley village since she had arrived
there as a baby in arms. Upstairs in a
lumber-room she knew there was a certain
quantity of old boxes and trunks, and a
large old-fashioned dressing-case that had
belonged to her mother. Some sort of
luggage she must have in readiness for her
impending departure.

When the household had retired for the
night she tiptoed upstairs. She dared not
carry a candle, but she had a box of
matches in her hand. Shutting herself into
the musty darkness, she found the dressi;
case by matchlight and carried it down-
stairs to her bedroom.

As a little girl Nancy had often tried to
open it before. No doubt the key had
been lost long ago. At any rate, it was
locked. Now she needed it for her own
property, so she got busy at the hasp with
a pair of scissors, finally succeeding in
forcing the lock.

The case was fairly full. Tt was packed
with the old treasure that had once been
significant to the dead woman, and now
spoke their message to the child she had
left. A reverent feeling, an awe such as
one might feel in church, came over
Nancy. These were her mother's posses
sions and therefore sacred.

She stood for a moment before
touched them.

(Luling," she whispered, “I
don’t mean to pr: hope thcms nothing
you'd rather I shoulrlnt see.”

she

T seemed to her in her mood of nervous
ation that her mother was very
near to her, and that she was glad her
little girl should handle these long laid-by

's bib, unfinished, with the needle
and thread stuck in it, had been put awa
one night and forever, theater programs
of plays long since forgotten, names of
unknown players who' had dropped out,
died, or achieved fame; all of them were
meaningless to Nancy.
ere were several photographs of one

girl, obviously taken for stage purposes.
Nancy could see by the likeness in them to
herself that they were of her mother. She
felt like crying then—to look at that face
on cardboard and to realize that she had
never seen and could never know the
reality. The awesomeness of death, the
inevitable fact of it, encompassed her,
chilling her. What a little thread life
was!  One v, she herself would be
nothing—gone !—only a bit of pasteboard
left, photograph of Nancy who had ceased
tolexistoe ety

She shook off morbidity.
thoughts came by candlelight.

A faded plush-covered jewel case.

Nancy lifted the lid. There were no
jewels in it, but there was quite a quantity
of little tickets . And a shabby
purse containing two pounds and some
Silver;=rs

A tin make -up box with P. Dean painted
on it in white letters, a few sticks of
grease-paint in it, eyebrow pencils, a pot
of cold cream. E

Creepy

AST of all, a letter half burnt, rescucd
from the flames as though on second
thought.
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Nancy read it. It told her nothing, yet
it seemed to possess a significance that
she might one day understand.

“this marriage a mistake if only for the
reason of
“going to ask you if you will promise not
to divulge
“my way to make.
would completely
“and the deathblow to
sce the folly
“not to think I do not care for you. I
realize my tmwor
“simply I have to concentrate all my
thoughts on atta
“Later on when I call myself successful
you know
“meanwhile I depend on you to keep it a
secret.

“On treasury night I will”

The fetters of a home

my ambition. I

The rest was burnt.

Thrust decp down into a torn side-pocket
of the dressing-case, Nancy found another
cnvdope inscribed :

o my son—or my daughter.”

Shc had no hesitation in opening this.
Within were three papers. One was a
marriage certificate between Phyllis Dean,
20, spinster, and Gerald Gwynn, bachelor,
actor, age 26. The other document was
the record of Nancy's bitth, and the last
was a letter written in pencil and dated
cighteen years bac

“I am writing this to you, my baby, be-
fore you are born, in case I may never see
you.

“If you are a boy, dear, when you grow
up, be staunch to women, because one man
was not staunch to me . . And
NRoull = ciclliffihe Hin@ o hier Southand
her love make you a gift without counting
the cost, do not make the mistake of think-
ing it was not costly

“But if you are
that you will guard yourself.

a girl, darling, I pray
Remember

this: that no man understands the quality
of a woman’s soul, the make-up of her
heart

"Me thinks far more of a trivial gift
with the price marked on it in plain figures
than a whole world laid at his feet for
love.

“Lastly, if you ever contemplate going
on the stage, I entreat you to put the
thought from you. Most girls have foot
light leanings; but, darling, I think it
would break my heart if you followed in
my carcer. There is no happiness, only a
great unrest . . often, heart-break.

“When you are older 1 would like you
to find your father. I surely think he will
love you, and one day I think he will be
lonely . . . Then, if I am not able to
come to him—if I am dead—you might
xry to take my place.

“If the day comes, if you meet him,
give him my heart’s dearest love, and tell
him that T kept our secret, as he wished,
right to the end.

“Your loving mother,
“PryrLis GwyNN

All misty-eyed, Nancy held the letter to
her lips, and lay with it under her heart.

OR a reason he could not at ,.n prum‘
Fogarth had continued to think of
Nancy in a troubled way long z\ftcr Maxa
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Temple had gone. It puzzled him that
he should be concerning himself about her,
or that he should even give another
thought to Maxa's pursuit of her. Yet he
was definitely worrying himself about it.
In the morning he decided to tell Maxa
quite definitely that he would not allow the
interview to take place in his house.

He spent a restless night, partly because
he was in the grip of the third act of his
new play—a sardonic society drama; and
partly because, even in his dreams, Nancy
figured. It was Nancy who somehow got
into the skin of his ill-fated heroine;
Nancy who drugged, gambled and ulti-
mately shot herself; who turned out to be
the long-lost daughter of somebody, and
refused to come to life in the fourth act
because she was really, really dead. .

He might have spared himself these
mental miseries, for it so fell out that
Maxa, withan inconsistency she seldom
exhibited, did not even trouble to follow
up her plans. Nancy had appealed to her
as a future proposition; but that evening
at supper after the theater, a more imme-
diate one had cropped up and been settled
out of hand. A certain American man-
ager, theaterless for a new play, had of-
fered a fabulous price for a three years'
lease of her own theater, and in addition
had made her a dazzling offer to take her
own play and company straight over to
New York for the sa'ne term.

Maxa clinched the deal. It was far too
brilliant in terms of money to refuse.

O she merely sent a laconic wire to
Fogarth next day, stating that she was
sailing for America that week and wouldn’t
be back for years. . With the short

memory peculiar to theatrical folk, she
had forgotten Nancy.
Fogarth’s relief was intense. He had

been in the mood to do battle for Nancy
if necessary. Now the need to exert him-
self was removed. But his interest in her,
curiously enough, did not evaporate.

e told the servant he wished to see
the young lady when she called. In the

but the
tive dnmmen.mmnmmennmd.mn
PUBLI
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he tried to concentrate his mind
on his work. Always he wrote with
tongue in his cheek. His work scintil-
lated with epigrams, satire, a barbed wit ;
but it lacked humanity, that touch of heart
which is essential to art which will last.
Fogarth was merely the craze of the day.
His coffers were full and his heart was
empty. . . . He wrote in a dark room
because he dared not admit light into his
work or his life. Why not? Couldn't he
afford to fling off pose? Couldn't he
afford, as he had said to Maxa, to break
his pen in two rather than continue with
constructing his diabolic plays? Even
then, how could he expect to find happiness
or heart’s ease, with a conscience that
gnawed remorselessly. In a sense, after
years, he had realized his ambition, that
insensate desire for fame that had de-
voured his youth; but he had found the
fruit of his labors acrid to the taste.
When Nancy was shown into the room
some of the bitterness faded from his face.
She made one think of a summer morn-
ing. She was all that is lovely and bright.

OGARTH held out his hand.

“T've got a disappointment for you’
he said. “Miss Temple made an appoint-
ment with you, did she not? Well, I think

DREAM IWORLD
she must have forgotten all about it, for
she sent me a telegram this morning to
tell me she is going to New York, perhaps
for some years. Stage-folk are not de-
pendable, you know. But I cannot say that
I am sorry she had failed you. I was be-
coming concerned on your ‘account.’

“That is very kind of you,” answered
Nancy. “But I'm not very disappointed.
as it happens. I had come to- to tell
Miss Temple that I had changed my mind
about the stage, after all.”

“That's very sudden, isn't it?”

“N\JES, perhaps it is. Last night T found
letter my mother had written to me
years ago, and she said she hoped I never
would go on the stage. Of course that
makes all the difference. T couldn’t disobey
her last wishes. I shall go away, I expect,
as my cousin has arranged, and try to be
patient until someone I—I have promised
to wait for has enough money to marry me.
Thank you very much for talking to me
like you did yesterday. I see now that
what you said must have been for the best.
Mother must have thought so, too—"
“But why must you go away inquired
Fogarth suddenly. “Suppose—suppose 1
asked you to come and help me
ow could T help you?” she deliberated.
“Auntie is always saying I'm so useless.
I can only arrange flowers and sew a
little, and sing a lot. And, besides—
lell?”

She colored.

“I should get depressed if I had to
stay in a room like this. I should want
to throw open all the windows and have
it all light and bright, and cretonne
curtains with roses sprawling all over them
instead of black silk. I—I'm an out-of-
doors girl, you see; I—I'd get on your
nerves.

“I don’t think so,” said Fogarth. “T
rather think 1'd like to give you a «ree
hand in that way. . If you were my
daughter—remember, you suggested that

!houghl vourself yesterday——"

b she interrupted. “And that
was “h(n T wanted to ask you about.
You're connected with thc stage.  You
might be able to help me.”

“More about the stage?” inquired Fo-
garth.

“Not exactly. But my father was an
actor, too. It’s a sad story. I don't know

why, but he parted from my mother;
only last night,
letter, I saw his
before. This
and mother’s.’

and
when T was reading her
name. T didn't know it
is his marriage certificate—

HE held out the envelope.  Fogarth took
it. He unfolded the document. Nancy
stood just by his knee while he read it.
She saw him start, saw his face grow cu-

" she said.

his Is there an

“Do you know
actor zalled Gerald Gwynn alive?”
Fogarth handed the paper back.

name?

His

not quite steady.
“He is not an actor now,
“He changed his
name.”
Nancy clasped her h:
“Then you know him?" she cried.
tell me! Tell me where to find him!
Fogarth covered his eyes with his hands.
Just then he could not look in her face.

he answered.
profession —and  his
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Now he understood the name]e\s tender-
ness he had felt for her. e was the
child of the dear woman he had deserted.
She was—his daughter

“Did your mother die—long ago?” he
asked at last.

“When I was born.”

“ARI”

She heard the intake of breath, the sharp
note of pain in his voice.

“Then you knew my mother, too!” she
cried. “Did—you care for her ther
“Yes, T cared for her,” he answered.

“Listen. I will tell you something about
your father, and when you have heard all,
if you wish to go to him I will even tell
you where he is to be found. He was an
actor, as you sa fe was also young and
inordinately ambitious. He was eaten up
with ambition and conceit. Even as a
young man the canker of the stage was
devouring him. He met your mother and
he loved her as much as a man of his
calibre can love. His selfishness was pre-
dominant. He saw that this early marriage
was a mistake. He thought it would prove
a stumbling-block to his own progre:
You see, he lived for himself. So he pre-
vailed on your mother to keep their mar-
riage a secret and he left her. He meant
to return in his own good time—when he
had made good. She was crowded out of
his life. He never knew that she had
borne him a child or that she died. Years
afterwards, when his life was empty, he
would have given his soul to find her. He
left the stage. He took to writing plays
instead.”

O writing plays instead!” she echoed.
Like you!
“Just like myself.
“Where is he now?
hand. “Oh, tell m
him. You don't know how
him
Fogarth took his hand away

She caught at his
I want to go to
I long to see

from his

Then you have not far to go,” he said.
For he is here—in this room.”

And then he bowed his head on the table
before him, while shame, contrition, pas-
sionate regret for the years and the
woman that could never return, engulfed
him. He dared not hope for forgiveness
from the dead or from the living.

Nancy fell on her knees beside him.
He heard a stream of tender words, soft
endearments. Healing! Heart’s ease!
She was crying a little, but happily. She
was urging him to read a letter. She
took out a letter warm from beneath her
heart and urged him to read it.

The faint lines blurred and danced be-
fore Fogarth’s eyes

“If you are a boy,

be staunch to women

because one man was not staunch tome . . .
“If you are a girl . 1 would like
o tofind vourefathor one day I

think he will be lonely . . . Then if I am
not able to come to him—if I am dead—
you might try to take my place Give
him my heart’s dearest lov

Her heart's dearest love!

Fogarth would have given his soul to
kneel at her feet. All that was left for
him to do was to find and kneel at her
grave. He turned to Nancy.

“My dear little girl,” he faltered, “can
you forgive?”
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HE wound her arms round him.
“Forgive you?” she cried. “Why,
mother loved you to the end. She said so
in her letter. And the love she gave you
has never died! She left it in my heart
to go on and on—and dow't you think she
knows?”
Nancy pulled the curtains aside with a
glad, flinging gesture, a wide sweep.
And light streamed into the room. . .
Outside in the drive, a boy walked up
and down. Frank had come with her, and
until now she had forgotten that she had
asked him to wait.
Fogarth, looking over her shoulder, saw
him—a youth with a clean soul, on the
threshold of life, the lover who would one
day take her from him.

DREAM WORLD

Nancy turned to him.

“Sunlight!” she said. “Don’t you love
it? It always makes me think of God

. . and the song of birds Isn't
Ilie good? And that's Frankie, outside

. I'm going to marry him one day.

May- I bring him i hete—ow?"

Fogarth's face was illumined. Sunlight
was flooding his soul. He nodded assent.

“Nancy,” he entreated humbly, “stay
with me for a little while, dear.
Choose your curtains with roses spmwlmg
over them, pick flowers and sing—"

Then he sent her from him, and watched
at the window till he saw her run out and
join the boy waiting in the sunlight. .

Then, together, hand in hand, the) walked
back towards the house. .

Woman’s Love
(Continued from page 55)

was Mary’s voice! I put on full speed
and raced for the spot. Scrambling ashore
I rushed into the wretched shack.

I stopped cold as I saw that Mary was
prone on the floor with that big giant of
a thug beating her. I am a small man my-
self and I was unarmed. Doubling my-
self up I rushed at him and caught him
right in the pit of his stomach. He
crumpled and fell like a log on the kitchen
floor and I picked Mary up in my arms
and staggered out of the shack.

Once in my boat I shoved off and when
we were a safe distance from the shore T
gave her a drink from my flask which
brought her out of her fainting spell.

“What is it> Where am 1? Oh, dont
hit me again, Dave!” she wailed.

TRIED to soothe and comfort her as

Dest T could, but it was a long time be-
fore she was herself again and could talk
to me in a rational manner. At last she
told me her story while I sat there with
her dear little hand in mine and listened
while my heart fairly bled for her.

“My father is a wealthy man,” she said,
“and the owner of a fleet of sailing vessels.
Dave.was the skipper of the largest and
best in the line. A four-masted schooner.
Last summer my father and I made a trip
in the Sally Ann and Dave and I fell in
love with each other. But when we told
father that we wanted to get married he
flew into a fit of temper and said that it
was not to be thought of.

“Well, at the end of the trip, back in
New York, I met Dave one day and we
went away ether and were married.

father was furious and as he is a
powerful man in the shipping trade, he
made it almost impossible for Dave to get
a berth.

“Dave took to drink and brought me
down here to this hidden wilderness in
Jamaica Bay. We have lived here ever
since, Dave drinking and beating me when
he is very drunk and T dancing just to try
and forget. It has been horrible!”

“But why go on with it?” I said.

“Because I love him,” she said, simply.

“Won't you let me take you away from
all this sordidness now, Mary? I love
you, dear, more than I thought it was
possible for a man to love a woman. For-
get the past and let us begin life afresh
together,” T said.

“Why, T do not even know your name,
you silly boy,” she laughed.
< HAT matter is a name?” I asked,
“but let me introduce myself. I am
Andrew Tompkins, at your service, Mary
—why! I don’t know your name either!”

“Williams,” she said, and we shook
hands.
ary, please let me take you away
with me, won't you dear?”

She did not say anything but she allowed
me to hold her close and so.we drifted
out into the night in the path of the full
moon. She fell asleep in my arms and I
gently carried her into the little cabin and
tucked her up snugly in a berth and then
stood lonely watch and dreamed of a
future with Mary always at my side and
Teddy’s Tavern and Dave left behind as
things from some nightmare long for-
gotten.

I must havc fallen asleep there just be-
fore sun-rise, for the last thing I remem-
ber is watching some fishermen putting
out towards the open waters of the bay
in their dory, just as the nose of my hoat
brushed through some tall grasses on the
point of a sandy spit. I awoke, very stiff
and uncomfortable and for a moment did
not recall the events of the past night nor
alize that I had such a lovely passenger
in my boat.

Suddenly it all came back to me and I
cpened the hatch and went down the com-
panion into the cabin. It was empty. I
rubbed my eyes and thought that possibly
the whole thing had been a dream, but
just then I caught sight of an all too-
iar burnt-orange sweater and dark

skirt.
Mary must have jumped overboard
while T slept and drowned herself, I
thought. I turned the engine over and all

that day explored the creeks and canals
which form a maze in that part of the
bay, but with no results. At last when

was ready to give up I happened to
notice the hook where I hung my bathing
suit. The suit was gone.

HEADED in the direction of the “The

Snag” once more and arrived off the pier
where the lights of Teddy's place were
just beginning to pierce the gathering
gloom of evening, in time to see Dave's
battered old tug pull in there.
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He stepped ashore and sure enough,
there was Mary with him! I could not
go to that awful place that night. I just
wanted to get as far away from there as
I possibly could. I was like a wild thing.
But what was there for me

D
I saw red.
to do?

The next day T was back at my work
at the office and for a year I did my best
to forget Mary. At last she was but a
faint wistful memory in my heart and I
tried not to think of her life with that
brute Dave.

The following summer, against all my
better thoughts to the contrary, I went
down to Jamaica Bay again in my cruiser
and sought out “The Snag” and Teddy’s
Tavern. As far as I could see the same
old gang was there, in just the same state
of intoxication, but no signs of either
Mary or the giant Dave.

Some of the loafers remembered me
and grinned when I asked them about
Dave. They laughed and pointed over
toward the Yacht Club across the bay.

“He lives over in the big house next
to the Club there,” said one of them, as
he spat on the deck of a barge through the
window, “him and the skirt.”
said another. “They've got a

I WAS too stunned to thank them and lit-
erally fell into my boat and raced across
the bay. I anchored near the Club House
and went ashore. After awhile I sum-
moned up enough courage to go over to
the truly imposing mansion which had been
pointed out to me and rang the bell at its
door.

A maid answered my ring and T asked
her if her mistress was in. She showed
me into a charming living-room and a
few moments later Mary came in. When
she saw me, she stood still for just a

second and then recovering herself she said :
“You
% I said, “I heard the news at ‘The
Snag’ and could not resist the temptation
of coming over here to see you—both.”
She understood me and calling “Dave!
Dave dear,” she took me into another
room. I was quite startled at the change
in him. He sat at a big desk which was
littered with papers and books. He rose
as we entered and when he saw who was
with her came forward and shook hands
with me in the most hearty manner.
“Man,” he shouted. “You are the best
friend T ever had! If it had not been for
you T would cither have killed Mary or
Jost her. You don’t appreciate things, in-
cluding the love of a woman, till you lose
them. And when I thought that she had
run away with you I nearly went mad. I
was just thinking of making away with
myself that night in the shack over there,
when she crept into my arms, all dripping
wet in a man’s bathing suit and said:

AVIE, dear, T love you!

“What could T dothen? T decided to
mzke good and I did. T got a berth in a
coast-wise lumber schooner. Her father
heard about it and forgave us. He died
some months ago and I am now the head
of his shipping line.”

A nurse came into the room then with
the cutest youngster T ever saw.

“This is little Mary,” Mary said.

I could not speak! Finally T said, “I've
got some female attire on board my boat
that T will trade for one bathing suit.”

We all laughed and luncheon was an-
nounced.

T have never seen them again. I could
not bear to. Some day I suppose that T
will marry too and that may make it easier
to forget. The love of woman! TIs it not
a wonderful thing?

Not the Kind That Forgets

(Continued from page 47)

the darkness after me. I walked for
hours, losing my way among the hills,
until T struck my cabin at dawn and flung
myself down on the bed.

Heavens, what a penalty to pay!
Mary!

But, of course, the marriage could be
annulled.

It wouldn’t stand in law for a moment.

With that consolation [ fell asleep.

And

HE incident meant the end of my, em-

ployment by the lumber company.
About noon next day, as I judged from
the expressions of the men, the story was
all over the camp. I pretended to notice
nothing. 1 resolved to deny everything
that would be alleged against me, and to
say that T had been forced to marry Allie
Johnson under threat of death. Surely an
unassailable attitude! T had only to deny
everything, and make myself out a victim
of jealousy, and perhaps suggest a baser
conspiracy, the desire to get money out
of me.

As the day went on I breathed freely
again. Mary no longer scemed so far
away from me.

But lies won’t stand against truth! That
evening when I was sent for by the

manager, I went confident that I could win
his sympathy and help. But as soon as I
saw Allie sitting beside him I knew that
the flimsy structure of my lies had fallen.

She was sitting there, white-faced, with
dark circles round her eyes, and at my en-
trance she sprang to her feet with a little
cry, and looked at me with dumb eager-
ness.

Prescott swung round in his chair. “I
guess you know why I've sent for you,”
he began.

“I guess so,” I answered, “and I just
want to say that the whole thing’s a
frame-up.”

“Yes I know,” he retorted, “and let me
tell you you haven’t improved your stand-
ing here by coming in in that state of
mind. I'd believe this little woman's single
statement in preference to your oath a
thousand times repeated.”

“If that's the way you feel, you can
look for another man to fill my job,” I
sneered.

CAN, and I've been thinking of that.

But there’s your wife to consider, and
for her sake I'm willing to keep you on,
on condition that you provide a home for
her and live with her.”
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And suddenly, while both watched me,
that gall and bitterness of which I have
spoLcn entered little Allie’s soul.

“Oh, he won't, he won't!” she cried.
“He doesn't think I'm good enough for
him, because I haven’t book-learning. T
wouldn’t live with a man like that not
for a thousand dollars a day, Mr. Prescott.
He isn’t a man, he’s just an imitation!”

“That seems to settle the question,” T
d to Prescott, writhing inwardly under
Allie's words. It was a strange thing
but with that utterance of hers the hate
that T felt for her died, and a new respect
was born.

“That doesn’t settle it at all,” retorted
Prescott.  “You're going to make pro-
vision for your wife, and I'm going to see

to it. Furthermore, you won't leave this
camp, except under arrest, until you've
done so.”

“That doesn’t worry me,” I retorted.
“I'm ready to pay the whole blackmailing
tribe. T guess they've got me down. How
much will she take to leave me and m:
no further claims on me?

“God, Rayfield, what sort of man are
?” cried Mr. Prescott.

you

ITTLE Allie was wiping her eyes
bravely. “I wouldn’t take nothing
from him, Mr. Prescott,” she said. “You
know I didn’t come here for that. Only
to ask your advice about what I ought to
do. You've always been a friend of
father's. If he wasn't sick I guess he'd
never have let him marry me. He'd have
shot him fust. And nobody’s dared tell
him.”

“Let’s cut this short,” T said. “I've got
between nine hundred and a thousand
dollars saved. Tl pay this woman nine
hundred to leave me alone.”

Allie burst out, but Prescott checked
her. “You go back home, my dear, and
leave me to deal with him,” he said.

She went out of the office with her eyes
turned away from me. Evidently Prescott
decided that the best thing was to hold
me to my word. His demeanor was simple
and business. I drew a check to his
order for nine hundred dollars, received
my pay and wrote my resignation.

“I guess that'’s all the girl’s likely to get
out of you,” said Prescott. “So take my
advice, if you're intending to desert her,
and get before her father comes gunning

I walked out of his office without
answering him. T drew a deep bredth of
relief. T had paid the price, and I was
free in all but the formal bond. That,
doubtless, would soon be annulled. Then
—Mary!

Stopping at the post-office I found a

letter from Mary waiting for me. She
had returned to Knoxville.
LEFT on the night train. I reached

Knoxville at dawn, cleaned up at a hotel,
and went to see her. I was shown into a
magnificently furnished room in a splendid
house. ntly Mary came in. I rushed
to take her in my arms.

She drew back gentl,
must tell you something,” she began.

But I couldn’t see. “Mary, I've got
something to tell you,” T blurted out.

She glanced at my face and led me to
a lounge, and there I told her the whole
story.

“George, I—I

DREAM WORLD

At first her face began to harden, but
then I saw a look of sympathy come on it.
At the end she laid her hand tenderly on
mine.

“I've never cared for any one but you,”
I cried. “I'm going to get this wretched
marriage annulled, and then I'm going to
marry you.”

“George, dear,” she said, “I'll have to
tell you. When I got home I discovered
that the summer flirtation of ours was a
mistake. I—I'm engaged to another man.”

I pleaded with her and all the while I
pleaded I realized that it was useless.

“George,” she said, “I—I never knew
you really cared so much for me. If I had
known—T'd have been franker with you.
T thought you would forget. Dor’t judge
me too har:hI Won't you let me be your

T cooed

“I know Allie Johnson very well. She’s
the finest character I've ever known in
women. George, I think youwre very
fortunate.

EORGE,” she went on, “we’ve both

played unfairly with each other. I
want us to be friends because of it. I do
care for you, very deeply. I want to help
you—both of you.”

“Mary,” T cried, “can’t you care—as you
used to? Won’t you marry me when I've
got this affair annulled, and—"

She shook her head. “Even if T could
care for you in that way again,” she said,
“I wouldn't. You and Allie belong to each
other now. Remember, you've done that
girl a wrong that will ruin her whole life
unless you go back to her. You may suc-
ceed, but you'll never know what happi-
ness means. You'll always feel remorse to
the end of your days. She’s your wife.
George,” she pleaded, rising, “if ever the
day comes when you realize the truth of
what I've told you, go back to her. She
isn't the kind that forgets.”

1 went away from Mary with murder
in my heart. Every man was my enemy.
I was an Ishmael in the world. I no
longer wanted to annul the marriage. I
didn’t care now.

I went North, and during the next three
years moved restlessly from town to town.
T obtained positions, grew tired of them
and threw them up. It was as Mary had
said, I was never to know what happiness
meant.

Gradually I began to sink. I became
drunken and dissolute. T was thrown out
of a position at a time when employment
was almost impossible to obtain. I be-
came,a hanger-on in cheap saloons. I
learned to know what it meant to stand
in the bread line.

2 morning T awoke with a racking

headache, to find myself lying on a
bed in a fifteen cent lodging house in the
Bowery. Gradually my memory of the
day before came back to me. I had got
blind drunk, and must have gone there in-
stinctively.

I looked at the filthy place, T looked at
my rags, at my splotched face in the
cracked mirror on the wall, and then and
there the resolution came to me to make
good.

“Hey, bo, out of here!” yelled the pro-
prietor, coming up the stairs. “What d'you
think this joint is, the Waldorf?”
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I staggered down the stairs and out into
the Bowery—but into the sunshine of the
Bowery. The world had suddenly taken
on a new aspect for me. For the first
time in years I felt like a real man.

I went to an old friend of my father's
who had often helped me before. I told
him the whole story, which he hadn’t
known. T bared my soul to him and asked
for another chance.

Skeptically he gave it to me.

In six months’ time I was drawing a
decent salary again. I was not the same
man I had been three years before. I
now had a bigger, deeper insight into life.

One morning Mr. Franklin sent for me.
He shook hands with me warmly

“Rayfield, you've made good with me,”
he said, “and I'm going to promote you to
be assistant manager of the export de-
partment. And now, Rayfield”—he looked
at me earnestly, “when are you going
down South to get that wife of yours?”

“As soon as you'll give me leave of
absence,” I answered.

“You can start to-morrow.
to hurry back,” he told me.

And no need

ND with that the remnants of the load

that T had been carrying slipped from
me. I had gone out of the Bowery lodg-
ing-house a happy man, but now I was a
free man, too. Free, because I had
accepted the burden of the Law.

I couldn’t face the people of the town.
J got out at the station before my destina-
tion and walked toward Allie’s cabin.

My heart was beating as I rounded the
nd of the mountain road. I felt some-
thing of the old thrill that she had in-
spired in me when first T saw her in the
doorway, with the sunlight playing in her
hair. Hitherto I had looked forward to
the probability of her having secured a
divorce from me, and of being married to
Thomas or some one of the neighboring
“hill-billies.” Now, for the first time,
there was born in me the desire to take
her away, enfold her and protect her—
this child whom I had wronged.

And with that a crushing sense of my
dishonor and wickedness came over me.

Turning the bend of the road I stood
still and stared in astonishment at what T

saw. Where had been the ramshackle
cabin and the weedy cornpatch was now
a substantial, trim little cottage of clap-
boards and shingles, and in front of it a
neat flower garden.

My heart began to sink as the interpre-
tation of this change came over me. Allie
and her father had, of course, gone away,
and the place had been sold to strangers.

Dreading to be informed that this was
the case, I went up the garden path and
knocked at the door. A pretty, dainty
girl with sunny hair opened it to me.

“Can you tell me where T can find——
I began, and then I recognized her!

HE stood looking at me speechlessly

for a moment, scanning my face; and
then I seized her in my arms.  And timidly
her arms went round my neck in the old
way that T so well remembered.

“Allie,” T said, “T've come back to beg
you to forgive me. I want to take you
North with me.”

“George, are you sure you want m
There was a trace of the old childish
wistfulness in her face.

“I've always wanted you and needed
you, Allie,” T answered, “and never knew
i 3

She told me that it was really to Mary
that she owed everything. Mary had never
ceased to interest herself in her, and had
always insisted that some day I would re-
turn.

‘With my nine hundred dollars Allie had
gone to the big mountain school twenty
miles away, with the single-minded resolve
of making herself worthy of me. She
had spent two years there. She had a
good position in town, and was only home
for a vacation. She had heen enabled to
transform the place with money she re-
ceived after her father’s sudden death, six
months before.

Always working with the single pur-
pose of becoming worthy of me, the
dissolute drunkard, ignorant of the love
that was awaiting him.

“You see, George,” said Allie to me,
“we were both inexperienced in a way,
both like children. Life took us and
taught us.”

Small Town Morals
(Continued from page 16)

follow him. I went quietly back to my
seat. T carefully refrained from glancing
up. Half an hour later I left and went in
the direction of the girl's rest room. Once
outside the door I hurried in the direction
of the stock room: My heart was beating
hard with excitement. I had no business

in the stock room. Suppose somecone
should find me there. And I had no idea
where I should find the paper. The stock

room on this floor was not large. It
merely held temporary supplies brought
from the large stock department down-
stairs. As soon as I stepped in and closed
the door my eye was caught by some large
shallow drawers. I pulled the top one
open, and there under a pile of miscel-
laneous papers I found the yellow folded
sheet that looked like the one I had seen
Pecbles get from Dode. T glanced over
it, for T certainly didn’t want to take the

wrong thing. It was an order addressed
to Mr. Howell. Picking up a pencil that
lay there I wrote on the margin, “Be surc
to verify this order. A friend.” T wasn't
going to take any chances. They might
have had time to alter it.

THRUST it in my blouse, and turned

to go. There in the doorway stood
Chick Peehles He was a big man, and
there was a look on his face that struck
terror to my soul. He locked the door
deliberately, and then came toward me.

“What are you doing in here?” he said,
with an evil grin.

I took refuge behind a table, the only
thing in the room besides the rows of
shelves, and drawers. Locked in and with
the noises of the factory drowning my
outery T was as much dependent on my
own wits to extricate me as if I had been
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in a desert. A girl with her back to the
wall usually finds some weapon if she is
really looking for it. I had never been
afraid of a man before, but I knew I had
reason to be afraid of this one. And I
didn’t know yet whether he had seen me
put the paper in my blouse.

My eye searching wildly for help fell
upon a large heavy ink bottle on the table.
T snatched it up balancing it in my hand.

“If you come a step nearer,” I said, “T'll
throw this through the glass and some of
the men will look in to see what's the
matter.”

The upper half of the door was of
ground glass to admit the light, and I was
not a dozen feet from it. If I had thrown
the heavy bottle I couldn't have missed
breaking the glass, and that would cer-
tainly have attracted someone’s attention.
He knew I had the upper hand. With a
contemptuous laugh he turned, opened the
door, and went out.

WAITED a moment before following

him, for I was trembling so I could
hardly walk. After a few minutes I re-
gained control of myself, and went back to
the workroom. Dessie was watching when
T went in, so I went straight to my place. T
said aloud to Laura, “I feel sick, T thmk
T'll have to go down and see the nurse.”

I did feel sick indeed. I was afraid to
go out at quitting time. Of course, be-
fore this they had discovered that the
paper was gone, and Chick would know T
had taken it. I didn’t know what they
could do. T had hoped to return the paper
without anyone knowing anything about it.
But that was impossible now.

When the whistle blew Dessie was off
like a shot. I lingered behind the other
girls on the pretense of clearing my table.
Mr. Howell had not returned to his desk,
and T thought I could put his paper back
without his seeing me. So T walked along
after the other girls had disappeared into
the rest room, and laid the paper on the
desk as T passed.

“Juac a moment,
what is this?”

Mr. Howell had come in from the other
direction, and had seen what I did. There
was nothing for it but an explanation.

“Someone, whom I thought “had no
right to do it took this paper from your
desk. I brought it back. I thought if I
did it without anyone seeing me it didn't
need to cause any trouble.”

“Sit down, and wait a minute.
see what this is about.”

He looked over the paper.

please, Miss Carter,

I must

“SO this is the silly little scheme,” he said.
“They would change my order sheets
to make me trouble. It was silly, because
after what happened last week they might
know I would verify my orders before I
send anything out.”

“Pm sorry, sir” I said.
have needed to bother.”

“No, you wouldn’t have needed to bother,
and I wonder just why you did. I know
you must have gone to a bit of trouble to
get this back, possibly it was even a dan-
gerous thing to do. Of course 1 know
who is concerned in this scheme to annoy
me. They may make it very unpleasant
for you. T've been wondering about you
quite a lot lately. T've wondered how it

“I wouldn’t
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happens that a girl of your intelligence
and refinement is working at unskilled
labor.”

I could have wept for joy. He had
noticed me. He had thought me refined.
But he had never even yet guessed at the
depth from which I had climbed so that I
might be on a level where I could look in
his face.

“And T wonder very much why you
should care enough about a gruff old hoss
that you would risk ‘unpleasantness for
yourself to do him a favor. I have so
many questions to ask you that I'm coming
to see you to-night if you will let me.”

I could hardly control my voice to
answer. - In spite of the bold attempt that
I had resolved upon when I first came
I don’t think I had really expected him to
care about me. But now there was some-
thing in his voice. Oh, a girl knows, even
if she has had no experience with men.

THINK T'd rather meet you some-
where, Mr. Howell, if you wish to
talk with me,” I said evenly. “Its not
what I'd like to do but you see I do not
live in my own home. I'm in a crowded
boarding house and some of the other girls
work here. If you should come to call
upon a shop girl a dozen tongues would
be wagging about it to-morrow morning.”
He looked at me smiling. “Very well,”
he said, “until after this first visit we'll
keep our friendship secret.”

I walked out toward the residential
district after supper and met him. Ouwr
shop acquaintances would be in the down-
town streets where the movie theaters
were. We walked along that evening. And
the things he said to me I shall never for-
get if I live a thousand years. They were
the first words of love I had ever heard.
No one had ever even called me dear and
his whispered “Dearest Alice,” thrilled my
soul. No matter what terrible things hap-
pened to me in the future, life could never
be all dark to me again.

He didn't want to keep our engagement
secret and I showed him where it would
be best for both of us. He said he was
proud of me and there wasn’t any lady
in Akron who could hold a candle to me.
But quiet studious shop girl though I was
T had learned a few things.

Lynn was taking a new job in an
Eastern city in a month. He had been pre-
paring for it by his foreman’s position.
After much reasoning on my part we
agreed that he should go on to his new
post, and T would join him a month later,
and we could be quietly married. And I
told him everything about my poor and
ignorant family.

T made no difference. It was I he

wanted. And then he kissed me there in
the dark, lonely street.

Sometimes during the next month it
was hard to go on working there and
give no sign. But we managed it.
think no one suspected. If they had sus-

pected they would have talked.
Only one day

I caught Laura looking
fed wa;

“Alice,” she said, “when you first came
T didn't think you were a bit good look-
ing, but I declare youre pretty as a
picture.”
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The month passed, and my lover was
gone. But now his letters came every day.
He had bought a house, and a little car
for me. We'd get the furniture as soon
as we came back from the wedding trip,
and then we'd be happy forever. After
another six weeks I gave up my job, and
went up to Cleveland to a quiet boarding
house that Miss Lyon told me of. I had
saved enough money to get my modest

trousseau. A month later we
married.

Many experienced women all say there
are disllusionments, sorrows, and disap-
pointments in every marriage. Perhaps
they are right. Sorrow and disappoint-
ment come in every life.

But when two people love as Lynn and
I do I think life will come as near to per-
fect happiness as is possible on earth.

were

At the End of the Rainbow

( Continued from page 22)

glimpse of all these gay and pleasant
things in life which I had been denied?
Joy, love, adventure, romance !

1 looked up.

The tall young man I had bumped into
outside my cabin door had taken the seat
beside me.

The murmur seemed to swell again with
{urther eager craning of necks.

‘That's him,” I heard the
\\hxspcr.

The young man began to speak without

preliminaries.

dowager

HAT luck to find myself at your
table. My name is Russell Strat-
ton. My friends call me Pe

The name had a vaguely familiar sound.
I looked at him, but I was sure I had
never met him before.

He passed me the celery.

“No thank you, Mr. Stratton.” It was
not that I resented his air of cheery
tamiliarity, but I suddenly remembered
that out on deck he had laughed at me.

He took the rebuff and remained silent.

I scolded myself. “You're a stupid
prude. Mrs. Morgan would never act
like that” If I took Mrs. Morgan's name
1 would have to live up to her reputation
for vivacity and charm. The way I had
snapped off this really attractive young
man beside me, it was no wonder that I
never had one husband, much less four.

I resolved on the instant to alter my
manner. 1 flashed Mr. Stratton a most
ravishing look. T could see and feel every
eye in the saloon on me. The look was
not lost either on my neighbor or on the
three men, who hurriedly changed their
table to sit at mine.

“I will have some celery after all,
Petey.”

He rather jumped at that. T could see
that T had taken him by surprise.

“I did not quite get your name,” he said
in a low voice.

‘'m Mrs. Fitz-Maurice Morgan.”
. Morgan.” He bowed.
was determined to be real

sparkling and devilish. “My friends,
though call me—Mimi.”

“Mimi.”

“Yes,” I retorted rather feebly. Mimi

was the naughtiest name I could think of
off hand.

“Then it's Petey and Mimi. Is that a

g0
Again I threw him a vampish look.

HAT need to go into the details of

that wonderful, glorious trip? Every
moment seemed to hold crowded into it
more joy than had all the placid years of
my life before.

The men simply besieged me, such is the
power of good clothes, money and a repu-
tation for being a charmer. From the
captain down to an objectionable little
underwear buyer from St. Paul, I had
them all coming and going.

I was piquant. I cast naughty glances.
T sipped champagne. I tasted the liqueurs;
but I never was so foolish or unwise as
really to drink. I had to keep my wits
constantly. I avoided all téte-a-tétes, pre-
ferring the safety of a half dozen courtiers
to the danger of but one.

I had a wonderful time. What woman
does mnot respond to the intoxication of
realizing that she is charming, desirable.
I received more complments that week
than T had ever had in all my life before,
and yet I was the same Nancy Flint.
Wherein lay the difference? In the magic
of Mrs. Morgan's name. And I resolved
to use that power to the uttermost.

I laughed, I flirted, I danced. I treated
poor Petey, who was most devoted in a
wretchedly mean manner.

My eyes sparkled and my cheeks
bloomed. Looking at myself in Mrs.
Morgan’s gold and tortoise hand mirror T
could scarcely believe I was the same girl
who had come aboard four days ago. I
looked scarcely twenty. That is what
pleasure and fresh air and freedom from
work and worry had done for me.

UT as the next to the last day of the

trip slipped by, all too fast, a sharp
realization of what lay ahead came over
me.

“Turn back at Cherbourg.”

Then it would all be over, my brief little
hour. I would revert then from Mrs.
Fitz-Maurice Morgan back to drab Nancy
Flint.

I was thinking of all this and fecling
very sad as I came up on deck and sowhz
my steamer chair. A red ball of fire hung
in the west just ready to dip into the seca.
Like the sun I was going down. My day
was ended.

Petey, who was pacing the deck, came
over to me and sat down in the chair
next to mine.

His face, I thought, looked grave.

“To-morrow we land, Mimi.”

I tried to laugh. “Yes,” was all T could
manage.

“That’s the damnable part of ship’s ac-
quaintances. You make friends, only to
lose them.”

I thought then with a pang of regret
that I had not done much to develop my
friendship with Petey—who was easily
the nicest man on the ship. I had avoided
him, as a matter of fact, always preferring
a crowd to the insecurity of a conversa-
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tion & dewr. Now as I looked at his
handsome profile I realized with a stab
of grief that after to-morrow it was most
unlikely that I would ever see Petey
again,

He said very seriously,
last night on board. Will y¢
walk with me after dinner

“I'll be glad to,” T answered
began to beat furiously.

o-night is the
u take a little

s my heart

HEN that insufferable Mr. Rose, the
underwear buyer, came bouncing up to

me. He had a stupid joke he just had to
tell me. I could gladly have killed him
when I saw that his coming had driven
Petey awa;

T felt strangely depressed when I went
to my cabin to dress for dinner.

The flowers had long since withered and
gone, most of the candy and all the fruit
were eaten. My brief triumph, it was
drawing to a close.

But there was still left me—to-night.

I paced the cabin restlessly and as I did
so my eyes fell on the wardrobe trunk
standing ajar.

The glitter of a cloth of silver evening
gown caught my eye. It was a dazzling,
daring frock. I had tried it on at
Rebeaux’s for Mrs. Morgan. I had lost
my heart to it and had hated to take it
off and see it sold.

Now the temptation to wear it assailed
me. The whole trip I had been most
scrupulous and had touched nothing of
Mrs. Morgan’s, but now I could not resist
my one last chance—to what? To make
Petey like me very much.

I knew that was what I wanted. I
wanted him to care. He had asked me tc
walk the deck with him. I wanted him to
make love to me.

Suddenly I started. I wanted him to
make love to me, yes, but to me, Nancy
Flint. If he were to care it would not
be for me but for the woman he thought
I was—Mrs. Fitz-Maurice Morgan.

HE thought was harrowing. What
hould T do? 1T knew then in a flash
that T must avoid him, give him no chance
to be with me alone. In that way alone
could I spare myself mortal pang, and
humiliation.

As if Petey would ever look at a poor
model like me. Everyone on deck said he
was. frightfully rich. “Interested in sports,”
he had once told me. Beyond that I knew
rothing of him. THe was quiet and retir-
ing. He had avoided all our wild parties.
He never seemed anxious to discuss his
personal affairs. I really knew very little
about him and yet what did it matter? T
only knew that I had fallen desperately,
hopelessly in love with a man I was cer-
tain would spurn me when he knew who 1
really was.

When at last I was dressed there was
no doubt that I was stunning. The cloth
of silver gown clung to me, trailed off
in a wicked mermaid tail. I took a scarf
to throw over my shoulders and went on
deck.

There was no difficulty in dodging mv
date with Petey. My dress had had its
effect. After dinner more men than usual
clustered around me, especially that
objectionable Mr. Rose.

s 1 sat queen-like, surrounded by m:
little court of admirers I could see Petey
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tall figure tramping with angry impatience
up and down the deck

And I wanted to go to him. I wanted
to thrust aside all this cheap flattery, this
adulation which meant nothing real to me
to go and link my arm in his and pa
the deck with him forever.

Some one suggested a farewell party

One by one the men had drifted off to
the bar.

A last dance and a hottle of champagne.

TORE myself away from the sight of

that lon figure pacing the deck, from:
the man whom I felt I had wounded by
my behavior. For he would not under-
stand, would not know that in hurting
him T hurt myself a thousand times more.

Up in the smoking room sipping
champagne and listening to the noisy com
pliments of my escorts my |ho\\§hl> were
busy.

Why after all should T not tell Petey
the truth! Tell him who I really was
Maybe he would care about me just the
same.

But that hope was too sweet, too wonder-
ful. T dared not even dream that it could
come true.

I managed to slip away from the crowd
and sought some measure of consolation
out in the darkness of the deck under the
healing brilliance of a great full moon

Suddenly two arms were flung ahout
me. A man’s rough cheek grazed my bare
shoulder.

T gave a scream of disgust. That hate-
ful little beast of a Rose had tried to kiss
me.

“How dare you! How dare you!”

My open palm crashed across his face.
The blow seemed to infuriate him.

“How dare 17 A woman like you ask-
ing how dare I!

But before T could reply or move away
a fist shot out of the darkness, and sent
the objectionable Rose sprawling across
the deck.

Petey was beside me.

“I've been waiting for you.”

ND I for you” It was not in the
least what I had meant to say. That
horrible buyer had upset me. I found my-
self sobbing in Petey’s arms.
“Please don’t cry, dear,” he whispered,
and at that T cried all the more.
He had led me along the deck to a
chair. He seated me in it.
“Why are you crying,
should not be sad.”
"Tu morrow, to-morrow—I—"
“To-morrow life is going to begin a
over for both of us. To-morrow when we
land you are going to marry me.”
He held me so close he frightened me.
For a moment a terrible thought flashed
through my mind. If he married me he
need not know for a long time at least that
I was not Mrs. Morgan. We would go
on a long honeymoon, to places off the
beaten track where neither letters nor
American papers would reach us for days
I could manage to send back Mrs.
Morgan’s things.
He was telling me how he loved, how
he adored me.
I could not give him up. I could not!
After this I would die rather than go back
to the dull monotony of life at Rebeaux’s.

Mimi?  You
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“Mimi, tell me you love me.”
“I do love you.”

That you'll marry
wife.”

At that something within
147 cry out in prote “Tell him.
Lim the truth.”

He went on. “We'll get an old car and
ve a month together in ]
chateau country. I'll take you to lhc little
old inns and the villages where 1 was
billeted in "17. We'll lose the whole world

me, dear, be my
me scemed

Cell

and find each other. Say you'll come
sweetheart.”
Y lips seemed stiff, frozen. To

all this up, the sunshine, France,
this man I loved! I dared not tell. I could
not afford to run the risk of losing it all.

And still within me that voice shouted.
“Tell him. Tell him.”
Kiss me, Mimi.
But T could not let him kiss me with a
c on my lips.

Petey, I am not Mrs. Morgan. I'm
only a model, Nancy Flint.”

Good Lord, child, didn’t you think I
knew

I gasped,

“You knew!”

“Why. of course. All the time.”
“And you—wanted to marry a girl Tike
me.
“Who in the name of goodness do you
think T am?”
“Why Russell Stratton of course
At that he burst out into a great guffaw
of laughter.

“Well, aren’t you I was baffled, hurt
“My dear little girl,” he said after he
had kissed my hands with penitence, “I'm

no more Russell Stratton than you are
Mrs. Morgan. Mr. Stratton and Mrs.
Morgan were married in New York the
day we sailed. It was a sudden move on
their parts, and to escape publicity and be-
ing hounded by the camera people on their
honeymoon they thought of this plan. TI'm
Stratton’s private secretary. He's given
me a month’s holiday and you and I are
going’ to spend it together in France.”

So that is how I found my happiness.

Petey and I often 1a\|p.h over it all now

nice to him the rest of my life for the way
T treated him during what he twinklingly
calls “my week of deception.” But to me
our married life is the gold I found at the
end of the rainbow.

A Factory Girl's Romance

(Continued from page 32)

You will obey her wish, Susie

I knew that that had been
“Yes,” I answered.

“I thought you would,” he snapped, and
turned to Harry. “Ask your father to
come see me here to-night. We leave to-
morrow.”

“To-morrow ! T gasped.

“Yes, to-morrow. I can't spare any
more time.” he answered.

her wish.

W TH that Grandfather abruptly left
the room. Harry was indignant.
He didnz hkc Grandfather’s imperious
heing carried away
but more than all
going to live with that

he dreaded my
grim, old man.

“You won't be happy with him” he
cried.
“T am sure it is what Mamma wished.”

T sighed.
“You won't let him separate us?” he
pleaded.

r!” T assured him.

I wondered how Mr. Malcolm would
respond to what was virtually an order to
come to the cottage. Within an hour,
however, he came with Harry, and shook
hands with me very cordially when I
opened the door. “Is your Grandfather at
home?” he asked in a tone so respectful
that I knew there was no anger at the
summons.

T notified Grandfather, who was writing
in his room. “Tll be down in a few
minutes,” he answered in his curt wa

‘When he came down he gave the visitor:
2 swift glance and snapped. “Malcolm?”

“Yes sir,” Mr. Malcolm responded

meckly.

Y name’s Meredith,” was Grand-
father’s curt introduction of him-
self.

“James " asked Mr. Malcolm .re-

_spectfully.

“James T.” assented Grandfather.

I noticed that Harry his
father looked at my with
very great respect. Evidently they were
greatly impressed.

Grandfather went on in a very curt,
business-like tone. “I wanted to see you,
Malcolm, about these young people. They

think they are in love with each other.”

“We are,” I cried impetuously.

“Very well,” he amended, “they are in
love. Now she is only a child, and more-
over she has promised her mother not to
marry till she's eighteen. I am her
Grandfather and her guardian, and T ap-
prove of her waiting till then and even
longer. But I don’t insist on that. I un-
derstand that your wife doesn’t approve
of the marriage at all on the ground of
social inequality. That is a perfectly good

ground. How do you feel about it?
“Oh sir!” cried Mr. Malcolm, “i my
wife had known she would never have

said what she did.”
“But the social inequality still exists, T
believe,” snapped my Grandfather.
“Yes sir,” agreed Mr. Malcolm;
the boot is on the other leg, now.”
“Yes, T think so,” snapped my Grand-
father. “But I am not going to interfere.
I shall insist, however, on these young
people having very little to do with each
other until Susie is eighteen. That seems
right to me. What do you say?’
“I quite agree with you, sir,”
quick response.

“but

was the

H»\RRY started to protest but checked
himself, nor did I say anything
though T didn’t like it, for it seemed to me
that only Harry could ease the sharpness
of the pain caused by Mamma’s going. It
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seemed, however, as if no one could
oppose Grandfather.

When Harry and his father left, which
they did in a few minutes, I went to my
own room, tired and anxious to be alone.
The day had been a full one and I wearily
and mournfully undressed and got into
bed, hoping to achieve forgetfulness in
sleep.

But sleep was not to come right away,
and T was still uneasily turning from one
side to the other, when there came a knock
at the front door, and I started up won-
dering who the late visitor could be.
I threw on a wrapper preparatory to go-
ing down, when I heard Grandfather open
the door.

I softly turned the knob of my door and
listened so that I might be ready if it
should be someone to see me. The first
words T heard apprised me, but T did not
move.

“I came to see Susie,” the visitor said.
I caught my breath, for % was Mrs.
Malcolm.

“She’s in bed,” was Grandfather’s un-
compromising response.

“The dear child!” s:ud Mrs. Malcolm in
a tone quite unlike the sharp one she had
used the last time I had seen her. “I sup-
pose she is quite worn out. She has gone
through a great deal. It has heen a
terrible blow to her.”

“Naturally,” was all Grandfather said
to that.

“I 'M so glad” went on Mrs. Malcolm
hesitatingly, “that she has someone to
lean on in her grief. You-are her Grand-
father, 1 understand. My husband has
told me—I am Mrs. Malcolm—"

“So 1 supposed,” interrupted Grand-
father curtly.

“And,” went on Mrs. Malcolm, “I
couldr’t rest without coming to let the
dear girl know how much I sympathized
with her in her sorrow. Her mother was
a remarkable woman.”

“She washed for you,” Grandfather said
grimly.

“But a thorough lady,” she cried eagerly.

“It is splendid of you to speak so kindly
of an inferior,” he grunted.

“Please don’t say that,” she cried
hastily. “She was not an inferior. How
could she be? But,” she went on in mani-
fest confusion, “will you be good enough
to tell poor Susie that I shall call on her
at an early date?”

“I'll tell her what you
sponded.

I am sure she hadn’t said half of what
she came to say, but, as I could well
understand, she had lost all her confidence
in face of my Grandfather’s ;:nmnc:s

“I'll say good night, ther stam-
mered; and a moment later I heard the
door slam shut.

1 softly closed my door and went to bed.

X

WAS sure my Grandfather was rich

because somehow he conveyed that im-
pression, but it was not until the morning
following the funeral that I realized that
he must be very rich indeed.

‘When we went to the station to take the
train away, instead of getting aboard as
the other passengers were doing, Grand-
father led me to the end of the train and
there entered his own private car, the at-

say,” he re-
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tendants showing him such deference as
I had imagined only royal personages re-
ceived.

‘What a revelation that car was to me!
It was sumptuously fitted up, and was
like no car I had ever seen or dreamed of.
Of course I knew that great people rode
in their private cars, but I hadn’t had the
least idea of what they were like. This
one had a library, which was also fur-
nished like an office; my room, to which
I had been conducted by a trim colored
girl, was a luxurious boudoir, which
opened into a tiny but dainty bedroom,
which in turn opened into a beautifully
appointed bathroom. Grandfather, 1 dis-
covered later, had a similar suite. There
was a dining-room and, of course, a
kitchen; and at one end there were the
servants’ quarters.

I was still sitting in a sort of stupor in
my boudoir when Carrie, the colored maid
announced visitors. Then I remembered
that Harry, during his usual, early morn-
ing call, had said he would be at the sta-
tion to bid me good-bye.

HEN he had taken me in his arms

and kissed me, he said anxiously,
Will you see Mother, dear? I'm afraid
you don’t care for her, dear, but truly she
is sorry, and she isn't mean—only foolish;
and she does love me. Can’t you forgive
her? And won't you see her”

It was easy to forgive her when he
pleaded for her; and besides I no longer
felt angry toward her. “Of course I will,”
I answered.

So he called her in;
came with her. They were both defer-
ential, and she was effusive. She apolo-
gized to me for the way she had acted
and spoken, giving me a very strange feel-
ing of shame. I didn’t know what to say,
but murmured something about its being
all right.

Fortunately the maid came in to say
that it was time for the train to start;
and she, evidently as glad to end the scene
as I was, hurried out after timidly kiss-
ing me. She was crying, too. Mr. Mal-
colm, who wore a troubled face, pressed
my hand respectfully and went with her.
Harry lingered a moment to take me in his
arms and kiss me.

“You won't forget me now, darling?” he
pleaded.

“How can you ask?” T returned.

“You are so rich,” lu sighed.
will see so many men.”

“What difference will that make?” T
cried, sobbing soitly. “Arem't you rich,
too? And why should sceing men
matter

“We are poor compared to you,”
sponded mournfully.
ow can that be?

and Mr. Malcolm

“You

he re-

I demanded won-
deringly.

“Oh,” he cried, “don’t you know that
James T. Meredith is one of the richest
men in the world? He is one of the great
powers.”

S if that would make any difference
o me,” aimed, hurt that he
should think that would matter.

Not to you, dear,” he assured me, “but
to him, yes. Oh, I hope you will be happy
in your new life! I may come to see you?”

“0, Harry!” T sobbed, “you must come.
You are all T have now.
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The train was already moving. I went
to the platform with Harry and he kissed
me passionately as we said good-bye.
Then I went back and sat down by the
window and watched him receding from
me as well as I could for the tears that
streamed down my face. I felt then that
I was the loneliest girl in the world, and
that there was nothing left in life for me.

In a few minutes the maid came in and
helped me off with my hat and coat and
asked if there was anything she could do
for me. I just shook my head and sat
there, looking out, but seeing nothing but
Harry’s face, while my thoughts were on
the strange change that had come into my
life.

From the moment of entering the car
I had not seen or heard Grandfather. I
guessed he had shut himself in the library
and was busy with work. I had never
seen him when he wasn’t immersed in
thought, or engaged with some papers.

During the days we had been together
in the cottage he had seldom spoken to
me. T sometimes wondered if that was
his way of keeping his promise to Mamma
not to speak a cross word to me. Every-
body else T ever heard him talk to was
treated to a curt command. That seemed
his natural way. I wondered if I could

ever love him. T doubted if he would let

me.

CRIED more bitterly than ever, but

presently began to consider what my new
life would be. I wondered where my new
home would be, and what life would be
like there. And how I longed for the
love of my Mother and for the happy,
peaceful life we had lived. I could see
no happiness ahead with this grim, for-
bidding old man, of whom everybody was
afraid, and who never spoke but to issue
an order.

1 had agreed to live with him because
I had believed that that was what Mamma
had wished me to do, but when I looked
forward to the bleak prospect of that life,
I felt the first stirrings of revolt within
me. I had always been an obedient child,
but T wasn't a weak one, and I knew I
would not endure too much.

I was in this rebellious frame of mind
when the maid came in and said in her
subdued, deferential tone, “Mr. Meredith
asks, Miss, if you will come to him, or
shall he come here.”

Somehow I couldn’t imagine that stern
man coming to me. “T'll go to him,” T
said; and started up, my heart in my throat
and a sense of foreboding heavy on me.
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Love’s Recompense
(Continued from page 19)

we had ought to, but God will not hold
that against us, just one moment of eter-
nity.”

LOVED him for his strength, for I was

very weak. I knew I must go back, back
to convention, to tradition, to heartache.

June found me home again.
passed, and time is a penance.
heart was Marshall’s, but T ndhzed
my life would be warped and unlovely if
life gave me but a memory.

So I married a fine young man, a pro-
fessor from an Eastern college. I did not
love him as I loved Dr. Marshall, but I
admired and respected him, and liked him
very much.

Two little girls came to gladden our
lives, and the wonderful experience of
motherhood did much to help fill my life.
When we had been married seven years
my husband’s health began to fail. He
was never very strong, and his sedentary
life did not help. His lungs were bad.
The doctor advised us to go to Colorado
and we did. To a little mountain town,
where the canvas houses shelter many
heartaches.

1 devoted all my time to the good man
whose name I bore. We walked along the
paths, bordered by columbine and daisy, but
his step grew weary, his eyes seemed to
see beyond, to pierce the veil that shuts

from mortal eye the other world. And
one quiet evening, after he had told me
how he loved me, how much I had meant
to him, he went to face the waters of his
dusk, and I indeed felt helpless, for he
had been very dear to me.

We buried him there, as he had re-
quested, and T stayed on. My oldest
daughter had inherited her father’s frail
constitution. And the mountains held me;
they gave me strength, peace.

AT the end of the second year I moved
to Denver and took an apartment.

The first Sunday I went to a large and
well known church of my own denomina-
tion. I slipped into a pew near the back.
The organ rolled forth its music, and my
soul felt exalted, purged. I heard some-
one whisper behind me, “Dr.
going to preach to-day for a call.”

I didn’t get the name, but I seemed to
feel a presence. I raised my e as Dr.
Marshall took his place in the pulpit.

T wept all through the sermon. Was I
now, in my loneliness, to be tempted
again? Was fate trying to make a trav-
esty out of my life?

Closing came. I knew he had won. Tt
seemed as though the entire congregation
rushed to shake his hand. I waited. Then
with my little girls T went up to him. Not
since I left Portland ten years before had
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I heard of him. Daisy had leit just after
1 did; so I wrote to no one. He grasped
my hand; we had time for only an ex-
change of greetings. His host was wait-
ing to take him to dinner.

He told me he was leaving at eleven
that evening for Portland. I gave him
my number and he said he would come to
see me about eight o'clock. His day was
filled until then.

He came! Ten years had only added to
his charm, his virility, his power. He told

DREAM WORLD

me wifehood and motherhood had made
me more beautiful. His wife had died
five years before. I told him of my hus-

We were manmd and now live in the
beautiful house of that beautiful church.
And each night, as we pray, we thank
God reverently that we didn’t cause others
any unhappiness. In our noonday of life
we are reaping life’s fullest reward, and
helping those we come among to keep their
ideals—and to live bravely and wisely.

Under the Eaves

(Continued from page 62)

ood Samaritan, he said. His Iletters
grew longer. He put more and more of
himself into them. I found him sunny,
humorous; fond of children; fond of
animals; and, the things which most ap-
pealed to me, delightfully romantic! He
was a writer, a poet. And gradually, as
our acquaintance, progressed, his letters
developed into love poems to me; indirect,
impersonal, it is true, but unmistakable.
His joy in a spring morning became, in
some subtle, inexplicable way, joy in me.
And daily these letters grew dearer, more
desirable. I lived in the memory of those

had received, and the anticipation of
others to come. I moved through a cloud
of rainbow mist, ‘alone with my thoughts
of Peter. All life turned topsy-turvy. My
ghostly friendship with Peter took on the
semblance of reality; home and Bob and
the little yellow house faded into the realm
of dreams.

HE Art School closed in June but a
summer term opened the first of July,
fur which I enrolled. The intervening two
e 1 was going to spend at home. Iwas
\cry tired. The days had grown unseason-
ably warm; the evenings in the hot, bright
Library dragged interminably. The very
thought of Ardmere was like a draught
of cold water, its elm-shaded streets, its

green laws little straight brown
river running through the middle of the
town. Mrs. Maginnis’ top floor was

stifling these nights. My own room at
home was square and high with a breeze
always swaying the white curtains at the
windows.

I wanted to rest. I wanted my mother’s
cool hands and my father's quict smile.
But Ardmere meant Bob, and a decision
that must be made. Sometimes, now, I
wanted him, too, but always Peter came
between us. I told myself this was
ridiculos Bob was a man, big and clean
and sanc; ready to take and keep till
Death should part us. While Peter was
less than a memory than a shimmer-
ing reflection of some pictured hero on a
silver screen.

Two days before my school closed there
came a note from Peter, a rhapsody,
rather. He had seen me! Whether he
had eluded Mrs. Maginnis' vigilance or
beguiled her into yielding, he didn't say.
But somewhere he had lain in wait while
T passed! I was like a lovely child, he
told me, a beautiful, innocent boy, with my
clipped brown locks and my cool gray eyes
and my lissome Vestal form! “And some
day I'm coming into your life,” he wrote,

“and I'm going to kiss you till your grave
lips smile and your cheeks are red and
your eyes are warm, till your body swa
to my caresses like the Vestal's bending
flame.”

T was heavy reading for a silly, emo-

tional, mush-hearted girl. T poured over
it unm thc paper was limp and my blood
was singing and went to bed with it under
my pillow. What chance, T ask you, had
commonplace, blundering Bob against this
juggler of words?

My answer was a reckless, incoherent
scrawl. Twice next morning I had it be-
tween my fingers to tear to shreds but
Peter’s ardent phrases rang in my
and in the end I left my letter on his
table and went out into the hot summer
sunshine.

All that day I moved about as though
drugged. The heat was well-nigh intol-
crable. I ate almost nothing; had a dull
headache; and walked dizzily. Voices
around me seemed to reach my ecars
through a padded wall

At ten o'clock T crept wearily
was leaving next morning for Ardmere;
my packing was done, my trunk had
gone. As usual, the moment I opened my
door my gaze raked the room feverishly
for a note from Peter. There was none
there, and a wave of disappointment that
was almost a physical nausea swept over

home. I

A notice had come, however, from the
tobacco house, accepting my sketch of
Teter and enclosing their check for one
hundred dollars. I experienced a brief
moment of bliss, a satisfying sensc of as-
pirations realized. Then my triumph fell
flat. T undressed slowly, bathed my face
and throbbing temples, and brushed the
heavily clinging hair away from my fore-
head.

WAS too warm and restless to sleep.

1 lowered my light and knelt before my
open window. Out across the roofs heat
lightning winked and flickered along the
horizon.

All at once behind me I heard the faint
rustle of paper, and turned to see a bit
of folded whiteness being slipped beneath
my door. For a moment I crouched,
staring, my heart strangling in my throat.
Then I rose, tiptoed across the floor. As
T reached the door I was conscious of a
movement in the hall outside—a stirring
too faint for sound, the merest hint of a
human presence.

1 turned up the gas, spread the sheet
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betiveen my shaking hands. “Let me in,
dearest,” it entreated. “No one will know
—no one is coming to this floor to-night.
You know 1 love you. I know, if you
gave yourself a chance, you could love
me. . . . And what more fitting than that
we should confess our love to each other
in this dear room under the eaves, where
first we learned of each other’s existence ?”
In the corner was a hasty postscript. “I
will wait for an hour at the head of the
stairs.”

I had supposed that when my day of
temptation had arrived it would bring with
it a tumult that would be spectacular,
dramatic, soul-wrenching. Instead I hardly
recognized it for temptation at all.
crumpled the note into a tight little ball
and it into the waste basket;
glanced at my clock and saw it was eleven;
and went back again to my window.

I didn't fight or struggle
I didn’t consciously even
think. T knew quite clearly that every
drop of blood in my body cried out to me
to turn the key and open the door; that
T wanted to see Peter, to look into his
cyes, feel the touch of his hands, more
than I had ever wanted anything in my
whole life. But I also knew, just as

was wrong, and that because I was myself,
and because of something unnameable deep
within me, T must cling desperately, with
all my strength, to that which was good.
nd so I continued to kneel by the win-
dow, watching the play of lightning in the
southern sky, until the church clock at
the top of the hill struck twelve, and
stealthy footsteps went creaking down the
stairs.

A cool breath fanned my brow. The
wind had changed into the east, and a
healing breeze was coming up from the
sea. Hugging to my breast my new-found
faith in myself, like a precious treasure,
T lay down upon my bed and went peace-
fully to sleep.

Next morning the heat had broken, and
T had a pleasant journey home. Bob met
me at the station. He was bare-headed,
his hair“like ripe wheat in the sun. He
caught me by the elbow and swung me
irom the top step of -the car to the ground.

“Hello, Molly Etta!” he cried. “Look
what Santa Claus has brought us!”

He had a brand new flivver, a shining
little coupé, “just big enough” he an-
nounced meaningly, “for two.” T had for-
gotten how dear and blond and protecting
he was, how radiant his smile! But when
1 fell asleep that night, in my airy white
room, my last conscious thought was,
“God bless Peter wherever he may be.”

HAD a long talk with Mother next

morning in our big, fragrant kitchen.
She went quietly about her work while
I told my story, allowed me to finish with-
out interruption.

“And so you see, Mother,” T concluded,
“I've proved my own strength of will and
T've made a start, any way, toward earning
my own living. And now, I want to go
bacl My experience the other night—I
think it woke me up. It hasn’t lessened
my feeling for Peter. I don't judge
him for that wild note of his. T was just
as mad myself! But I want to meet him
now in some sane, normal, natural way and
see if the charm still holds!

y mother dipped a silver knife in a
howl of water and smoothed thick choco-
late icing with a steady hand.

“I think you're right, dear,” she replied
tranquilly, “but why not meet him here?
It's the place, in your own home. You can
send a letter to Mrs. Maginnis, enclosing
one to him, and inviting him to Ardmere
for Sunday. Dad and I—we want to
see him too.”

With my heart pounding a little I wrote
my invitation, and running to the post-
office to mail it T met Bob, parking his
car at the curb. “Jump in, Molly,” he
commanded cheerfully. “T've got an
errand in the Bank, then we'll take a ride
out to see the little yellow house.” And
I knew my hour had come.

The sun poured down on the dandelions
that starred the lawn. The leaves of the
horse chestnuts hung motionless. A~ dis-
tant mowing machine droned drowsil;
Through hali-closed lids T pictured my:
in a bungalow apron, making johnny-cake,
broiling steak, mashing potatoes—and run-
ning every now and then to the screen door
to see if the flivver coupé was coming up
the road. .

Bob laid his hand over mine, gathered
them both and held them closely.

“Well, sweetheart,” he questioned grav
ly. “What have you got to say to m

T wasn't easy, but I told him all abum

Peter. —it's very queer, Bob,
faltered. “I couldn’t love a man I've never
seen, could I? But we like the same

things, he says things T've always felt but
couldn’t express, he writes, you know.
And he’s so dear. A pigeon fell off the
roof one day, from one of the Tremont
Street stores, right at his feet. He picked
it up and carried it to the Frog Pond in
the Common and gave it water in his hand.
But it died. And he hid the little body
somewhere. ‘I didn’t want the kids or
the dogs to get it he wrote me, ‘it was
s0 soit and warm. You know, a lot of
men wouldn't care about a dead pigeon!”

He was staring down the road. “And
so you're letting a dream come between

01!

a dream. He is a reality,
Bob, real flesh and blood !”

“But flesh and blood in the form you
yourself have given it. You have no
reason to believe he conforms in any way
to your idea of him. All you have is what
you've read into his written words. You
say he is a professional writer. That's
joh, then, his trade. He knqws how to
twist words, Molly, to make black, if he
wants to, seem white. His letters may
be pure fiction for all you know. He may
have a girl in his home town, he may be
engaged—why, Molly Etta, he may even
be married! Oh, my dear, come back to
everyday life, come back to the little
yellow house, and the flivver and me!”

I wanted to cry. My mind felt con-
fused. T realized then how tired T was.
“I can't promise anything, Bob” T an-
ly, “not till T see Peter. He’s
coming Sunday. Tt may break the dream.
And if it does, T'll marry you, Bob,
whenever you say.”

COULD almost see the leap of his heart
in the flood of color that swept up to
the line of his hair. His lips opened, closed
again sharply, and without a word he
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bent and kissed the hollow of my elbow.
Under the mingled warmth and reverence
of that caress something new and breath-
taking and incomprehensible stirred far
down in the secret depths of my being.

1 had been tortured by the fear that
Peter might not come, till I got his note,
a little strained, with trickles of doubt
sweeping through its eagerness. “You
don’t know how I'm looking forward to it,
Sammy,” he wrote. “I only hope, and
pray, that you won’t be disappointed in
me.”

I went alone to the station to meet him
on Sunday morning. I stood on the plat-
form .as the engine thundered in, and I
had to press my hand against my breast
to steady the fluttering of my heart. The
train stopped; a dozen people got off—an
old man in Grand Army uniform; a
family of Hungarians bound for Mill
Village at Lower Ardmere; two nuns in

voluminous black with snowy coifs. But
10 one who could possibly be Peter! My
heart slowed of its own accord. There

was no other train. What could it mean?

And then around the corner of the sta-
tion walked Bob. He was paln I had
never seen his face so serious.
straight up to me and slipped hls hznd
beneath my arm.

“Sammy,” hc said, very, very softly.
“Sammy, dea

The earth rockcd beneath my feet. I
swayed, stumbled, caught at Bob's wrist
for support. I tried to speak but no sound
came from my lips.

“Come, dear,’ Bob went on quietly.
“The little car is here. I'm going to take
you—home.”

I CLUNG to him frightened, bewildered,
stunned. My mouth felt dry as dust;
my tongue was stiff and unmanageable.
“Bob—Bob.” T stammered. “Where is—
Peter ?”

Through the - stillness the engine
whistled for Lower Ardmere crossing. A
church bell called melodiously for morn-
ing prayer. Then, gently, “Peter’s here
—right here, sweetheart. . . . Molly Etta,
did you never guess?

1 shrank back in my corner of the
flivver and cried. But they were not
Ditter tears, they were cleansing, healing;
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and they washed away the fever and in-
sanity that had possessed me like an evil
spirit all the spring. When Bob lifted me
from the car and carried me bodily up the
walk to the little yellow house, I rested
against his heart in sweet content.

“We couldn’t have you alone in the
city, Molly, darling,” he murmured
tenderly when we sat together once more
on the porch steps. “We worked it out
together, your Mother and I, and Mrs.
Maginnis knew all about it, too. It was
the only way I knew of appealing to your
imagination, dear, to make you see me as
something beside the old playmate you'd
always known. . . I never slept in that
room, honey, I couldn’t have done it.
had a room down stairs and I used to see
you go by, vour eyes full of dreams—of
Peter!1”

I felt his lips against my hair, drew a
long sigh and nestled close.

“And your writing, Bob?* I
tremulously.

“That was really true. T've been keep-
ing it a secret for you. I've had a book
published. That's where the flivver came
from and T can buy you the little yellow
house if you'll have it, Molly Etta.
Dearest, will you come?”

asked

HROUGH my mind they went, a

glorious procession. Primroses and
the smell of earth that brought a home-
sick longing; a Norfolk coat, limp and
human and appealing; a handful of soft
gray feathers that had soared once in the
high blue air. My breath quickened for
the very wonder of it all. I lifted my
arms, timidly at first, then with a swift
cager rush. My hands clasped around his
neck, drew his blond head down, till his
lips were just above my own.

“Oh, Bob,” I murmured chokingly, “it
was my Romance, my beantiful Romance
that I've always wanted so! And you
made it—all—for me!”

T sometimes think, shudderingly—sup-
pose I had opened my door that night!
And when my little blue-eyed daughter
asks me, soberly, “Mother, does it pay to
be good?” I answer fervently, from the
bottom of my heart, “Oh, yes, my dear,
it pays a thousand-fold; in the coin of
carth as well as in the coin of Heaven.”

Sunshine and Darkness
(Continued from page 58)

to deter her. They had watched her
through the long winter silently, unaided,
fighting out her battle, and both had felt
that she would come out all right. From
a child, she had stood alone, fought alone,
different from the rest of their children,
Susie, the youngest, the dearest.

T was five hours after her decision that

Susie wandered cold, but determined,
along the grey pavements of the great
city, until at last, near exhaustion, she
saw before her tired eyes the number of
John Gale’s house.

Unfalteringly, she climbed the broad
steps to the massive brownstone mansion,
sc far removed in history, in quaint out-
line, from the towering skyscrapers about
it. So this was John Gale’s house.

in answer to her quick ring, the
isaged valet opened the door. At
mention of her name, his eyes lighted up
in a strangely human way. Courteously,
though eagerly, he ushered her into the
fine drawing-room. Making her comfort-
able there, he left promising to return with
old Aunt Sadie, who had been in the ser
of the Gale family as long as John Gale
or his man, Jencks, could remember.

But Aunt Sadie was asleep at that un-
timely hour and very hard to arous
Thus it was that Su found hersel
fairly flying up the broad staircase in
answer to the call of a familiar voice from
above.  Following the direction from
which the sound came, Susie Kane walked
straight into John Gale’s den.

And then she saw him, a great fear

b
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clutching again at her heart. He lay on
the davenport before the fireplace. The
glossy raven hair that everyone so ad-
mired only accentuated the pallor of John
Gale's wan face. His lips, warm and
full, were now compressed and white even
in sleep. The pain at her heart nearly
suffocated Susie. Uncle Jerry in death
had looked like that.

ITH a smothered sob, Susic threw

herself on her knces beside John
Gale’s inert figure. The flutter of her
tremblingly cool hand on his hot forchead
awoke John Gale. The light in his sad
eves smouldered, flickered andsputtered
into a gorgeous flame, but as quickly went
out. Darkness again! He groaned. Then,
gratefully, he sent a prayer of thanks-
giving to God. Fecbly, he raised himself,
and with an inarticulate cry reached out
and drew Susie to him, clinging to her as
though he feared she might be snatched
away.

With tears streammg, Susie gazed into
John Gale’s unsceing eyes and cried out
in anguish, “Oh, John Gale, I love you—
I understand now. But what have I done
to you—what have I done?”

Tenderly, John Gale caressed the golden
brown ringlets, unable to answer. With a
thrill of joy, he felt her warm, soft arms
about his neck. He bent his head and felt
the tenderness of understanding only the
lips of lovers can know.

“Long winter nights of torture, pain,
love unanswered. Blind—unable to find
solace even at my work. God alone knows
how I suffered here in the dark, no one
to turn to, Susie, not even you.”

He shuddered and buried his head in his
hands, but at the touch of her lips on his
brow, quickly threw it high, as if in
defiance of all the ruling powers, and ex-
claimed triumphantly as he drew her head
on to his shoulder :

“But now, thank
Sunshine.

God, I have you, my
The darkness is gone forever.”

“Peg”

(Continued from page 52)

At the sound of her voice Bishop
straightened. He clenched his fingers.
One great fist struck out, and Peg crashed
to the floor without a sound. She didn't
move, and dully the squatter wondered if
he'd killed her.

Then Peggy groaned and drew a long
breath.

WEEK ago Butterfish would have

surrendered his life for her. Now

his thick lips puckered, and he worked

them nervously. Then it seemed to him

that a huge, white bat’s wing slipped over

Peg, veiling her face and her red curls.

He grunted “hoarsely and balanced him-

self on his knees and the tips of his toes.

~ Again he'd forgotten his father’s com-
mand.

“Ye remember as how I said I were
goin’ to take ye to the Mission, Peg?” he
whimpered brokenly.

“Aye, yep, Butter!
forget it!”

“Well, my mind air chang(d he cried,
swaying, “changed entire, clear throul,h
I wouldn’t have ye now fer my woman if
ye was auctioned off fer a nickel.”

“Oh!” breathed Peg. The pain in her

- head, the spot where Butter’s fist had
struck, burned like a hot coal. Her whole
body ached. Yet it was real relief at the
squattes statement that released a burst
of tears, and then, crushing her emotion,
she smiled.

“I see ye grinnin’ at me, brat,” he wailed.
“Ye be temptin’ me to override my pappy’s
warnin’.  God knows I'd fight it if I
could, but I can't. Every inch of ye air
wicked, kid, every damucd inch, an'—an’
1 air goin’ to kill ye!

A hissing breath scorched Peg’s face.
Burning hands touched her chin as Wolf’s
name leapt to her lips.

Then Bishop’s crawling fingers reached
her neck. Desperation gave her strength
to utter one, long cry before he gripped
her throat. Her head whirled, her ears
sang. Then came darkness, oblivion and
silence.

I couldn’t never

ITHOUT the slightest memory of

what had happencd, Peggy opened
her eyes. The room was pitch-dark, and
gusts of wind were rattling a paper near
her head. Vhere was she? Painfully
she raised herself up. Where was Butter-
fish, and what were the noises off there
in the dark?

She clambered to her feet and searched
dizzily for the matches. Dreadful were
the sounds over there near the window.
Somebody was being done for. The match
scratched into flame. She held it up and
looked. The door, broken from its hinges,
lay on the floor. Two men in a death
grip were almost under Lib Doolihun
cot. The match dropped from her fingers
and went out. Then Peg struck another.
Never more swiftly had she lighted a
candle.

Then she tottered forward, sick, nau-
seated. The two fighting figures rolled
from the cot across the straw tick and
up to the wall. She caught sight of
Butterfish Bishop’s face covered with
blood. Then another head, darkened in
spots with dripping crimson, drew from
her a loud scream. Peter Johnson and
Butterfish Bishop were killing each other!
At that moment Peter climbed on top of

the squatter and pounded him with
clenched fists.
“Peter!” she shricked, and again,

“Peter I”

HROUGH the din roaring in his head,
Butterfish heard her voice, the voice of
the girl he adored. She had called en-
couragement to a strange man, an enemy
of the squatters. He snorted, growled,
lifted his great body, threw Peter Johnson
to the floor and with the snarl of an en-
raged animal sprang upon him. Thump
after thump from Bishop’s great fists
broke open wounds in Peter’s flesh. Rooted
to the floor, Peggy screamed again. Butter
was killing Peter Johnson!
That awful conclusion lent her strength.
Action came back to her legs and arms.
She flew to the door. She called loudly
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for Wolf Betts, and as she fled back
toward the place where the fighting was
going on, her foot struck one of the broken
bars which, when burst asunder, had fallen
far from the door. She snatched it up
and lifting it, brought it down upon
Bishop’s head. The squatter's great el-
bows widened, and in spite of the thudding
under his skull, his grip tightened on
Peter’s throat. With a madman’s strength
he dragged the boy up by his head until
he, Bishop, was screened
Then the bar fell from Peg"
strike Butterfish again meant to strike
Peter also.

She was absolutely helpless. Was there
nothing she could do to save the lad she
loved? He had taught her so many beau-
tiful things!

Her eyes roved over the hut, and curi-
ously conspicuous in her view of her need,
she saw hanging on a nail near the stove
a picce of rope. She jumped for it and
noosed it, squatterwise, as she leapt to the
prostrate men. Stooping, she slipped the
loop over Bishop's head and jerked it
tight around his neck, then pulled with all
her might.

Bishop's grip on Peter loosencd. ~The
squatter’s tongue protruded and his ey
glazed over as Peg yanked him off the

0y.
“Now git up an’ hop on ’im, Peter,” she
screamey

Dizzy, nearly blinded with blood, Peter
rolled over. At that moment Wolf Betts
ran into the shanty.

CHAPTER XXVI

hour or so after Wolf Betts and
Flint Huttman had carried Butter-
fish Bishop, unconscious, out of the Dooli-
hunt hut, Betts was patching up the door
Peter Johnson had broken from its hinges.
He took three nails from between his
teeth to greet Peggy Pry with a “Hello,
as she entered the shanty.

Wearily she sat down and in silence
watched Wolf pound in the final nail.

“It'll be as good as new, now, \’\ olf,
dear,” she remarked, ’ 1 thank
fixin' it. An’ it were nghl nice of Sophy
to wash up Philander’s son when he were
so bloody an’ hurt. Look how she patched
up my bump.”

phy’s fingers be velvet soft” re-
turned the squatter examining Peg's fore-
head. “Ye got off easy, honey Then,
his dark face grave and haggard, he
seated himself on a stool. All his love
for the lonely young girl, for his settle-
ment people, smoldered in his solemn gaze.
He blew his nose gustily after which he
coughed to clear his throat.

“Butter were 'most gone, Peg, when we
got ’im in his bed,” he said, “his Mammy
raised hell-let-loose, an’ Mame Mumps
took ’er over to her shacl Then me an’
Bill fixed Butter up the best we could.
We didn’t dast send fer the horse doctor,
fearin’ he'd have ye arrested.” His arms
were shaking as he held them out, and he
groaned. “Come on, brat, to the o
pappy pa ye got, poor leetle bird. It were
a awful mess ye made of Butter, but
nuther me ner Flint could stand seei
took off to jail ag’in. So nothin’ ain't to be
said about the fracas, lessen Butter dies.”

Literally Peg fell into the squatter's
arms.

3
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UT he air so big an’ strong, Wolf,”
she cried, hali-crazed. “Hell git
Oh, ye think he won't dic, don't ye,

Wolf's arm tightened around her,

“I ain't much of a doctor, so I can't
tell,” he stated regretfully. “But yer rope
‘most sawed the head off his neck. An’
he air gone crazy, Bill do He hesi-
tated, his pale lips twitching, “Bill an’
Wallie Roper be holdin’ him in bed, now,
poor soul, an’ Butterfish be screamin’ out
that you be a devil, child. What, in God's
name, did ye do to ’im, brat?”

“Oh, nothin’ nothin’ hardly much,”
sobbed Peg. “First I hit 'im over the
head with the door-bar. Then I scen the
rope—"

“Butter says as how his pappy appeared
to 'im in spirit with bad tales about ye,
Peggy,” interrupted Wolf. “It air awful,
listenin’ to his repeatin’ over an’ over ag'in
what his pa said must be done with ye

Ole man Bishop ordered Butter to kill ye,
ranny says as how a soul irom
heaven don’t order no murder,” shuddered

the girl. “An’ didn’t Pappy Bishop go to
heaven when he died?

“Aye! He did!” asserted Wolf, smooth-
ing her curls. Squatcm git in heaven
afore Ithaca folks.

“Were he—I mean, were Butter’s pa a
bad man when he were on the earth?” she
questioned.

OPE! He weren't!” announced Wolf
aiter consideration. “He were good
as far as [ ever seen. Of course, he used
to lick Satie near every day woeful hard,
an’ three times he slung a rock at Butter-
fish an’ knocked him witless. Besides that
he were locked up in Auburn two years
fer half-killin' Wally Roper’s stepbrother.
An’ T guess mebbe ole Bishop didn't draw
a sober breath fer years, only that time he
were in jail” Wolf paused and gazed at
the ceiling as though he were trying to
recall something to his memory. Then
he went on, “Once I saw him swat his
Ma in the jaw an’ break it. But takin’
him all ’round, he weren’t a bad man.”
“Then, seein’ as how he were a good
squatter when he lived in the Silent City,
he ain’t no worse now,” argued Pegg) with
brcathlc insistence. “So, Wolf?”
e!” agreed the squatter.
“An’ he wouldn't lie about a Silent City
irl \\0\11([ he?” she demanded.
ope
Then it air because Butterfish air
that he said what he did "bout killin"
e,” she concluded tremulously. “He
ain't balanced, dear, that air the trouble.”
“Most likely,” sighed Wolf. “Flint took
Philander’s boy home, an' the kid told
Flint to tell you that he wasn't goin' to
let no one know how he got bashed up.
He'll tell his daddy he slipped down the
gorge. He went to the jail and found ye
gone home. That air how he happened to
come to this shack when Butter were
beatin’ ye up. It air hard to believe Phi-
lander sired that lad.”

bat

“RUT what about granny, Woli?"
que Peg all of a sudden. “Did
‘er to Rant Strong's without no

&

\ep"' nodded Betts. “Jest as I writ
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on that paper to ye. She air safe hid
away from the law hounds.”

Peggy put both of her arms around his
neck, and she laid her cheek against his
che

“I ain't got nobody to lean on now but
you and Ma Betts,” she murmured sadly.
“But you love me, don’t ye, Wolf, in spite
of my badness
I do that!” ejaculated Wolf.
“But, Peg, ye can't say ye have no friends
fer after to-night the hull scttlementll be
lookin’ up to ye. Rant Strong rowed in
from Ludlowville at four o'clock this
mornin’ with a message from yer granny.”

“Oh, she ain’t comin’ home!” exclaimed
Peg in a fright. “She can’t, Wolf! She
mustn't! The sheriff wants 'er too howlin®
bad fer that!”

Wolf pressed the anguished girl against
him.

‘N

v, sweetie, she won't leave Ludlow-
ville nll all danger of her gettin' cooped
air over,” he replied. “Wonder things has
happened to her, Peg, since she left this
hut. Rant Strong s he jest had to
make fer the Silent City to keep her from
goin’ into trances. She was in four in
less'n a hour! The Strong shanty was so
full of spirits Rant couldn’t walk around
without bumpin’ into one.”

horrified amazement Peggy’s eyes
widened, and she uttered a shocked
exclamation.

“First off Rant told granny he jest
wouldn't come near Ithaca,” continued
Wolf. “He swore the Silent City could go
hang fer all of him. He were one of the
fellers who got his nose pointed north by
the sheriff an’ were ordered not to sneak
near this here place ag'in. But Libby
wouldn’t give ’im no peace. The last
straw what broke Rant's back were when
my grandpap's spirit spoke through Lib
an’ said—

“Fer Goddy’s
Peg, gasping.

“My grandpappy said as how if Rant
wouldn’t row over to this here settlement
with word fer me an’ a letter for you, he

an’ the squaw, Wa-wa, would take him

sake, wha interrupted

out, trounce his pants good fer 'im, and
then chuck ’im in his grave alive. Here
air yer letter from granny. I were a

goin’ to bring it down to the jail to-night.”

Peggy took the soiled envelope that
Wolf had fished from his pocket. She
left his encircling arm and crossed to the
shelf where the candle flickered. Her
first letter and from granny, too! It w:
amazing te the watching squatter how
proudly erect became her red head, and
Wolf marveled at the glisten in her brown
eyes.

“Wea tode,” she read, “yoo bee mayer of
the Cylent s You no i wonte lett mur-
ders bee did bye my st Remem-
bur as howe i sede low iss bettern
hatein eny dac. Bee a gude brat end wulf
will hellp you rool our siti by beein kinde
end nott havin filander jonsing wollupped.
Look fer noos in the lic pot.

“LiB DooLtHUNT.”

AVING finished reading the letter,

Peg handed it in silence to the squat-
ter. He, too, was compelled to stand near
the candle to peruse it.

“Mebbe my sight air bad, Peg,” he said

presently, looking down at the girl, “but
I can't make out that word.”

Peg gazed at the word to which he
pointed.

she !old lnm

3 g

»\t that moment Sophy Betts opened the
door and walked into the kitchen.

“Fetch the brat over to supper, Wolf,”
she said to her husband. Then she looked

at Peg. “Golly,
eyed, don't ye
yed, indeed
gave his wife.

“Now T'll tell ye what Rant Strong
come over fer so early this mornin’, honey-
pot,” he said. “Peg here air to be made
Mayor of the Silent City. Poor, leetle
rat, she ain't much more'n a wilted rose-
bud, woman heart, but me au you'll stand
by ’er till hell freezes over.”

but ye both look teary-

, was the smile Wolf

CHAPTER XXVII

FITTING night this to choose a

mayor to rule over a people whose
gloomy and superstitious minds accepted
as gospel fantastic tales of ghosts and
supernatural communications. The pitch
darkness that enveloped the Storm Coun-
try and the Silent City stirred a sympa-
thetic shudder in their credulous souls. The
wind that threshed the water into foam
poured into their ecars the shrieks and
moans of their buried dead. White caps
raced the lake toward the Hoghole and
reminded them of the giant on the lake
bottom.

Their legend ran thus:

Fettered to the bottom of Lake Cayuga
by chains, devil-wrought, lay a huge and
wicked giant with a stature of many miles.
When the sun shone and the wind betook
itself to rest snugly in the gorges and
forests, the giant slept in his watery bed.
But when the wind flung itself in fury
upon Cayuga, then the giant strained at
his bonds and lifted the waves mountain
high to meet the clouds that hung between
the lake and Heaven.

At nine o'clock Wolf Betts pushed his
boat into the boiling seething turmoil and
climbed into it over the bow.

“Kind a cold, brat,” he roared into the
clemental tumult to Peggy Pry who sat,
huddlcd up, on the stern seat.

“Aye!” (‘On(urrcd the squatter girl in a
shrill voice, “an’ it'll rain like mad

mornin’.

high
afor

LTHOUGH Wolf managed his oars

like a true seaman, until they passed
Flint Huttman’s shanty which bordered
the southern end of the settlement, they
were exposed to the full violence of the
wind and waves. From that point to the
Hoghole ragged rocks overhung with pine
and hunlo(k trees, partially sheltered the
lake: and Wolf kept as close to the
shorc as he dared.

“Bill Mumps acted uglier to-night, Peg,
then I ever seen 'im,” he said, his huge
voice strained to make itself heard. .“An’
he’s got most of the squatters over to his

they sniggered at their coat-
' as how I'd back down an’
wouldn’t fetch ye. God's heart, if we
land safe in that there Hoghole, we can
thank our lucky stars, my brat!”
sn't fear of her glorious, fighting
lake that kept Peg quiet. She was think-
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ing of the war that had raged in the settle-
ment in the past two hours. The majority
of the squatters, singly and in twos and
threes, had surged into Woli's hut, de-
manding to see, each with his own eyes
Lib Doolihunt’s letter delivered to Wolf
by Rant Strong that morning. And,
shuddering, Peggy remembered the dark
frowns and oaths of her squatter men as
Wolf had insisted that the dictates of
the letter should be carried out. For her-
self Peg desired just to go to bed. Had
Wolf permitted her to do so, she would
have refused to go to the cave in the Hog-
hole at all. But pushing aside her ob-
jections and overriding the commands of
his fellow squatters, Wolf was taking her
along with him.

HE roar of falling water heralded
their approach to the Hoghole. Deitly,
with a master hand, Wolf pulled his boat
into company with a row of other boats on
the narrow strip of shore that lay along
the northern edge of the Hoghole gorge.
“I wish Sophy could a come along,” Peg
said as Wolf helped her to scramble to

land.
“I wish she could've too,” rejoined
Wolf. “But ye sce the time ain't ripe

yet when the squatters’ll let their women
folks have anything to say about runnin’
the Silent City. Females be in thc way,
Bill Mumps do insist. Cnpes, just listen
to that thunderin’ gorge an’ wind
chargin’ them pines.
till I dast light my lantern. I guess I'd
be safe in bettin’ ‘my last shirt there ain’t
none of Turner’s deputies around to-night.”

Hand in hand, in silence and slowly,
they climbed the hill toward the trestle
that spanned the gorge across which ran
the Lehigh Valley Railroad tracks. Often
had Peg heard of the cave in the bowels
of the Hoghole where the squatters gath-
ered once a month to hold their political
meetings. There in that cave sixty years
before, Wolf's grandfather had been made
mayor of the Silent City. The old man
had little more than ceased to occupy his
mortal house, so Peg Pry had been often
told, when he’d appeared in spirit to Lib
Doolihunt in the squatter lane, and x'honlv
after she, too, had become poss of
the highest honor which the 5cttlcmcm
could bestow.

xhu
Now go slow, Peg,

HUNDRED feet or so below
railroad tracks Wolf halted in
narrow path.

“Gimme the shield of yer skirt, Peg,
while 1 git this lantern goin’,” he directed.
“It air devilish hard to snail it along in
sech damn darkness.”

Several matches were spent, putting ‘a
flame on the lantern wick. The canopy of
the unstarlit sky, the gloom among the
threshing pines and the mad under-roll of
the water in its narrow rock bed beneath
them, seemed more cerie to the squatter
girl when the handle of the lighted lantern
was dangling in Wolf's fingers. They
started on again.

“Here we be,” said Wolf at length in
a hissing whisper. “Now keep yer spunk
up, brat, dear. Bill's been drinkin’, an’
Flint an’ Wally Roper ain't in no houey-
sweet mood. Mebbe, if I use my wits, I
can cop a few of the other men’s votes
an’ put over Lib’s biddin’.”

the
the
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Guided by the light of the lantern and
drawing the girl after him, Woli turned
to the right and entered a cavernous hole
which, when they were once inside, took
the shape of a narrow passage that ran
northward. The passage, one of those
peculiar formations usual in the Storm
Country, was made safe to travel by great
rocks that held up the hill above with its
growth of trees and underbrush. Never
afterwards could Peg bring to mind how
far they walked before there came a sharp
turn, and they were in the cave.

Lanterns and several candles, placed on
jutted rocks, gave light enough for the girl
to take in the solemn scene before her.
She recognized every man in that row of
men seated on boulders anywhere from the
size of a peck measure to a bushel basket.
Thirty-five squatters were there, and as
Peg glanced from one to another, she saw
their eyes smoulder with rebellion and
hate. Wolf drew her into the center of
the cave.

BROUGHT ’er fellers,” he announced
in a low, belligerent voice. “Now
what be ye goin’ to do ’bout it? Set down,
Peg, on this stone.” And Peggy sat down.
Bill Mumps arose to his feet.
tattered cap, shoved back from his brow,
revealed straight locks of damp black hair.
His dark eyes blazed with.rage.
“Us squatter men don’t want no woman

fer mayor,” he stated grimly. “How
about that, fellers?”
Several hoarse voices responded, “Aye !”

“Ain't Lib Doolihunt been a good mayor,
Bill?” asked Wolf. “Ain’t she kept us
from many a scrape fer fifty years?”

Unable to gainsay this, Bill nodded his
head reluctantly.

“Till Philander Johnson come along,
Lib were all right, Wolf,” he agreed sul-

lenly. “But things in the Silent City be
so threatenin’ now, they need a man to
handle ’em. An’ it air a crime to bring

along a bit of a brat, like Peg Pry, who
ain't yet forgot how to suck ’er bottle an’
put her over a lot of men who air <(arm,
wild: , at Philander, none of ‘e
dastin’ to make a move keep off his
killin’ hand. Peg ain’t goin’ to be mayor!
So you might as well make up yer mind
to it, Wolf. If Lib Doolihunt'd said,
‘Make Wolf Betts mayor,’ by God, I'd be
|he first man to take yer hand in this here

ave. T'd a remembered as how ye
promlscd us if ye was mayor, Philander
Johnson could be put in his vault. I've
said a hunderd times, an’ I say it now, as
how Peg Pry might as well hike back to
her hut fer all the good it'll do 'er a
comin’ to the Hoghole to-night.”

“P PRY’S been most awful good to
yer little Pee Wee,” thrust in Wolf
desperately.

“So say me!” answered Bill promptly.
“There ain’t no girl in the Silent City
what can soothe a brat as good as Peg
Pry, but that don’t say she can boss us
men an’ handle the politics of the settle-
ment. Here air my words an’ the words
of the fellers settin’ around here: We take
you fer mayor, Wolf, er me. Have yer
choice an’ make it damn quick! I'd a said
Butterfish Bishop would a made a good
ruler, but he air riddled in his brain. So
that let’s him out.”
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He had spoken rapidly, passionately, and
as rapidly and as passionately he con-
tinued: “If it hadn’t been fer that girl
brat settin’ there, Butter'd been with us
to-night. Look at her, crawlin’ almost up
yer sleeve, as scared as a rabbit when a
dog snatches at his tail! Do she look like
a mayor? Do she give ye faith that John-
son won't come along an’ burn us out of
house an’ home? No, she don’t, an’ T'll
leave it to the other fellers if she do.”

OLF gave Peggy’s arm a slight

pinch. It was true she was leaning
against the side of his knee, her head
bowed, her curls nearly covering her face.
When she felt the pressure of Wolf’s
fingers, she raised her head and looked
straight at Bill Mumps.

Then he spoke directly to her.

“By to-morrow night there won't be no
Philander walkin' Scalp Eagle Hill,” he
husked, his lips writhing. “An’ that air a
word straight from this shoulder an’ along
this arm.” He thrust out his great doubled
fist and shook it furiously. “Talk about
you bein’ mayor! Ain’t you brung trouble
enough on the city as 'tis? Casper Brown
told me as how Rush 'most et up Penny-
packer. Afore that, Pennypacker weren't
an active enemy to the settlement, not like
Philander. Now he air! An’ Casper says
ye'll go to a reform school fer racin’ the
sheriff up the squatter lane by the nose of
yer gun. Thunderin’ Moses! Who'll be
mayor when ye be tried an’ sent up, us
fellers'd like to know. Yer granny can't
come back, never! An’ if she do, she air
apt to step off any minute. Git up on yer
legs, Flint Huttman, an’ say yer say to
Wolf Betts. Say it to Peg Pry, too. She
air the girl what even Butter’s dead pappy
said were clean through bad.”

Then he sat down, and slowly Flint
Huttman arose to his feet. He was wax-
white in the uncanny glimmer of the lan-
terns and candles. Wolf stared at his
squatter friend, his whole soul in his eyes.
He saw Flint's fingers clutching at the
edge of his coat-tail and breathed a little
more freely. Flint wasn't quite so sure of
himself as was Bill Mumps.

E believe in a grandpap’s love for his

grandkid, don’t ye, Wolf?” queried
Huttman, his eyes roving furtively toward
the dark corners of the cave.

“I do that!” exclaimed Wolf.

“Then listen to what I told Bill an’ the
rest of the boys,” Flint wavered on.
“There ain’t no doubt but what yer grand-

pap's been helpin’ Lib Doolihunt all these
years. All of us know that!”

“The squaw, Wa-Wa’s, done her share
too,” added Wolf.

Instantly Bill Mumps was up.

“The squaw air a woman, an’ she can't
have no say,” he shouted. “Talk up, Flint,
ye dam, scudderin’ coward! Be ye afraid
of a dead squaw an’ a curly-headed trollop
what mingles with a Johnson, the scum of
the earth? An’ then to cover her dirty,
low-down tricks, she talks about altars an’
churches an’ things!” He gritted out be-
tween his teeth the last accusation against

Wolf staggered, then straightened.
Peggy's head fell forward, and she ut-
tered a cry.

Thus far Bill Mumps had been master
of ceremonies. He realized it without
being told.

“Flint here ain't got the guts to telI the
truth about Peg Pry,” hc raged on,

“an’

ruled by a—by a—"
Mumps checked his speech as Wolf
walked forward, his eyes glittering.

E'D best not say another word like

that, Bill” he grated, and his jaws
snapped. “Flint there knows why young
Johnson come to the shack to-day. The
youngster told Flint, an’ Flint told me.
Philander’'s son would like to help us
folks.”

“The spawn of Philander air a liar,”
broke in Mumps stubbornly. “Ye can't
git perch eggs out of a rattlesnake’s in-
sides, ner can ye find the truth on the tip
of a Johnson’s tongue. Butter said as how
Peg air allers grinnin’ at Peter Johnson.”

“That air a lie,”” snarled Wolf, ‘showing
his teeth, “an’ I'll smash ye in yer jaw if
ve repeat what ye jest said, Bill Mumps.
Ye talk a heap about a man’s grit.
Weren't it grit when Peg raced Sheriff
Turner away an’ saved our ole mayor?
Weren't it pluck when with her own two
leetle hands she jerked a gapin’, bloody-
mouthed bulldog offen Pennypacker's fat
carcass? Talk about guts! What one of
us fellers would tackle Butterfish Bishop
when he were crazy, fightin’ mad? Peg

ry done it an’ stopped him from com-
mittin’ a murder what would've give Phil-
ander a chance to dangle us all by our
necks.””

A feeble cheer arose and reverberated
against the rock walls. Bill Mumps threw
a frowning, blazing glance around, and
again silence reigned. Then the two squat-
ters, Mumps still in his twenties and Wolf
Betts who was nearing the meridian of
life, faced each other. Their fists were
ready to do deadly work.

Then Flint Huttman moved and coughed.

ET down,
“A fight

Bill,” he ordered sternly.
among ourselves allers
makes things worse. An’ don’t let loose
nothin’ else vile ag'inst Peg Pry! None
of us air believin’ it, an’ that I told ye in
my hut.”

Bill Mumps fell down on the rock seat.
Wolf backed slowly to Peg’s side where
she sat, crouched over, unable to speak a
word in her own defense.

“Now T'll give you our idee of you
bein’ mayor, Wolf,” Flint continued, a
rasp in his voice. “Bill says as how I ain’t
got no grit, but his talkin’ out open about
Peg, like she were a bad girl, stuck me
right here.” He dug his fist into the pit
of his stomach. “Myself—well, T don’t
want Peg fer mayor. I told ye that
mote’n once. Now what about yer askin’
ver own granddaddy’s ghost if ye can’t
take hold of the city an’ let the women
out of it? Tell 'im we need ye. Tell 'im
we’ve got to have ye. Tell 'im any ole
damn thing that'll keep him from eggin’
on Peg fer mayor. We want you, Wolf.
Sure yer grandpap loves ye well enough
his ‘Aye!” to a leetle thing like

Wolf blinked and blinked, and his un-
derjaw parted from its mate.

“I ain't never seen my grandpappv
ghost,” he muttered, trembling. “The
Ghost of the Silent City, aye, him I've saw,
an’ the mermaid, too. But I'd be lyin’ if I
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told ye T ever confabbed with my dad's
dead pa. I wouldn't mind a-workin’ my
fingers to the bone fer ye, fellers, if 1 was
1l gimme back my oath that
Philander’s got to be done up.”

ILL MUMPS laughed an ugly laugh.
ver oath back, weak

of

“Yer grandpappy air here, Woli,” burst
in a girl's voice, and Peggy Pry struggled
to her feet

Wolf looked down into her widened
eyes. ;
ir he, brat?” he stammered. “Where?”
and he shuddered.
“I feel him standing over near Bill

Mumps,”
at Mumps.

Wolf gazed into the distance in which
Bill Muinps’ face was but a patch of gray.
His grandfather Betts had died before
Wolf had been born, so he had no memory
to help him.

Then Mumps, blue-lipped, got up from
his seat and walked over and stood near
Flint Huttman. And still Wolf and
Peggy stared. Perhaps for the first time
in his life the squatter desired to talk
with a departed soul, but he saw nothing
save the drab, wet rock wall. He recalled
Lib Doolihunt's shining, imploring eyes
when she'd talked to him of the danger of
murder and he remembered his oath to
when she lay, sobbing on his
ast.  Yet despite these recollections his
very soul bled for that row of tortured,
silent fishermen. What power lay in his
hand to help them? Where was the dis-
embodied spirit of his grandfather? The
whole future of the settlement rested on
the word of a dead man whose ghostly
hand had guided Lib Doolihunt through
fifty turbulent years. He rocked back and
forth on the toes and heels of his thick
leather boots. His jaws opened and shut,
and he mouthed and Stuttered. But only
he himself knew that his unintelligible
words were a prayer for his people.

quivered Peg, looking intently

VERY morose and somber eye was
upon him. Peg’s unblinking stare was
still unchanged. Wolf's gaze held much
the same expression that all of the squa
ters had often seen in Lib Doolihunt’s eyes
when the old woman was drifting into a
trance.
Then Wolf sxf,hed a long, troubled sigh.
he gasped, “how

Slowly and noiselessly that row of
men rose to their feet. They were a
with the supernatural that cramped their
bodies and iced the blood in their veins.
Ah, Wa-Wa,” fell from Wolf’s lips,
“ye've come to the Silent City to help us.

Ask ’em if ye can be mayor,” hissed
Flint Huttman.

Wolf’s lips moved, and then bending far
over, he listened, a grim figure of a man.

“Ye do say, ‘mope,’ granddadd; he
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moaned presently. “Ye air surc as
how——""The low question remained un-
asked, and Wolf said with insistence, “He
do say 'No, fellers!”

Peg, realizing how strength-sapping and
heart-racking it was to stay in a trance
long, sprang to Wolf’s side and put her
arm around him.

“His grandpappy do say ‘No,
she cried sharply.

“Let Wolf speak, huz:
Mumps.

*Ask him if Bill can be mayor,” a husky
voice called from a dark corner.

! fellers!”

shouted Bill

G heard th hissing whispers that fell
lips. She heard him re-
and then a sharp “Nope!”

peat, “D
Then :

“Don't touch me, \Wa-Wa,” he yelled.
“I'll tell 'em what ye said. 1'1] tell "em
that Peg Pry air a good girl, an’ that she’s
got to be mayor. God, git back, both of

ye. Take yer dead hands offen my face.
Sure, gr.mdpdpp\, T'll tell ‘em that, too.
Philander—ain’t—to—go—dead—by—the—

hand—of—no—squatter !

The glare died in Wolf's eyes. He cov-
ered his face with his hands and burst
into sobs so deep, so bitter, that most of
the men present crept around him and the
redheaded girl in loyal, loving, sympathetic

group.

Midnight found Wolf and Peg in front
of the Doolihunt hut.

“Now that ye be ruler of the Sdcm City,
Peg, ye'd best watch yer step,” said Wolf.
“While ye made a walkaway with the
election to-night, ye won't be hoofin’ it over
no rosebed. 1 were sorry to sce Bill
Mumps bolt out of the cave as mad as a
bull because the rest of us stood by Lib’s
letter. He'll be hectorin’ ye about Philan-
der, but don’t stamp no plan of hism with
yer ‘Aye’ without first seein’ me.”

i 4 promised Peggy, yawning

at six in the mornin’ fer
Wolf went

“I air leavin'
Ludlowville to see yer granny,
on. “She'll want to know—'

Peg’s fatigue fell from her like a dis-
carded garment.
Can't I go, too?
lemme, Wolf.

Betts shook his head.

“As mayor ye could go, if ye say the
word, Peg,” he told her, “but I fear some-
one might follow us up. Then they'd get
Libby sure.”

" she begged. “Please

HAT settled it for Peg. Granny's

hiding-place must not be disclosed to
the law-hounds. ~She flung her arms
around Wolf's neck. “There air a kiss
fer you, dear Woli,” she murmured, and
she pressed her lips against his check, “an’
take this un to granny,” and she
him again.

For a moment the squatter held her to
lu:]\eart Then releasing her, he mumbled :
“arewell to ye, mayor, an' God bless

ye!

Lib Doolihunt’s order.
body of rough men.
number of Dr

By trickery Wolf Betts had wmade Peg mayor, thus carrying out
She was a mere slip of a girl to be over that
How she managed will be told in the October
M \WoRrLD on the stands
September 15
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