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Utopia

By Henry C. Rowland
Author of ‘‘The Meddler,” ‘‘The Arbiters,’’ Efc.

Since the early sixteenth century, when Sir Thomas More wrote his “Utopia,”
men have dreamed and schemed of some such ideal commonwealth, where every=
body would find happiness and sweet peace. That the word “utopia” means “no
place” has never deterred lovers of equality and righteousness from planning a
community of this sort. Now along comes Mr. Rowland with the most radical and
startling Utopia yet presented to the world, entirely practicable and businesslike
and at the same time glamorous as moonlight. No doubt our readers will be
sharply divided over the idea of this latest Utopia, but we are certain that there
will be littlc difference of opinion as to the power and interest of the novel.
one of the best things that the writer has done.

It is

(A Complete Novel)

CHAPTER 1.

IRST, a few words on the origin of
F Utopia, the place where most of it
all happened and about which out-
rageous pleasure garden the civilized
world is at such loggerheads.
peller love story is to show how very wrong
perfectly right people may go when their
methods are extreme.

If the truth were known the scheme actu-
ally originated in the fecund brain of Pro-
fessor Michael Raikus, whose brilliant trea-
tise, “The Reconstructed Mind,” had won
him the Nobel Prize. Perhaps the sugges-
tions in his book were at that time merely
in solution and needed the shrewd business
mind of Baron Rosenthal to-crystallize them.
But this commercial genius of a big Czechian
Jew, generally supposed to have been the
mauvaise génie of the bizarre idea, which has
so bitterly upset our promised post-bellum
tranquillity, was actually no more than its
promoter, while the brilliant Doctor Ana-
tole Acajou of the Académie Francaise was
no more than a useful figurehead chosen for
the job by Rosenthal because of his descent
and literary prominence.

iBr

The twin-pro- -

Doctor Acajou though of French birth was
a direct descendant of Jean Jacques Des-
salines, first governor general and Dictator
of Haiti, and as such had a sort of baton
sinistre claim to the black republic which
was sure to make its appeal to the African
mind. As a distinguished poet and play-
wright the famous octoroon made an invalu-
able advertising agent.

It is doubtful if the idea was suggested in
any way by Sir Thomas More’s political ro-
mance “Utopia,” by Wells’ more recent ref-
erence to “pleasure cities” or even Blavat-
sky’s “Secret Doctrine.” Raikus’ volume
seems to indicate his insistence that “to
every action there is an equal and op-
posite reaction” applies in a general sense
to a moral as well as physical effort at
equilibrium. He takes pains to demonstrate
that, while devastating wars invariably fol-
low epochs of great self-indulgence, so in-
versely must the pleasure instinct follow the
sustained support of pain and durance, this
reaction being immediate and its indulgence
depending on the resources of the individual,
nation or race. He points out the impru-
dence of continuing war-time discipline and
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curtailment of personal conduct into the
epoch of ensuing peace, and advises the
restoration of many suppressed indulgences
to which he ascribes what he calls a “thera-
peutic pleasure value.” If not thus ob-
served, he warns against civil discontent
which might produce a sort of sulky lethargy
on the part of the docile and law-abiding,
and violent outbreaks or covert misdemeanor
on the part of a faction whether turbulent
or merely temperamentally full-natured.
The professor does not go so far as counsel
a national return to unlimited luxury and the
rescindment of all war-time suppression of
popular evils, but intimates that it might
prove of social advantage to lift the clamped-
down lid on many of them.

It took a Rosenthal to grab at the com-
mercial possibilities suggested in this thesis.
He knew America and Americans as well as
he did Paris or Budapest or the Balkans or
West Indies. To the astute brain behind the
huge features of this ruthless old avatar of
Pheenician merchant pirates, there was a stu-
pendous future national unfilled want in
sight. And his daring financial imagination
saw where his already bursting coffers might
yet be heaped tenfold in the supplying of it.
As a veteran globe-trotter, keen observer,
and student of national traits, he had often
meditated on the American characteristic of
voting for what one did not want but felt
that for the good of the community should
be ordained. Rosenthal laughed at Ameri-
cans—and admired them. A shallower-

- brained man of his Oriental precepts would
have laughed at them and held them in con-
tempt.. Not so the big Czech.

“T’ey are funny, t’ose Americans, and ad-
mirable,” said he to himself, for speaking
about all language with equally crude ease,
he preferred to talk and think in that of
the people concerned. “T’ey like to cut up,
but not at home. A man from San Fran-
cisco votes for prohibition t’ere and goes to
Chicago for a high ball, and a congressman
votes der Mann law in Vashington and takes
a dancer from Nice to Monte Carlo. T’ere
are alvays two lines ohf traffic in der States;
each going to der ot’er fellow’s blace to plow
off steam. And after der var t’ere vill no
blace in der country to go, and many vill
come ofer here and many- sit at home and
bust.”

To Rosenthal’s shrewd mind it was pre-
ordained that after the war America of all
the nations would not revoke the prohibi-

tions of her belligerent epoch. The women,
rapidly gathering in the reins of authority,
would look after this. And with no alcohol
the whole country would present a continu-
ous sabbatical calm. ‘Merrymaking would
be of the church-fair quality. Men would
confine their kissing to their wives, their sis-
ters, and their betrothed, and the only fun
dependent on a wedding would be for the
bride and groom. Funerals would no longer
be shunned for their dreariness nor a dinner
in a dry house be any more of a bore than
at one’s club. Most clubs, however, would
follow the saloons into the soundless space
between the worlds. There would be no high
jinks, no carnival, nor tinsel, nor confetti.
Satan would shun those shores or turn them
over to his wife’s cousin, who would curl
up his tail and go to sleep.

But Rosenthal believed with Professor
Raikus that, beneath this blue-ribboned
legislation, there would be a great deal of
sullen discontent. He had always used alco-
hol very sparingly himself and only in its
purest and most mellowed combinations, and
he did not consider its ingestion as such at
all necessary to the human economy. He
abominated drunkards as he did any other
excessive self-indulgents, but he most thor-
oughly agreed with the eminent Russian
psychologist that the “pleasure value” of cer-
tain principles, always required for the per-
fect balance of our systems, was going to be
more demanded than ever by them after sev-
eral years of strain and self-abnegation. He
reasoned that the highly strung American
nature was bound to seek them somewhere,
and since he did not think they would be ob-
tainable within the jurisdiction of the United
States, Rosenthal proposed to supply them
at some place adjacent to its shores and with
enormous pecuniary profit to himself. It
was not that he proposed merely to supply
thirsty Americans with a depot for their al-
coholic affinities, but to provide a gorgeous
and well-ordered playground where prac-
tically no form of normal physical or mental
delight would be tabooed, but, on the con-
trary, furnished by the management on a
magnificent scale, running all the way from
poetry and music to the banquets of Lu-
cullus.

Such a proposition, he argued, must be
successful, and saved from censure and sup-
pression by the civilized world, have as its
basis Beauty on a stupendous range. Nature
must be its foundation, Art its excuse, Pleas-
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ure its purpose, and Wealth its support.
There was nothing broadly social nor hu-
manitarian in Rosenthal’s design, nor would
he advance any such claim in its favor. He
purposed solely to create and develop to its
nth degree a sort of Oriental paradise on
earth for such as might be able to pay the
price of a sojourn there.

This Elysian idea having crystallized in
his brain, Rosenthal was at no loss to hit
upon the spot for its establishment. The
island of Haiti was the place par excellence
for a number of very excellent reasons. Geo-
graphically and topographically it presented
all the requisite features of tropical climate
and luxuriant natural beauty. It had sea
and mountains, swift streams, gorgeous
forests, miniature plains and plateaus, broad
snowy ‘beaches, and even medicinal springs.
- It had also a population of about one hun-
dred thousand pure-bred African negroes,
but Rosenthal’s fertile brain backed by an
intimate knowledge of the island, where he
had made his start in life, saw how this last

might be a help rather than a hindrance.

The big Czech had been in his time the
private financial adviser of President Simon
Sam and his successor, that strong and as-
tute marabout negro, Nord Alexis, and he
knew the ropes.

How Rosenthal managed to get control of
Haiti with Doctor Acajou elected president
belongs rather to the pages of history than
romance, though it was all romantic enough.
He had tried a good many years beforé to
achieve the coronation of one Dessalines, a
pure-blooded African and also a direct lineal
descendant of the early dictator, but had
failed through counting too much on the pos-
sibilities of the negro intelligence and the
intrigues of one Madame Fouchére, the octo-
roon wife of a clever Haitian doctor. ‘At that
time his motive had been trade concessions,
but it had not cost him much, Dessalines
being rich, influential, and incidentally an
Ozxonian and financing the attempt from his
own large personal fortune.

But this time he had not only no lack of
funds but a clever coadjutor who, though
nearly white, was popular and influential on
the island. Besides, the proposition was an
entirely different one. Had Rosenthal de-
sired to exploit the rich natural resources of
the place in a purely commercial enterprise
he might have met with jealousy and opposi-
tion, but his grandiose project to capitalize
only the promotion of its natural beauties to

create a world-renowned pleasure paradise
which should challenge the combined attrac-
tions of Monte Carlo, Palm Beach, San Se-
bastian, and Ostend, with all of the features
of each and none of the limitations of any,
met with immediate favor.

Knowing the Haitian jealousy of whites
and unfriendly suspicion at their intrusion
of the island, Rosenthal was secretly sur-
prised at the ease with which he obtained
his sweeping concessions. But he had
pointed out to the negro legislators that their
knowledge of visiting whites had been con-
fined almost entirely to German traders, and
that the whole civilized world had risen in
the suppression of this nationality. The
Haitians liked and admired the French
whose language they spoke—for the most
part in creole patois—and whom the wealth-
ier of them tried to imitate, and they had
always given a friendly reception to such
few Americans as had seen fit to visit them.

Rosenthal, himself, although born in
Budapest, had become a naturalized French-
man at the close of the war between Turkey
and the Balkan allies, during which struggle
he had made an enormous fortune in his
munition dealings with both sides, and been
conferred his title, which oddly enough was
a papal one and in recognition of his having
saved a community of Bulgarian Christians
from massacre at the hands of their Moslem
confederates. The Jew was a big personal-
ity, no coward, and a man of heart, and had
achieved this meritorious act at the cost of
great personal danger and a painful wound.
Once started on some enterprise there was
no fear at all in Rosenthal, whether financial
or physical or of personal discomfort. Be-
tween times he was something of ‘a Sybarite,
though not of the Gargantuan type, which
many supposed him by reason of his tre-
mendous physique. He was also liberal in
his generosity and had given freely to war
charities from his enormous war profits.

As this is not the story of the Pleasure
Island which has been so violently assailed
and defended, little more need here be said
on the subject. Rosenthal went ahead with
his project on the same magnificent scale
with which he had conceived it. He em-
ployed the services of the most distinguished
landscape gardeners and architects and
painters and sculptors, though naturally he
did not attempt to reclaim the whole island
from savagery but merely the reservation
about Assuei Lake, which he called Utopia,
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and near, which, at La Croix des Bouquets,
he established his great aérodrome where the
great dirigibles discharged their tourists from
Palm Beach. He built also the great shell
scenic viaduct to Jacmel which he converted
into an enchanted port for his swift steamers
and visiting yachts.

But Utopia! What adjective can one ap-
ply to it? Utopia the gorgeous, the superb,
the exquisite, the outrageous, the transcen-
dental, the sublime—it is all of these, and,
by virtue of its celestial setting, more.
Imagine, those of you who have not seen,
yet rail at it: a primeval fairyland, not
diminutive but grand and varied, in its larger
features taken as a framework for the most
extravagant embellishment of the world’s
leading artistic elaborators. There were the
mountains with their deep, plushy foliage, in
which was set the lake like an emerald half
hid by their luxuriant folds, and over their
shoulders distant glimpses of the sea, ame-
thyst in the early morning, topaz at noon, a
riot of soft colors at sunset and sapphire as
the shadows fell.

About the shores of the lake were coral
palaces with loggia and terraces and sunk
and hanging gardens, dainty flying bridges of
lace and gossamer over the gorge with its
fleecy cataract; here and there a vine-cov-
ered pergola springing out into the lake and
under which the gondolas'might linger, there
near the center a temple d’amour enshrining
nymphs and nereids, swift, swallowlike
electric launches flying up and down the
sixteen-mile stretch of water, four miles
across the snowy pavillon de jeu, the beau-
tiful temple dedicated to the Goddess of
Chance, roofed and columned, but unin-
closed, with its wonderful Etruscan gardens.

Farther back were horse and motor-rac-
ing tracks, polo fields, and aérodromes, the
latter with swift air planes driven by skilled
pilots at the disposition of the guests for a
day or moonlight flight over the pulsating
isle. At the head of the lake were the spa-
cious Roman baths, a favorite early morning
retreat for riotous revelers. Music, flowers
everywhere, seductive, winding paths
through the tropical jungle, the perfume of
jasmine and stephanotis, the multicolored
dancing lights reflected from the lake, and
nowhere one slightest accent of the coarse
or vulgar. >

Erotic as Cupid’s bower the place unques-
tionably was; voluptuous, enticing, sensuous,
demoralizing on every side, but not one false

note had been struck. Every feature of art
and beauty had been studiously weighed and
measured and tried and removed, or left as
found by the arbiter elegantiarum.

And with it all were no restrictions; no
rules and regulations for the conduct of
guests, barring only one. The management
would tolerate no quarreling. This did not
apply to high words being used in the heat
of excitement, but let a blow be struck and
the offender was politely banished for that
season. Old Rosenthal would brook no strife
in his pleasure preserve. Otherwise there
was no ban on the pastimes of his guests.
They might chase each other through the
orange groves like nymphs and fauns or
through the sparkling waters of the lake like
nymphs and tritons for all he cared, and
there was no censorship of the lyric muses,
whether in poetry or drama or the choral
or any other dance, but good nature must
prevail.

It was this unbridled license which
brought down upon the place the anathema
which he had foreseen and cunningly desired.
It had been no part of his project to promote
a popular and respectable family winter re-
sort. He did not purpose to corrupt youth
nor shock dignified old age. No minors were
admitted to his pleasure preserve; no youths
under twenty-one, nor girls under eighteen.
His ultimate ambition was to provide a joy
ground for such natures as desired the beauty
and gayety and freedom of restraint which
Utopia had to offer, and he argued that he
was a public benefactor in furnishing the
world with such a safety valve, where wild
and reckless spirits might blow off their
steam without scandalizing their neighbors
and taxing-the efforts of the authorities.
" And just as he had anticipated,-the more
the place was anathematized the more in-
tense grew the curiosity of such as could af-
ford it, to pay Utopia at least one visit, and
this accomplished, the incredible beauty and
absence of anything coarse or brutalizing
lured them again and yet again. Many
found nothing to startle or dismay them, be-
cause of the pervading atmosphere of art
which extended to the clients themselves,
most of whom were unquestionably vicious
but rarely vulgar. The regular habitués
were for the most part persons prominent
socially, artistically, or commercially, who
went there not only for pleasure, but free-
dom of restraint and in whom manners and
morals were diametrically opposed.
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And thus it came about that, while in
many well-ordered households Utopia was a
forbidden topic, there was scarcely an in-
dividual who did not cherish the secret am-
bition to see it for himself or herself. Its
very mention was a disturbing factor. Young
brides begged to be taken there on their
honeymoons. Staid matrons suggested to
their husbands that it might be well to pay
the place a visit if only to warn their chil-
dren against its iniquity, and the husbands
usually found a way to manage it. Gilded
youth liked to-boast of a sojourn there and
was not considered diplomé until it had made
its sojourn. Rich and elderly roués whose
fires burned low found them replenished in
its tropic glamour. Tired and listless finan-
ciers of impeccable personal habits found
their faculties refreshed by the vicarious
pleasures of the place. But woe to the widow
or divorcée or bachelor maid who was hardy
enough to enter the great coral portals with
their masterly but startling statuary and ara-
~ besques! Society, threefold more rigid in
its censorship than of antebellum days, con-
signed her unanimously to the demi-monde.

How old Rosenthal must have chuckled
in his sleeve. A declared hedonist or beauty
lover, and a frank pagan at heart, the suc-
cess of his daring scheme far exceeded his
most sanguine dreams. And his revenues
were princely though, strangely enough, the
prices were far less exorbitant than those of
many virtuous American resorts. But the
island was very rich in agriculture, the black
labor plentiful and cheap, and, according to
his concessions, he got his imports duty free.
He enriched himself and his Haitian asso-
ciates beyond the dreams of avarice, and
the populace loved the glitter and gayety
brought to their dilapidated island. There
were plenty of dark recesses left them for
their own savage pastimes.

. Rosenthal was virtually king of the coun-
try, and the joke of it was that, however
much the place might be vituperated by the
foreign vox populi or ex cathedra opinion,
the very text of the great declaration of free-
dom of the world made it impossible for
other nations to interfere. Haiti’s chosen
course fell within the Act of Liberty of Small
Nations, and she could not be touched with-
out the actual revokal of an all-important
clause, or some amendment which would de-
stroy the symmetry of the whole. Monaco
still flourished, although its casino was a
crap or fan-tan game compared to Rosen-

thal’s; Ostend flourished, so why not Haiti?

And it is doubtful if secretly the world actu-

ally desired it suppressed. As Rosenthal

said, Haiti was entirely inoffensive to her

neighbors, and ' there was no international

law requiring anybody to visit her shores.
And so to the story.

CHAPTER II.

The close of the Great War found the
Putney family better off in every respect
than at its beginning, which is saying a good
deal. This gratifying situation did not sur-
prise the estimable family unit, which found
therein no more than its just reward.

The Putneys, so far as their genealogy
could be directly traced, had always been
prosperous, well-ordered folk who had played
their due part in the development and growth
of the United States, feared God, obeyed the
law, and conducted themselves as patriotic
citizens, estimable neighbors and industrious
builders of the nation’s commerce. There
was no record of any startlingly brilliant per-
formance on the part of any immediate an-
cestor, but each had done his part to

-strengthen the wall of respectable prosperity.

They were, in fact, what might be justly
considered a model American family, and the
struggle which had brought tragedy to thou-
sands of homes and poverty to many had, as
if in recognition of their worth, left them
honored and unscathed. It had even recom-
pensed their patriotic efforts with added
wealth and honors. The output of the
manufacturing plant of which Mr. Potter
Putney owned the controlling interest was
increased threefold. Mrs. Putney, a highly
capable woman, had played a prominent part
in war work and charities, while the three
children had shone brightly in the service of
their country.

Ralph, at the outbreak of the war a cap-
tain in the national guard of his State, had
been ordered to France with his regiment
early in the hostilities and had proved him-
self a brave and efficient officer, serving un-
til the end, and returning with three decora-
tions, two French and one American, a
wound stripe and the rank of colonel. Ruth,
graduating from Smith College in 1916, had
taken a course in trained nursing for the pur-
pose of going later to France with a Red
Cross unit, but had entered a military hos-
pital in Virginia. Randall, just out of Har-
vard and an experienced yachtsman, had
taken a three months’ intensive course at
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Annapolis and been assigned to a destroyer,
finishing the war with the rank of lieutenant
commander.

So here was a family very much to be
envied. One which had given generously to
the Allied cause and reaped its good sowing
full-handedly. They were one of the few
family units whose war account showed a
big credit balance with no losses, and while
they may have felt a becoming gratitude for
having been thus blessed, they speedily ac-
cepted the dispensation as a due and proper
reward of virtue, and were inclined to regard
the misfortunes of less favored neighbors as
likewise falling within the divine order of
things.

Take, for instance, their old friends, the
O’Connors, whose affairs were of particular
interest to the Putneys, because a few weeks
before his departure Ralph had become en-
gaged to marry Arden, a lovely girl of
eighteen. First, there had been the infantile
paralysis which had stricken Timothy, her
younger brother, who had just entered Har-
vard, and left him with a twisted ankle and
semi-invalid. Then the father, Arthur
O’Connor, an Irish gentleman of French
birth, had lost practically the whole of his
fortune through German perfidy in the de-
struction of the big velvet mills at Lille and
Roubaix, after these had been ransomed for
two and a half million francs. The elder
brother Gerald, a year or two younger than
Ralph Putney, had been studying at the
Beaux Arts in Paris when the French were
- called to arms and had promptly enlisted in
the Foreign Legion, and after a year’s fight-
ing, in which he had received the Croix de
Guerre and Medaille Militaire, his right
wrist had been shattered by a shrapnel, leav-
ing his hand practically useless for sculpture,
at which he had already shown brilliant
promise. Being disqualified as a combatant,
he had later entered the American field am-
bulance corps as a driver and had served
in this capacity to.the end of the war.

Arden O’Connor had not undertaken any
national service whatever. The care of her
immediate family had taken all of this girl’s
physical and mental efforts. After her fa-
ther’s financial disaster they had rented their
handsome Boston house and moved into a
small semisuburban cottage. Arden herself
did most of the housework at first, though
later they were able to afford a Filipino
boy who proved an excellent general servant.

So here were two American families of the

same social set whose circumstances were
antipodal as the direct result of the war.
The Putneys rich, respected for their pa-
triotic activities, unscathed; the O’Connors,
equally patriotic, now impoverished, the eld-
est son maimed in a manner which threat-
ened to prevent the pursuit of his chosen art,
and the younger crippled by what was gener-
ally believed to be the work of enemy kultur.

When Ralph Putney’s regiment was or-
dered home from Germany months after the
end of the war, Ralph had quietly resumed
his position as superintendent and junior
partner of his father’s big plant. He found
Arden, whom he had left a slenderly lovely
girl, now a full-blown beauty of infinite do-
mestic capabilities, rich of coloring, strong
of body and with a grave but animated light
in her changeful gray eyes which stirred him
as the shy glances of the romp of eighteen
had never done.

Ralph wanted to be married immediately
and had urged his claim with characteristic
military emphasis. But Arden smilingly re-
fused.

“Father and Tim couldn’t get along with-
out me,” said she.

“They can get along without you now as
well as any time,” Ralph insisted.

Arden shook her head. “Father is at the
office all day and Tim gets morbid and de-
pressed when he’s left alone. If Jerry were
here it would be different. Tim pines for
him. He always worshiped Jerry.”

“Write and tell him to come home. T’
give him a job of his own choosing in the
plant. What is he staying over there for,
anyhow?”

“He says that he has got work in Gérard’s
studio. He can model, though his wrist
bothers him a good deal: Besides, he says
that he is not coming home until he can
come as a success. You know how Jerry is.
And he writes that from what he hears of
America, he doesn’t think he could stand it
over here.”

“Another post-bellum expatriate,” Ralph
growled. “There are a hanged sight too
many of them. That’s what comes of turn-
ing the whole country into a Sunday school.”

“Ruth thinks it’s wonderful,” said Arden.

“Ruth’s a rampant bluestocking. Almost
a Prussian blue in arbitrariness of methods.
I must say I think it would have been bet-
ter if they’d eased up a little after the war
instead of using it as an argument to screw
things down tighter.”
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“That’s what father says. If things were
as they were before the war, I'd feel differ-
ently about leaving him and Tim. But the
men stay home now instead of getting to-
gether and having some fun. He’s dropped
his clubs and Timothy scarcely ever goes
anywhere, so I have to be the entertainment
committee, Think how dull it would be for
them alone. And, besides, they neither of
them have the slightest idea of the expense
accounts.”

“That need be the least of your cares,
Arden, T’ll settle half a million on you to
use the interest as you like 2

Arden reached forward and laid her hand
on his lips. It never occurred to Ralph to
kiss her finger tips. In some ways he was
strangely lacking in strategy for a soldier.

“Don’t say things like that, Ralph, dear,”
said Arden. ‘“You know what proud folk
we Irish are.” ;

“That’s not pride. It’s downright fool-
ishness. This war has made me rich and
ruined your father. Why can’t we try to
even things up a little? What are families
for, anyhow? I’ve never wanted any woman
but you, and never shall, and what is there
ahead if you take this stand? There’s noth-
ing for your father in the Boston agency of
this American velvet concern. When can we
get married?” He sprang to his feet and be-
gan to pace impatiently back and forth.
“Why don’t they try to reorganize the Lille
works? They’ve got the reputation and
good will and trade relations and Germany
pretty well shut out.”

“Perhaps they may,” Arden answered,
“thoygh father doesn’t know just how he
may stand if they do. We’ve nothing left
but the town house, and that’s mortgaged.
We shall have to wait, Ralph. That’s all
there is about it. Timothy is getting slowly
stronger and is trying to write. Some of his
things are really very good, especially his
verses.” 1

Ralph drew down the corners of his firm
mouth, Timothy’s verses sounded about as
hopeful to him as had German peace pro-
posals at the beginning of the war. He had
never known Timothy very well and was in-
clined to regard him askance as a precocious
youth of uncertain rationality. Now, as he
looked at Arden’s fascinating Celtic face, and
from that took rapid assay of the general in-
tense desirability of the whole of her, his
dominant personality was almost maddened
that possession should be denied him through

two such inconsiderable obstacles as a
meningitis victim and a bankrupt manufac-
turer of velvet.

“Don’t think such things as that, Ralph!”
said Arden, with startling telepathy. “You
can’t have everything, you know.”

“I don’t ask everything,” he answered,
with no attempt to protest her insight of his
mind. “All I ask is you. Nothing else mat-
ters. It’s pretty tough, I think, after all I've
been through.”

“It’s tough for me, too,” Arden answered.
“I want to marry you, Ralph. But I will
not leave father and Tim when they need me
so badly.”

“There isn’t much prospect of their need- -
ing you any less as time goes on,” said Ralph
bitterly.

“We shall have to wait and see,” Arden
answered, “or at least 7 shall. You are free
to marry any other woman you may choose.
I’m not sure but what that might be better
for us both. You are not to consider your-
self bound to me in any way, Ralph. I'm
sorry, but I don’t see any help for it.”

“All right,” Ralph answered shortly. “Pll
wait.”

CHAPTER III.

At the Putneys’ country estate near Man-
chester a house party was in progress. This,
like similar entertainments the country wide,
was rather a sedate affair. The second sum-
mer after the war found most families if not
outwardly in mourning still indisposed to
gayety. But if there had never been a war
it would have made no difference so far as
the Putneys were concerned. Theirs was a
family which had always taken its pleasures
seriously since Colonial days when it had
attended witch burnings in Salem hard by.

From childhood Arden O’Connor had
rather dreaded the Putneys’ parties, first be-
cause of their extreme formality, which had
always an uncomfortable effect upon her
natural high spirits, and later because of
Ralph. His presence became oppressive
when she was sixteen and he twenty-four,
two years out of Harvard, where he had
taken the technical course and already the
capable assistant superintendent of the plant,
where for a number of years he had spent
his vacations. He had seemed an infinitely
aged and austere person to Arden, and when
she began to notice how he was always
watching her it grew so that she hated to go
near the place. Her brother Gerald, or
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Jerry, as he was called by his friends, could
not have been dragged to one of the Putneys’
parties at the tail end of an automobile.

The knowledge that Ralph was in love
with her had come as an astonishing revela-
tion to Arden. This had come shortly be-
fore the war, and the surprise had swept
her completely off her feet. She had always

imagined that the tall, quiet young man with

his stern, handsome features and piercing
blue eyes regarded her with a mixture of
curiosity and disapproval, and the startling
discovery that he had admired and desired
her for years and was waiting patiently for
her to grow up to ask her to marry him, had
filled her with a sort of grateful exultation,
as if she had been awarded a prize most un-
expectedly. All of her set of girl friends ad-
mired Ralph tremendously and stood rather
in awe of him, as did most of his own men
associates. Success had always attended his
efforts at school and college, in his profession
and social relations.
. So, therefore, when judging the hour ripe

and the moment propitious, he had moved
forward to the attack, there was nothing for
Arden to do but surrender. As the prettiest
and most desirable girl of their set, she
seemed the fair prize of its most admirable
youth, and on examining the situation in her
mind she decided that she was really in love
with Ralph and wished to marry him. Mar-
riage appealed to her as a very delightful
and exciting adventure, and she did not see
how she could have a better partner for it
than Ralph. Her father was very pleased,
her friends frankly envious, and the Putneys
thoroughly satisfied with the engagement, as
the O’Connors belonged to a distinguished
branch of this large family, were related to
certain members of Irish nobility and of
sound social and financial position.

Arden had declined to spend the week of
the house party at the Putneys’ house, not

wishing to leave her father and Timothy, but

she ran over daily either in her own little
car, which she had managed to save from the
wreck, or was called for by one of the Put-
neys. She took Timothy with her always,
for the boy was docile enough except on rare
occasions when something particular oc-
curred to disturb him. “Half-witted” or
“semi-idiotic” do not at all describe Tim-
othy’s mental condition. The dread disease
had by no means destroyed his intellect, but
had given a peculiar slant to a mind which
bhad been from childhood precocious and

hyper-active. His perceptions seemed set at
an entirely different angle to those of what
are considered normal folk. At times he
might impress the intelligent observer as out
of his wits, but never lacking in them. His
special senses were at certain periods ab-
normally acute, but when physically tired,
apt to be dull and lethargic. His occasional -
flashes of what suggested a sixth sense would
have led the Scotch to say that he was fey.

Timothy had a peculiar effect on people.
To those who knew of his affliction, he was
regarded with interest and compassion as a
victim of German kultur. To strangers,
he was apt to be an object of perplexity
and receive a sort of guarded deference. Per-
haps the boy’s wild, uncanny beauty had
something to do with this. He looked like an
untamed, Gaelic princeling maimed in some
foray. He was slightly above medium
height, slenderly but gracefully built, with
delicate but aquiline features and widely
set eyes of a mystic, baffling expression
which seemed, when in repose, to be looking
through and beyond material things. His
forehead was very smooth and broad, his
cheek bones high and prominent with usu-
ally a tinge of color. His face did not at
all resemble that of Arden, which was
rounder with a slightly retrousée nose, wide,
full-lipped mouth, and mirthful at the slight-
est excuse, but they both had the same fine,
clear complexion and thick, wavy, blue-black
hair, Arden’s at times a trial from its pro-
fusion. Their misty gray eyes were also
similar, though Timothy’s were thoughtful
rather than intense, and more limpid in qual-
ity. .
On this July day Ralph taking a week’s
vacation from the plant had called for them
in his touring car to take them over for the
day and night. He and Arden were in the
rear, Timothy, who rather avoided Ralph,
sitting in front by the chauffeur, a Filipino.
Immediately after the war thousands of
these islanders had been imported, after a
searching physical examination, and, so far
as it went, the experiment had proved suc-
cessful in solving the domestic and factory
labor question, particularly the former, as
they made excellent house servants and flour-
ished under conditions of good hygiene
though apt to go to pieces where this was
lacking.

“We are going to have a guest next week,”
said Arden as they sped along. “Count de
Guys is coming over to see what can be done
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about the recapitalizing of the Roubaix
usines. You know in the beginning of the
war the Germans offered to ransom them
for two and a half million francs. Father
was opposed to paying it as he did not trust
them, but the De Guys interests were in
favor  of taking the chance, so the money
was paid and as soon as the Germans had
received it they gutted the works of ma-
chinery and metals and shipped them back
into Germany.”

Ralph nodded. “I know,” said he, “and
later when we took the place the mills were
a heap of smoking ruins. Well,” he sighed,
“I hope they manage it. That seems the
only chance for you and me. You know I
met the Vicomte de Guys over there. He
was colonel of génmie; engineers. The old
count is going to stop at your house?”

Arden laughed. “I should have said
‘vicomte.’
though father wrote him not to expect any
magnificence, and Francisco is a very good
cook. We count on all of you to help enter-
tain him, Ralph.”

“Why, yes—of course,” Ralph answered,
and his face clouded a little. He remem-
bered Colonel de Guys as a very attractive
and distinguished young officer of about his
own age, and the idea of Arden’s being his
hostess did not entirely please him. To be
sure, Arden’s maternal aunt, a Mrs. Ravanel,
of Charleston, was visiting them for a few
weeks, but even then the prospect of his
fiancée being constantly in the society of an
attractive and unmarried French officer was
by no means to his taste. And yet, he re-
flected, the visit might prove the means of
furthering his and Arden’s interests.

“Were the De Guys cleaned out financially
by the war?” he asked bluntly.

“T don’t know,” Arden answered. “Of
course they lost heavily, but they were very
rich, and the French usually keep something
tucked away in the bas de laine.”

“All that I met had pretty well emptied
it,” said Ralph. “If he’s coming over to
raise money, I may be able to help him. The
proposition ought to be a good one, and I
might subscribe to some stock myself.” He
half turned and gave her an intense look
“from his masterful blue eyes. “I’d take all
they let me have if you went with it, Arden.”

“I’'m not precisely a stock premium,
Ralph,” she answered, with a little shrug.
“Speaking of France, I had a letter from
Jerry this morning.” Her low-pitched voice

Yes, and I am rather dreading it,

reached Timothy’s ears, and he stirred
slightly in his seat.

“Really? What is Jerry up to?” Ralph
asked. :

“I can’t imagine. He writes that through
Maitre Gérard he has got in touch with what
may prove a very big order, and one which
will keep him busy for a number of years to
come. He says that if he wins the competi-
tion we may soon hear from him in American
waters. What can he mean by American
‘waters?””’

Timothy turned and looked at Ralph with
the mocking smile which often made people
antipathetic to him intensely uncomfortable.
“The new Palace of Peace where Coney
Island used to roar and glitter,” said he.

Ralph felt that this was mockery, but he
chose to take it seriously. He knew that the
boy classed him with Ruth as a stern dicta-
tor of public morals, which he was not, al-
though often lending his support to Ruth’s
reform activities.

“Something of the sort, perhaps,” said
he. “Let’s hope that he succeeds. It’s a
pity that we can’t have at least a few Ameri-
can artists over here to do our national
monuments.”

“They’re afraid of getting arrested for in-
decent exposure of the Muse,” said Timothy,
and turned in his seat again.

Presently they arrived at the Putneys’
Summer home, which was precisely such as
one would have expected of the family, large,
handsome, correct, and conventional in every
detail and cheerful enough in its placid, re-
poseful way. Arden and Timothy never en--
tered it without thinking of Jerry’s com-
mentary, that it looked like a good place to
go when you die. They were welcomed by
Mrs. Putney, a large, handsome, and con-
tented-looking woman with beautiful hair
which had changed from flaxen to silver with
no perceptible transition, and her daughter,
Ruth.

“So glad to see you, dear,” said Mrs. Put-
ney, kissing Arden, to whom-she had been
more than usually kind since learning of her
refusal to fix even a prospective date for her
wedding to Ralph. She felt secretly that
Ralph could do very much better, and very
probably might, if Arden were to exhaust his
patience. “How splendidly Timothy is look-
ing. What have you been giving him?”

“A letter from Jerry,” Arden answered,
with a laugh. “That’s always Tim’s best
tonic.”
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“Really? And what is Jerry doing?
Something terribly exciting, I am sure.”

“Awfully,” Timothy answered, watching
Ruth under' his long lashes, “he’s coming
over here.”

Ruth did not disappoint him, and having
got the reaction he was looking for, Timothy
asked her if she had seen Doctor Acajou’s
new book of tropical verses, which guileless
question brought a flame of color to her face.
The boy knew perfectly well that the Na-
tional Purity League, the Boston branch of
which had recently elected Ruth its secre-
tary, was workipg hard to prevent the sale in
America of all the works of the poet presi-
dent of Haiti. Mrs. Putney and Arden went
into the house, but Ruth lingered, and, de-
clining to be drawn into any discussion of
the octoroon acacemician, asked Timothy
point-blank why Jerry was coming to
America, and when.

“We don’t know,” Timothy answered.
“He writes about a competition for a big
order ‘in American waters,” as he says.

“In American waters,” Ruth repeated
thoughtfully. “I wonder what he means?”
Her ‘eyes met Timothy’s, and she felt as
though he were reading her inmost thoughts.
A faint color shone through her very clear,
white complexion. “Do you know?”

Timothy shook his head and smiled.

“I believe you guess, Tim,” said Ruth.
“Do you believe that he has won?”

“Yes,” Timothy answered. “Or that he is
pretty sure that he has won, otherwise I
don’t believe that he would tell us about it.
Besides, Jerry is sure to win what he really
wants.”

“It hasn’t got him much, so far,” said
Ruth..

“He hasn’t wanted much. And people
who can get what they want, often get what
they don’t want to begin with. Jerry’s was a
smashed wrist with his two decorations. But
he helped win the war, and at a time when
it needed a lot of helping, and that was what
he wanted just then more than he did the
Prix de Rome. Jerry didn’t enlist for rank
and honors. If he had wanted fame he’d
have kept out and done patriotic statues.”

“He always had a lot of talent,” Ruth
admitted.

“More than that,” said Timothy. “He’s
got genius. Rodin once visited his studio
and told Gérard that Jerry was ‘un jeun
homme qui doit devenir illusire.”

“Really? I didn’t know that,” said Ruth.

“There are a good many things about
Jerry that you don’t any of you know,” said
Timothy, with his enigmatical smile, “but
you are going to learn some of them before
very long.” -

The conversation was interrupted by Ran-
dall Putney, who took Timothy off .to see
Ralph’s new hydroaéroplane. Ruth stood
looking after them thoughtfully as they
crossed the lawn. This girl was an enigma
to a good many people, as, indeed, she was
often to herself. A psychologist would have
been quick to discover the dual natures she
possessed. Ruth contained the dammed-back
impulses of Puritan ancestors with all of
their uncompromiing principles of rectitude,
and with this she was intensely tempera-
mental and keenly sensuous without being
sensual. She was positive in all her findings
to the point of pugnacity, and without being
in the least aware of it, as highly sexed as
a queen bee.

War work had given her vital forces a
needful outlet, but now that the war was
over she suffered frequently some bad half
hours. There seemed nothing for her to
grip emotionally and stretch her tense
nerves; nothing more to fight; nothing very
stimulating to fight for. Disease was gen-
erally under scientific control, drunkenness
abolished, vice banished or suppressed, pov-
erty avoidable and régarded almost as a mis-
demeanor, female suffrage universal, politics
as pure as possible, while most people were
disinclined to ethical argument and sleepily
submissive to religious direction. Unques-
tionably it was the life—but not for Ruth.

She thought now of Jerry’s coming with a
tingle of combative anticipation which was
rather pleasant. Jerry, with his impudent
Irish face and utter paralysis of veneration
for anybody or anything, had been her feudal
enemy from childhood. But her vivid de-
testation of him dated from the night be-
fore he sailed for France to study.at the
Beaux Arts, when he had decoyed her into
the conservatory and there caught her in his
arms and covered her outraged face with
kisses. It seemed to Ruth that this shock-
ing, brutal act had crystallized the solution
of her abhorrence for the male animal in
men,

Oddly enough, Jerry was one of the very
few to appreciate Ruth’s intense femininity
and the physical beauty which contained it.
This was perhaps because her manner and
expression seemed to banish its contempla-
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tion. She was a very fair blonde with a daz-
zlingly white skin and fine but heavy flaxen
hair which reminded children of molasses.
candy in the last stages of pulling. Her
eyes were a deep, clear blue with “bumps”
over their outer corners, that fullness of
brow which indicates ability of concentra-
tion, her nose short and straight and rather
wide, though delicately formed. Her figure
was superb, strong, but rounded in contour,
and one of her secret vexations was its grow-
ing fulness of hip and bosom which she tried
her best to conceal by the severely straight
cut of her clothes.

Ruth was roused from her abstraction by
luncheon being announced. People now ate
and slept more and worked less than in the
‘hectic period of money-getting prior to the
war. There was less luxury and feverish
pleasure seeking and no particular object in
amassing surplus wealth, Just so much
more income tax to pay. Recreations were
more domestic and less expensive, and the
baby crop was the largest the country pro-
duced. This, of course, kept the matrons
occupied, but the men frequently found time
hanging heavy on their hands. It took no
great amount of effort to provide for a fam-
ily, and polygamy had not been counte-
nanced as in Germany. Most clubs had
dropped out of existence, and such as existed
were pervaded with the atmosphere of sol-
diers’ homes. Sport with gun and rod, par-
ticularly the former was no longer popular.
It seemed tame and rather German to kill

~ defenseless creatures uselessly. The influ-
ence pervading the country was that of a
perpetual New England Sabbath, and the
most popular pastime furnished by a book
or newspaper and the seat of a chair.

At luncheon one of the house party saw
fit to comment on this. He was a Captain
Somers, a friend and classmate of Ralph’s,
and had recently returned from France
where since the war he had been occupied
in reconstruction work. Mrs. Putney asked
him how the great work was progressing.

“Very satisfactorily, from our point of
view,” he answered, “but I am not sure that
I can say as much for that of the French.”

“Why not?” Ruth asked.

“Well, you see, our ideas of the way
things ought to be done are not the same.
We are always ready to sacrifice ancient
customs for modern inventions, and, while
the French admit freely that we are perfectly
right, they still cling to their old ideas.

Houses out of plumb and crooked streets and
the ancient horse pond and village pump
are as dear to the French heart as the moldy
little café with its rows of grimy bottles and
the weird drinks they contain.”

“No doubt the former is the result of the
latter,” Ruth suggested. Even though the
serpent drink had writhed its last, she still
could not refrain from twisting her square
heel upon its lacerated head.

“No, I don’t believe so,” Somers an-
swered. “They get a lot of pleasure out
of their cafés and not much harm, I im-
agine.”

“If they get any, it is sufficient reason
why they should be abolished,” Ruth de-
clared. Somers smiled.

“Do you think so?” he asked.

“Of course I do,” she answered. “That
is what we-have been doing over here, and
you don’t need to look around a great deal
to see how much better off we are than we
were before the war.”

“Quite so,” he admitted, “but don’t you
think the country has grown rather—well,
dull? Or is it because I have just come
from France where things are going on again
as they did before the war in spite of the
way the country has been bled?”

Mrs. Putney shook her head. “I am
afraid the French are incorrigible,” said she.
“One might have thought the war would
have taught them the true value of idle
amusements.”’

“Perhaps it has,” croaked Timothy.

“I don’t know about their being incor-
rigible,” said Ralph, “but even when I left
everybody seemed to be having a pretty good
time. At any rate, their former frivolity did
not seem to have impaired their thrift and
fighting qualities. I’'ve,seen them fighting
for one-half of a farm and making hay on
the other. Sometimes I think we are begin-
ning to take ourselves too seriously. What
do you call an idle amusement, anyhow?”

“Sleep,” murmured Timothy, “especially
when you are slept out.”

Somers looked curiously at the boy. “Gad,
but I believe you’re right,” said he. “I’'m
no racketer, but I must say when I first
came back I felt as if I had got home and
gone to bed.”

“And how do you feel now?” Arden
asked.

“As if I had awakened refreshed and ready
to get back at my job again.”

“In France?”



12 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

“Yes. I am taking back veluminous plans
for the ruined area we are going to begin
restoring.”” He turned to Timothy. “You
saw them when I was showing them to
Ralph.”

The boy nodded. “They look like the
plans for a model chicken farm,” said he,
“I did not have to shut my eyes to see the
French poultry flying over the top. You
had better take Ruth back with you to clip
their wings.”

This was a dangerous remark, it being
suspected that the brave captain cherished
some such ambition, though not prec1sely
with the idea of her trimming the free pin-
ions of the Gallic cock. To change the topic
he suggested:

“You may have plenty of reform ma-
terial in American waters before a great
- while when this big Haitian pleasure ground
is opened for business. We have been hear-
ing a lot about it in Paris.”

Ralph shook his head. “That Utopia
scheme is predestined to failure,” said he.
“It’s too far away for European patronage
which doesn’t need that sort of thing, any-
how, and it’s not the sort of proposition to
entice Americans. We have given up that
kind of thing.”

“Because we had to,” sighed Timothy, in
a manner to bring a laugh.

“There’s something in that,” admitted
Randall Putney who, like his brother, had
resumed civilian life. “I know a lot of chaps
who would up-stick-and-away for any place
reasonably adjacent where they could whoop
it up a little without breaking anything.”

“From ,the rumors which reach us in
Paris,” said Somers, “all one can break in
Utopia is good resolutions. We won’t know
much about the place until they start their
advertising propaganda, which may be any
day, now, as a French architect I know told
me they intend to open this coming winter.
He says there have been millions and mil-
lions spent, and that Conte di Romagna, the
celebrated Italian landscape gardener, re-
tained by the management from the begin-
ning, claims that the world has never seen
anything approaching it.”

“Nevertheless,” said Ralph, “it can’t pos-
sibly succeed. Europe is impoverished, and
if Americans wanted that sort of thing they
would have it here at home.”

“They might want it, but not at home,”
Randall suggested. ‘“No American commu-
nity would care to turn itself into a modern

. nobody would go there.

Babylon, but a good many might like to give
the place a look over.’

“That would be about all, I imagine,” sald
Ralph, who began to find the topic distaste-
ful. As one who had given his best efforts
to help make the world a fit place to live
in, it irritated him to think that the close
of the war should see already afoot a great
project to take commercial advantage of
rigidly enforced American propriety by the
gaudy exploitation of vicious amusements
banned within the nation’s boundaries. Vex-
ing as the idea was, however, he did not for
a moment believe that it could possibly be
fraught with success, and reflected that the
inevitable financial loss might teach a salu-
tary lesson.

But the pernicious scheme lingered in the
back of his brain throughout the day with
a perverse insistency, and strolling down to
the shore that evening with Arden he
brought it up of his own accord.

“This Utopia business that Jack Somers
was telling us about at luncheon rather wor-
ries me,” said he. “Of course, the idea is
extravagant and impossible, and can’t pos-
sibly affect us Americans as a nation, but
Haiti is not very far away, and it would
be unquestionably demoralizing to have such
a ‘modern Babylon,” as Randall called it,
so close to our shores. The worst of it is,
I don’t see what we: could possibly do to
suppress it.”

“But if nobody went there it would soon
go to smash,” said Arden.

“Of course. But I’m not so dead sure that
Having such a
place so near would be rather like the old
days before the war, when a State went dry
and the one next it was wet as sop; a con-
stant source of temptatiop to a certain rich
and idle class of rummies and profligates.
Then it could "always count on a certain
South American clientéle, and that outfit
fairly oozes money.” He struck his stick im-
patiently against a stone. ‘“Sometimes one
gets almost disgusted with humanity. It’s
like this devilish war we’ve just finished. No
sooner you get things tidied up a bit than
some insubordinate scoundrel kicks over the
garbage can. Here we’ve worked so hard to
get this country on a clean, moral régime
when this pestilential old Czech of a Rosen-
thal comes and plants his pleasure palaces
at our side door. Pleasure! Zutt! Can
you imagine any sane-minded human being
getting pleasure out of debauchery?”
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“You knew about it?” asked Arden, in
surprise.

“T’ve known about it for a long while. A
number of us have been trying to work
out some plan to stall it, but we started too
late. The government of Haiti is stable,
such as it is, and there’s been no revolution-
ary or high-handed work which would give
us the excuse to take over the administration
of the island. That old libertine has got
things where he wants them. What infuri-
ates me is that so many supposedly reputable
people have given their support to the
beastly plan, and the most distinguished art-
ists and sculptors and architects and land-
scape gardeners have been at work there
- since the start. After all we’ve been through,
can you imagine any individual with the
least claim to the ideals of humanity we’ve
been fighting for, in fact, of any moral
sense or decency at all, lending their talents
to corrupt society again? To my mind such
a person is worse than a German spreader
of disease microbes whose attack is directed
against the bodies of his national enemies.
These others are working to trap and de-
grade the souls of their own people——"

He went on in this strain for several min-
utes, Arden listening abstractedly at first,
then scarcely heeding what he said in her
contemplation of the beauty of the night. It
was warm and still, with a great yellow moon
melting into the midsummer haze, which
seemed saturated in its nimbus. The tide
was at its ebb, the air softly fragrant with
the mingled odors of kelp and balsam from
the pine grove which partially enveloped
them. Hushed whisperings. came from the
festooned rocks as though the sea were mak-
ing love to them.

It was a night set for love-making and
Arden plastic to its seduction, but here was
Ralph oblivious to his opportunity ruffling
its glamour with his curt, military voice as he

inveighed against the moral menace of a .

tropic island hundreds of miles away. Vic-
tory might have been his in that hour if he
had dropped Haiti and concentrated his fire
on Arden. The girl was in a sanguine mood,
hopeful of great results.frem the promised
visit of the Vicomte de Guys, and vastly
encouraged in regard to Timothy whose men-
tal tone seemed suddenly and miraculously
improved on the receipt of good news from
the big brother he adored. Not even Arden
imagined how the boy had pined for Jerry,
the rough and red.

But Ralph was no opportunist and con-
tinued his stern censure of the Utopia promo-
tion and all concerned with it, which at that
moment did not interest Arden in the least.
If at that moment he urged her to marry
him soon it is probable that she might have
taken a chance on the future welfare of her -
family and fixed the day, in which case
Ralph would have been spared much subse-
quent distress. But the propitious moment
slipped by without so much as the exchange
of a caress, and they walked slowly back to
the house in the virtuous meditation of a
Puritan couple returning from evening
prayer.

CHAPTER 1V.

The Vicomte de Guys arrived the follow-
ing week and Arden found him charming.
He was very soldierly, but with a military
manner entirely unlike Ralph’s, which was
of a sort one could never quite forget. The
long-sustained pressure of war had left no
creases in his character and his handsome,
mobile face was always animated and in con-
versation usually smiling. It was his first
visit to America, and he'showed a keen and
almost boyish curiosity and interest in every-
thing that was shown him.

Timothy formed one of his rare and im-
mediate friendships for De Guys, who recip-
rocated it warmly. He kept the boy laugh-
ing whenever they were together, as Arden
had not heard him laugh since Jerry’s long
previous departure. As for herself, instead
of finding the distinguished French guest the
embarrassing care and responsibility which
she had anticipated, he seemed to have
brought a sort of happy-go-lucky unconven-
tionality into the little household which his
cheerful presence permeated from top to bot-
tom, even invading the pantry where he
taught Arden how to make new and delicious
relishes on the chafing dish.

To the girl’s considerable surprise, the au-
gust Putney family failed utterly either to
impress him with respectful admiration or
suppress the ebullition of his high spirits.
He joked his serious confrére on subjects
which Arden knew Ralph held to be any-
thing but joking matters, and extracted grim
smiles from him, paid Ruth subtle compli-
ments which brought a tinge of color to the
cheeks of the self-contained and intolerant
maiden, and frankly flattered Mrs. Putney,
though so cleverly that only Arden, who was
beginning to understand him, caught the un-
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derlying boyish mischief in his remarks. He
kept her hot and cold throughout their fre-
quent visits; frightened one moment lest they
should take offense and fighting back a
threatened gush of ill-timed levity the next.
At these times she could scarcely believe
that he had ever been the brisk, efficient
officer which she had heard him described.
He impressed her more as an actor; come-
dian or satirist. She was partly amused,
partly piqued at the ease with which he
seemed to be exploiting the smug sedateness
of her friends as though for his and her
secret entertainment. But it must be con-
fessed that this stripped away much of her
inner awe of them.

“You will go a step too far and get your-
self sat upon one of these days, mon colo-
nel,” she warned him, “and I will be in dis-
grace for aiding and abetting you.”

De Guys shrugged. “No fear,” said he
in his broad, academic English, “I will man-
age to slip from under. They take them-
selves too seriously, these worthy Putneys.
And they deceive themselves. They seem
to think that because they have suffered no
reverses from the war, like some of the rest
of us, it must be by some special grace within
themselves, and that they must ’0ld them-
selves accordingly. Monsieur is merely gros
papa and madame bonne bourgeoise, but the
daughter and your brave fiancé are still
curiously undeveloped for persons of their
age and experience.”

“In what way?” Arden asked.

“In character and emotions and their ca-
pacity to extract the joy of living. They are
not happy people. Miss Ruth appears to
look upon life as a grim duty; a sort of per-
petual warfare with the powers of evil. She
would be very discontent in ’eaven where
there is none to fight. But no doubt she
would ‘make the best of it and do there as
she does ’ere.”

“Fight herself?”

“Precisely. I see that you, too, under-
stand. There is a young woman fashioned
in the mold of Isis, who will not give the
slightest freedom to her natural instincts,
partly because she has been taught to” be-
lieve that their indulgence is degrading and
partly, per’aps, because she feels instinc-
tively that once at liberty they might mutiny
against her will. Besides, she is maitresse
femme. She insists on being boss.”

“And how about Ralph?”

“Ah, the brave colonel is quite different,

though the result upon ’im is much the same,
He is a perfectly proportioned individual of
few, simple needs, but these are imperative.
Such well-balanced natures are rare, but they
do exist. They require the fullness of life,
but no overflow. Excess is as ab’orrent to
them as insufficiency. Pleasure, merely as
such is superfluous, and they do not under-
stand it. They are temperamental only
when suffering from the vital need of some
unfilled requirement of their cosmos.”

“That seems to be the sort of American
type the country is trying its best to stand-
ardize,” Arden observed.

“Sapristi! But you have said it!” ex-
claimed De Guys. “Your confrére might be
taken as the model American man—when
his unfilled want is satisfied,” and he shot
a curious glance at her tempting profile,
then struck into a lighter vein.

When Arden reached home she found
Timothy, his big eyes dark with excitement,
holding a fat letter from Jerry. It bore an
unfamiliar stamp—the head of Doctor Ana-
tole Acajou—and glancing at the postmark
she received a shock of surprise.

“Why, he’s in Haiti!” she cried.

“Of course,” Timothy answered, “Utopia.
I guessed long ago that Jerry had a job
there.” i .

Arden stared at him, aghast. “A job
there——" She remembered Ralph’s bit-
ter invective of any who had to do with
the infamous enterprise. ‘“What made you
think that?”

Timothy laughed happily, but his eyes
were glistening. “What he said in his last
letter about having found a good opening
through a chum in the Beaux Arts and our
soon hearing from him in American wa-
ters,” said he. “When I heard Captain
Somers talking about the place that day at
the Putneys’, I knew it would be just the
sort of thing to attract Jerry, and I couldn’t
think jof anything else in American waters
that would, now that the women run them
as well as the land. He’s a sculptor and art
critic and understands architecture and peri-
ods and all that sort of thing, so why
shouldn’t he get in on a thing like that?”
His pale face positively glowed. ‘Just think
of Jerry being so near us——" the tears
welled up in his eyes. “Read it, Arden, and
see what he is doing.”

Arden ripped open the envelope, and the
first thing to catch her eye was a check for
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five hundred dollars, always an excellent
preface to an epistle. She read the letter,
which was a long one, aloud. Passages of
it ran as follows:

“I came out here with several others whose
designs for the Stair Fountains and Terraces
Argenteés and Bartolomeo Pool and other
features were approved by the great Guiseppe
di Romagne, who is directeur en chef of the
grounds. My contribution was for the Nereids’
Grotto, and has been accepted practically as
submitted. I thought it pretty bold, and al-
most lost my nerve about it at the last minute,
but now that I have got here and seen and
gaped at the daring splendor of the place it
seems positively prim and modest in comparison.

“Utterly impossible to give you the faintest
idea of the astonishing combination of grandeur
and intimacy in the beauty of this place, all so
carefully studied and achieved with such mas-
terly art that one can scarcely detect where
man’s creation is welded into nature’s. And
though many parts of it are fairly emblazoned
with lavish artificiality, they are made to merge
with the wild, riotous glory of these tropic sun-
sets and moonlight effects and other gorgeous
natural beauties of this enchanted isle. At
first, the whole thing is almost overpower-
g,
“I have no fear about my job being a per-
manent one as there seems no limit to the pos-
sibilities of the scheme nor the ambition of its
promoters to make it unique in the whole wide
world. This applies not only to its beauty, but
its pleasure pursuits and indulgences for which,
as I understand, there is to be no censorship
whatever except as regards a coarseness or
brutality which would be offensive to any cheer-
ful revelers. But as long as the guests are not
unpleasant about it, they are free to carouse or
gamble or make love or otherwise merrily disport
themselves without hindrance or restraint.
There will be no court of delinquencies in
Utopia; no chaperons but the indulgent moon
and twinkling stars. . . .

“And consider myself mighty lucky, as I am
told that I stand well with Di Romagna and
. Travers, the architect en chef, while Gérard was
my maitre at the Beaux Arts, and regards me
as his protégé, and Simon Dreyfus, the dec-
orator, 1s an old friend. As for old Isidor I—er,
the promoter of the whole blooming show, he
is a prince and treats all of us artists like his
princelings. We are well paid, with everything
found, and cannot really spend a cent, nor will
be able to, as our cards entitle us to requisition
anything we want, and he has told us that we
are not to gamble. . . .

“And when we are running full blast, you and
father and Timothy must come down and pay
me a visit. I can easily arrange for passes and
transportation and accommodation and all that,
as Rosenthal gives us carte blanche for the en-
tertainment of our families. That is the scale
on which the old boy does things. He is going

to invite a thousand guests for our great open-.

ing in January; the world’s leading artistic and
other celebrities. Thereafter the place may get
riotous, but, after all, you don’t have to mix in,
and, as Gérard says, the mere fact of people

knowing that they can do absolutely as they
please may inhibit the desire to behave extrava-
gantly. Life was pretty free at Monte Carlo
and Ostend in the old days, but there was never
anything to offend a.-man or woman of the
world——"

Arden finished the letter and stared at
Timothy. The boy’s face fairly shone with
exultation.

“Hooray!” he cried. “I always said that
Jerry had the ‘spark’ and was bound to ar-
rive. Think of living and having your work
in such a lovely place.”

But Arden was not so jubilant. She was
glad that Jerry had found such congenial
and well-paid employment in recognition of
his talent, and, so far as she personally was
concerned, it did not in the least matter
whether it happened to be embellishing
Utopia or the grounds of the Y. W. C. A.
But she dreaded what Ralph was sure to
say. At the end of the war he had offered
Jerry a good position in the drafting room
of the works, for the maimed wrist did not
prevent his drawing, although unable to sup-
port the weight of a mallet or other heavy
tool. This Jerry had declined, saying that
he could learn to chisel left-handedly in
time.

Arden knew that for her brother to have

refused this offer, later to accept employ-
ment in a scheme which her fiancé abomi-
nated, was bound to damn him everlastingly
in the eyes of the latter, and she expressed
this dread to Timothy, who laughed.
. “Ralph be jiggered!” said he. “Just be-
cause Ralph happens to be a hide-bound
Puritan is no reason why Jerry should be
one, too. Besides, if Ralph is any way con-
sistent he will realize that everybody is not
blessed in being born a Putney. I wish
you’d let me tell him, sister.”

Arden did not answer. She was wonder-
ing if it might be just as well to say noth-
ing of the matter until after Utopia had
opened its gates to the world and visitors
had been duly impressed by its artistic
achievements.  Brilliant success, she re-
flected, was always an excellent shock
breaker, and taken merely as a recognition
of ability in his chosen métier Jerry had
every reason to be proud, and his friends and
family in him, as there must have been
enormous competition for the situation he
had secured.

She was turning this in her mind when
De Guys, who had run up to his room to
change for dinner, came down. He had
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heard a good deal about Utopia in Paris, and
Arden now handed him Jerry’s letter which
he read with lively interest.

“But this is splendid!” said he warmly.
“My heartiest congratulations! Your
brother must have distinguished talent, as
I understand they have engaged the services
of only the best artists. To have had one’s
work approved by Di Romagna is to have
arrived. It is like winning the Grand Prix
de Rome. Greater, perhaps, as it is a busi-
ness proposition with no politics about it.
I am very glad for you.”

Arden felt as if she could have flung her
arms about his neck. There is probably
nothing more grateful to the generous na-
ture than praise bestowed upon a beloved
member of the family who has been strug-
gling courageously against undeserved mis-
fortune. Her impulsive nature saw the mat-
ter immediately in a different light. Yet
some of her doubt still lingered.

“Do you think Utopia is going to be as
dreadful as they say?” she asked.

“Probably not. Things seldom are. But
what difference does it make? Your brother
is not jeune fille.”

“I'm not worrying about Jerry,” Arden
answered, “but I do wish that he could have
made his success in some other undertak-
m .))

“It does all sound a bit wild and lawless
for these virtuous shores,” De Guys ad-
mitted, “but we must wait and see. Per-
haps the license which they promise is mostly
bluff for the sake of advertising the place.
At any rate, if the Americans do not like it
they need not patronize it, and then it will
go broke.”

“Do you think I had better tell the Put-
neys?” Arden asked.

“Of course. And do not tell them apolo-
getically as though it were something to be
ashamed of, but with pride in your brother’s
success. Myself, I think it is an excellent
joke on precisely such people as they.”

CHAPTER V.

Arden decided first to try the news upon
her father. Mr. Arthur O’Connor was an
Irish gentleman of French birth who had
inherited his interest in the velvet mills at
Roubaix and Lille, and at the age of twenty-
seven had gone to America to direct the busi-
ness there. He was at that time in receipt of
a large income which he spent freely, a high

liver prominent in social circles, and during
his second year in the country married the
beautiful Miss Ralston, of Baltimore.

The tragic death of his wife in a hunting-
field accident had nearly broken O’Connor’s
heart, and only his devotion to the children
had kept him from going to pieces. But he
had held himself together by sheer moral
force, withdrawn from social gayeties and
devoted himself entirely to amassing a for-
tune for the little ones he adored with all
the fervor of his warm, Celtic nature.

Then out of a clear sky came the war and
financial ruin which he met with courage.
But on the conclusion of peace he had been
very bitter at what he considered the unwise
and unnecessary continuation of many re-
strictions, especially as regarded national
prohibition, no longer an economic neces-
sity and from his point of view a bigoted
curtailment of personal liberty.

O’Connor argued that no man could pos-
sibly have been more severely smelted in
the drink-fed furnace than had he, and that
the process had tempered and refined him,
and that if others failed to support the test
and were skimmed off with the slag, they
would have been thrown upon the dump in
any case. He claimed the same value in al-
cohol as a developer of character as the ex-
tremes of heat and cold, earthquake and
tempest, love and passion, poyerty and phys-
ical danger. He believed all of these quanti-
ties to be part of the great scheme and school
of life through conflict with which the soul
achieved its evolution.

On the other hand, he held the same views
as Professor Raikus in regard to the “pleas-
ure value” of many things which the post-
bellum purists condemned. The full dinner
pail with a pint of beer as vehicle for its
contents was, he insisted, the bright spot in
the laboring man’s day, while a dash of
spirits with a squirt of soda was the legiti-
mate sedative of tired nerves. But aside '
from all hygienic and physiological findings,
he protested the abrupt suppression by a
body of male and female legislators of a
form of indulgence which had been legitimate
for ages. He maintained that mere ma-
jority was not enough for such a measure;
that the vote must be unanimous.

“Just because my neighbor chooses to get
drunk-is no reason why I should be deprived
of my bit of cheer,” said he. “Why not for-
bid us to keep dogs because they sometimes
bite, or guns because we gxight shoot some-
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body, or canned goods because they often
contain ptomaines, or to swim or skate or
climb mountains or kiss a foolish woman, or
any of those things which are by way of
bein’ dangerous, and that one can live with-
out if one has to, though ’tis true they are
all getting scarce.with the passing o’ the
pothéen. The bowwows are unsanitary and
shootin’ a cruel and wanton pastime, and we
cannot eat what is in the garden, let alone
cannin’ it, and swimmin’ must be done fully
dressed, and we are gettin’ too fat to skate
and climb, and there are no more foolish
women. The country is goin’ to the dogs.
And yet ye wonder that our young men after
stoppin’ here a bit and scratchin’ their hides
from force o’ habit in the trinches go wan-
derin’ back across the ocean to France with
her sparklin’ eyes and sparklin’ wine. Why
should they not?”

Knowing her father’s views on these sub-
jects, Arden naturally expected him to be
rejoiced at Jerry’s good fortune, but to her
considerable surprise he was not. He ran
the letter rapidly through and handed it back
to her with a contracted brow and smooth-
shaven lips compressed.

“Now what bad divil got the lad mixed up
in such a divil’s scheme as this?”” he snorted
angrily. “I have heard talk of this same
Utopia, and want none of it for me or mine.
’Tis Satan’s own trap for all protestin’ these
rigid laws of ours, and many who do not. I
have been expectin’ some such doin’s, but
did not look to find them on so grand a scale,
nor on our shores. And the worst of the
business is it will succeed. Folk will go
there once if only through curiosity and
again for the unlimited possibilities of
lushin’. Old Isidor is not the man to put
his millions"in a commercial failure.”

“You know this Baron de Rosenthal?”
asked De Guys, in surprise.

“I know him well, and I will not deny
that for all his bein’ a Czechian Jew, he has
his qualities. He is a dozen men baled up
in the body of a big muscular Mephis-
topheles. He has the patience of a China-
man and the imagination of a Pole and the
nimble wit of a New Yorker and the courage
of”—his eyes twinkled at De Guys—“a
poilu. He is a man of big brain and big
ideas, and of scruples, none at all. With
Rosenthal tuggin’ at the halter and pullin’
by the tail the beastly scheme is bound to
get on.”

“But aren’t you glad to know that Ger-
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ald’s work has got such able recognition?”
Arden asked.

“I am not. I would rather it had cen-
sure than know that he was workin’ for the
underminin’ of morality,” O’Connor an-
swered emphatically. “Mind you, now, I
am no puritan like Potter Putney, nor have
I any use for these present laws of ours in
restraint of personal behavior, but I have
even less use for unlimited license. ’Tis
always the one that provokes the other and
keeps us all hoppin’ back and forth over the
fence. Teetotalism in anything is bad, but
’tis less painful and degradin’ to die of the
hump than from riotous livin’—and less
wasteful of the substance for the rest of the
family. This country is full of fine lads suf-
ferin’ from shell shock and post-bellum
apathy that will dig out for this same
Utopia if only to get away from their sym-
pathizin’ friends and relatives. And then
what? All the upliftin’ results of the strug-
gle for humanity gone to naught in a few
wild hours of debauchery.”

“I think it will be more apt to disgust
them,” said De Guys.

O’Connor shook his grizzled, curly head.

“Leave that to Rosenthal. He will take
care there is nothin’ disgustin’ or offensive.
At first, I 'grant you, they may merely look
on in an aloof and detached way. But this
will pass in surroundings such as Jerry de-
scribes. Youth is youth, and must be served,
and if the service is sleepy here at home they
will seek it down there below. And who to
prevent?”

Later when alone Arden reflected that this
unqualified disapproval of her father was,
after all, what she might have been led to ex-
pect, for she knew that underneath his love
of cheer and freedom of personal behavior,
he was of a spiritual nature and a man who
held strong principles of decency, especially
in regard to women. A bon vivant, jolly
good “fellow and the cream of hospitality, he
was also an idealist at heart and shortly be-
fore the war had frowned upon the wave of
exravagant folly which had swept the coun-
try like a hectic fever.

If then, she reasoned, her convivial and
liberal-minded parent so disapproved Jer-
ry’s association with Utopia, what could she
expect from Ralph, an uncompromising utili-
tarian and purist? It was more than prob-
able that his severe displeasure would be di-
rected against Jerry himself for having hired
his services to such an infamous enterprise,
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and she felt if he were to express himself
as he might feel it would be very apt to pro-
duce a rupture between them. Arden was
not only proud of her brother, but she loved
him devotedly and now felt that for the first
time his talents were enjoying recognition.
At any rate, if he chose to work at beautify-
ing Utopia, it was his own affair and she pro-
posed to support his decision. She resolved
to tell Ralph immediately, come what might
of it, and reflected that in the event of a
quarrel she would be spared the unpleasant-
ness of listening to the family criticism.

And here again, owing to the curious
quirks of human nature, or perhaps due to
her fuller understanding of it and Ralph’s,
she met with another surprise. Through no
plan of hers the moment of her giving him
Jerry’s letter was particularly well chosen,
as Ralph had dropped in on his way home
from a meeting of the Boston branch of
the National Purity League, of which Ruth
was a very active member. The topic under
discussion had been the passing of a law
to prohibit mixed bathing at public beach
resorts, which legal restriction Ralph found
entirely superfluous, the censor having al-
ready ordained a costume for both sexes,
which took most of the pleasure from the
pastime. Ralph had affirmed that he saw
no particular objection to fully dressed peo-
ple getting their clothes wet together if they
so desired, at which heresy his sister had
been highly indignant and denounced him
for an apostate. They had nearly quarreled
about it, wherefore Ralph was feeling rather
overfed with prudery.

Arden, knowing nothing of this and
braced for the shock of his offensive, was
therefore considerably astonished when on
reading Jerry’s letter he laid it down and
remarked: ‘“There was never any doubt in
my mind but that Jerry had uncommon abil-
ity. I’'m glad that it has got recognition
from so high an authority as Di Romadgna,
though I wish that it had been applied in
some other quarter. At any rate, it is bound
to make his name known, as-the place is ex-
ploiting its artists and engineers. I saw a
magazine article the other day describing the
viaduct called “The Olympian Way” from
Utopia to Jacmel, and it gave the names and
records of the engineer corps at work down
there. When their prospectus comes out
Jerry is sure to get some very valuable ad-
vertising.”

This semicongratulatory reception of her

news in a quarter from which she had ex-
pected stern criticism and angry protest so
astonished Arden that she was speechless.
The color rose to her face and Ralph mis-
taking this -and her silgnce for resentment
at his faint praise continued more warmly:
“I am really very glad for Jerry’s sake, Ar-
den. He has never got what he deserves.
He was with the first to fight, and in spite
of his disabling wound saw the business
through to the finish. He never looked for
rank or honors and would have got plenty
of both if it hadn’t been for his Irish hot-
headedness. Good for old Jerry.”

Arden could scarcely believe her ears.
Her eyes grew suddenly misty. Once again
golden opportunity lay open to Ralph’s
hand, but because of the ingrained method
of his nature and the lack of that telepathy
which characterizes the impulsive one, he
was unaware of it. This was the more re-
grettable because he had called on Arden
with the fixed intention of urging her to de-
lay their marriage no longer. He might
have achieved his purpose then and there if
he had seen his chance and chosen to act
upon it. But because he had previously
outlined his plan of attack, it no more oc-
curred to his mind to deviate from it than if
he had been conducting a two-kilometer ad-
vance on a ten-kilometer front.

At that moment Arden felt that she adored
him; that she had done him grievous wrong
for which her generous nature desired imme-
diately to atone. His honest praise of Jerry,
his pleasure at his success, even though it
lay through the channels of a personally ab-
horrent enterprise, stirred her to the depths
of her heart. She leaned forward and laid
her hand on his wrist.

“That is sweet of you, dear,” said she
huskily. “I know how you hate the mere
idea of Utopia.”

Ralph nodded. “Yes,” said he with a
touch of impatience in his voice, for his mind
was filled with something else, and he did
not care to have the topic of this pleasure
garden obtrude. “I’d like to turn a few
field batteries at work on the rotten place.
The only good thing I've heard about it is
the fact of its giving Jerry an opening. What
I said the other day about the people en-
gaged in its promotion referred only to the
chiefs. I suppose it’s the métier of artists
like Jerry to beautify where opportunity
offers. An honest artist must live. Besides,
I'm not so sure but what the scheme may
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have certain points in its favor if only to
demonstrate to some of the extreme purists
in this country what a mortally aseptic
atmosphere they’ve got and to let well
enough alone for a while until we see how it
works. But that isn’t what I've come to
talk about——"

He turned the full fire of his steady blue
eyes on Arden, and she, reading the purpose
which lay behind them, instinctively braced
herself for the shock. A moment before she
had been vibrantly receptive to whatever de-
sire he might have wished fo advance, but
the subtle instant had p‘assed with the
changed inflection of his crisp, authoritative
voice. He seemed deliberately to have
shifted their relations from the social to the
official; from the heart to the mind. And
yet, oddly enough, the sudden pallor of his
face showed that he was under strong emo-
tion. He had failed to profit by hers and
was now insisting upon his own.

“T had an interview with your father this
morning,” he said. “He wants me to put
two hundred and fifty thousand in the re-
construction of the works destroyed at Lille
and Roubaix.”

“Well, why not?” Arden answered. “Fa-
ther is putting in everything that he can
raise, and a quarter of a million is not a
great deal for you, is it, Ralph?”

“That is not the point,” he answered. “A

quarter of a million is a great deal of money
to lock up for an indefinite period of time.
One can never tell what may happen in the
financial world. I think that the investment
is safe and one by which my children might
greatly profit, if there was a prospect of my
having any. Otherwise, it would mean prac-
tically my setting aside a fortune for those
of Ruth and Randall, which are equally
visionary at this moment. Your father rea-
sons that the twenty-five or thirty thousand
he might raise by the sale of his Beacon
Street house after paying up the mortgage
might, if so invested, provide for-you and
Timothy in the course of a number of years,
and that meantime you can manage to get
along on what he is able to earn. Jerry can,
of course, take care of himself.”
« “So can I, if it comes fo that,” said Ar-
den. “I took a course in stenography last
winter and could hold a position now, if it
was necessary.”

“There is no reason why it should be nec-
essary,” Ralph declared. “In fact, I can’t
see why you shouldn’t marry me'at once, if

you ever intend to. Timothy is now quite
right in his head and seems to be getting
stronger every day. He seems to be ambi-
tious to write and paint, so I should think
that he and your father could manage very
well here with a capable boy like Francisco
to serve them. You could look in every day
if you liked.”

“Father is at his office all day,” Arden an-
swered, in a dull voice, “and Timothy gets
nervous and depressed when left too long
alone. But I don’t quite see what this has
got to do with your investing a quarter of a -
million in the new factories, Ralph.”

“Well, you see, unless your father can put
in a certain amount he will lose his interest
when the concern is reorganized,” Ralph ex-
plained. “What he might be able to raise
is just about one-tenth of what he is re-
quired to raise in order to retain his hold-
ings in the company.”

Arden’s broad forehead contracted. “But
surely the De Guys would not shut him
out after all that he has done to build up
their American trade!” she exclaimed.

“Business is business, my dear,” said
Ralph, “and the De Guys are not the only
ones. They have all got to find the same
amounts to put the company back on its
former basis. Their war indemnity will not
begin to do this, especially as they made the
mistake of paying two and a half millions
of francs ransom to the Germans, which will
be a dead loss.”

“But father strongly opposed their doing
that,” Arden protested.

“Yes, very true, but it was voted by a
majority of stockholders. As the case now
stands they have either got to meet this as-
sessment or lose all of their valuable con-
nections and good will. ' That is to say, that
those who cannot meet the assessment must
lose. But the proposition is really a very
good one from the viewpoint of a person
wishing to invest for posterity. Here in
America, though, it would not meet with
much favor as we prefer quicker results and
higher returns. In that respect I am afraid
that De Guys is destined to disappointment.
His object in coming was to confer with
your father about placing large or small
blocks of stock in the new company, but
there does not appear to be much chance
of that with so many good things offered
daily right here at home.”

“Then what father practically wanted was
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for you to lend him the money to protect
his former interest?” Arden asked.

“Not precisely that. He offers to me or
my heirs a due amount of that interest for
protecting, or ‘carrying,’ as we say, a cer-
tain proportion of his own. This is a per-
fectly good proposition for one who, as I
have said, is willing to lock up a quarter
of a million dollars for the ultimate benefit
of his children. But in the case of a man
of thirty-four whose needs are simple and
old age amply provided for and who ap-
pears to enjoy no immediate prospect of
having a wife, let alone children, there is no
more object in it than the pleasure to be
found in doing a very expensive friendly
act. There is also a certain element of risk,
as conditions are by no means yet estabiished
in the world of trade.” :

“I see,” Arden murmured.

Ralph glanced sharply at her face, which
was set and rather pale. He had never seen
it wear the same expression, or to be more
accurate, so little. It looked like a very
lovely marble bust set with a pair of liv-
ing gray eyes. He was puzzled and dis-
turbed.

“You understand, don’t you?” he asked,
and even to his own ears his voice seemed to
lack its habitual assurance.

“Perfectly,” Arden answered. “As a
sound and reasonable business man you do
not care to make a large investment with-
out knowing at least approximately what the
chances are of your reaping a fair amount of
profit from it. You are quite right. I ad-
mire your logic. Any sensible person must
and most of them do. You are sane and
thorough and efficient in whatever you at-
tempt. You always have been and the
chances are that you always will be——"

“Arden”—he interrupted—‘‘what are you
driving at?”

“I am paying you compliments. You
ought to be used to them by this time, my
dear Ralph. I see now why you were so
pleased to hear of Jerry’s success. One more
obstacle between us removed. But I am
afraid it really does not matter much, as I
really am not yet for sale.”

Ralph leaned quickly forward and gripped
the arms of his chair. “What do you
mean?”’ he demanded. “I don’t believe you
understand at all.”

“You are not very flattering,” said Ar--

den. “It would take a very stupid person
not to understand Colonel Ralph Putney.

N

thought to say.

You believe that you love me, and whether
you do or not, you must want me very
badly to be willing to lock up indefinitely
a quarter of a million dollars to get me— .
especially with no positive assurance of any
direct heirs ?

‘““Arden, are you crazy?”’

“No. We are none of us crazy,” she re-
torted hotly.: “One does not have to be an
adding and subtracting and multiplying ma-
chine to be quite sane. You come to me
with a perfectly fair business proposition
which, however, I have the honor to decline.
You are quite willing to carry my father
and take a chance on posterity if I consent
to marry you. Otherwise you can’t see any
advantage in the investment aside from, as
you say, making a very expensive present
to a friend. Well, then, let me tell you that
father does not desire any handsome pres-
ents and neither do I. It’s a pity you did not
put it in that way to him. It would have
saved you the trouble of coming here.” She
rose suddenly and stood facing him, her eyes
like talc and her full bosom on which the
war had pinned no medals rising and falling
in a breathless way. “Now, tell me, please;
have I understood, or have I not?”

It is doubtful if Ralph had ever been so
spoken to in his life; certainly not of recent
years when he had invariably been the one
to state and interrogate. And it is equally
certain that he had never so desired Arden
as at that moment. He, too, had risen, and
in the sudden rush of an almost irresistible
impulse to take her in his arms he scarcely
heard her question. It did not matter much,
as he knew that she had spoken the truth
and precisely stated his position though, of
course, he had failed to see it in this cold
and merciless searchlight. Perhaps this was
principally the fault of his having presented
it partly in a fiscal, partly in a military way.
If he had said simply: ‘“Arden, dear, your
father has asked me to back his Roubaix
holdings with a quarter of a million dollars,
and I'm perfectly willing to do it if there’s °
a chance of you and possibly our children
profiting by it some day. What do you
think?” all might have been quite differ-
ent. The question would have appealed to
her heart as a mutual problem and to her
intelligence as a fair one. This was really
what he had thought and what he had
In fact, until she spoke
he thought it was what he had said.

But unfortunately for him Ralph was a.
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tactician without tact, and the direction
of his fire on the repeated “I” had made a
mess of what might have been a victory. He
saw this too late, and, being a masterful man,
was instantly' tempted to try to take by
storm the rich citadel which had rejected
scornfully his calculated terms of surrender,
and which, had it come a little sooner with
the guard withdrawn, would have met with
submission. But he was spared a second
ignominious defeat by Arden’s swift sally.

“You know it’s true,” said she contemptu-
ously. “You, wouldn’t do for love of me
what you are quite willing to do to marry
me. I might have known. You have been
urging me to marry you ever since you came
back from France, but you haven’t said to
me one loving, disinterested word. I’ve been
silly and romantic and expected too much
for too little, like most American girls. How
foolish you would have felt, though, if you’d
advanced this money and then we hadn’t
married, after all.
both of us it happened, as we couldn’t pos-
sibly have been happy very long. Please
consider your engagement to me at an end
and——" '

She caught her hands together, stripped
the great pearl with its two diamond satel-
lites from her finger and placed it in his re-
luctant hand. “Don’t think that I blame
you,” said she, “because I do not. I con-
sider you to be an absolutely blameless per-
son. There is really nothing more to be said,
so please don’t try to explain. Please don’t
try to say anything at all.”

Ralph, white and grim of face, slipped the
ring into his waistcoat pocket. “Very well,”
said he quietly, “I shall not bother you
again. I have the honor to accept your re-
lease.” He bowed, then turned to the door.
A moment later Arden heard the crisp word
“home” as his car moved silently away.

CHAPTER VI.

Nobody was surprised at the broken en-
gagement as it quickly became known that
Gerald O’Connor was employed by the
anathematized Utopia syndicate, and it was
assumed that there had been a disagreement
on this account.

Her father received the news as though he
had expected it. He knew that his daughter
came honestly by her inheritance of pride.
Timothy seemed rather pleased.

“You’re well out of it, sister,” said he.

It’s a lucky thing for .

“Think of having to live up to Ralph all
one’s life, to say nothing of the rest of the
family. Ma Putney would be forever ex-
horting you to be worthy of him and Ruth
dragging you into purity slush and all of
them continually deploring Jerry’s infamy.”

Ralph made no attempt to see her alone
again and shortly returned to France where
the plant was placing some extensive or-
ders. De Guys had also returned, and Ar-
den soon found her life desperately unevent-
ful. She found it difficult to analyze her
own sentiments about the rupture and so
very wisely did net try to do so. The Put-
neys treated her more kindly than ever, al-
most as though they felt themselves in her
debt, but she saw less and less of them as
time wore on. ;

Present troubles occupied most of her
thoughts. She knew that things were not
going well with her father, for, although
he made no complaint, she could see that he
was much harassed, that he had less money
to give her for current expenses. Then, in
the autumn, he appeared to be suddenly in
funds again and insisted that they all re-
plenish_their wardrobes, and took them to
places of amusement a number of times in
succession. But Arden’s close observation
detected the falsity of this apparent wave of
renewed prosperity, and, seeing that his face
lost none of its look of nervous strain and
apprehension, rightly suspected that he had
placed another mortgage on their old home.

Jerry wrote monthly, his letters full of
buoyancy and enthusiasm over the marvels
of Utopia, which was to open the middle of
January in a grand carnival for which the
management was inviting a thousand guests
for the week, these mostly celebrities in the
various arts, though there were also pro-
fessional people, famous financiers, politi-
cians and others. Two or three invitations
each according to their rank had been al-
lotted to the big staff of coworkers, these
to cover transportation to and from Utopia
with a week’s sojourn there, and Jerry to
his great delight had been awarded three
as an especial mark of appreciation of his
efforts. He urged them to accept, and, after
a little deliberation, they decided to do so.

Early in the autumn Rosenthal had
started his official campaign of prospectus,
and the brochures spread broadcast were in
themselves triumphs of art and literature, the
colored illustrations from the hands of the
world’s leading artists, while the descriptive
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text was compiled by a celebrated man of
letters. This presented many of the argu-
ments of early classic sages in support of
such an institution as Utopia, backed by
those of well-known modern writers with a
preface by the famous Russian psychologist
and socialist, Professor Michel Raikus, who,
was to be the guest of honor. These adver-
tisements de luxe, startling, original, mas-
terly, aroused the furore which Rosenthal
had anticipated, though in many households
they were either cast into the flames imme-
diately on perusal or suppressed for private
examination by the master or mistress of the
home. But they produced the desired ef-
fect of arousing intense curiosity and conjec-
ture, especially as they had been proceeded
by special illustrated articles in leading
magazines and newspapers, even to the tech-
nical ones by reason of the engineering
achievements. In addition were the more
popular forms of widespread advertising;
bill board, traffic, electrical and the like. In
all of these ‘the strictest attention to finished
art and absence of vulgarity had been ob-
served. They were attractive and enticing;
they impressed the eye as less advertising
than decorative. They became the talk of
a thousand cities, their witty epigrams the
pilfered catchwords of theater and music
hall.

Comedies parodied the Utopian idea; min-
isters of the gospel denounced it from the
pulpit; greedy politicians studied ways and
means for blackmail; what now represented
the gay set proposed making up parties to
visit it. Those in receipt of the opening
invitations were the envy of their circles.
Everybody was possessed of an opinion for
or against the idea of such a place. Many
placed their taboo upon it even as a fit topic
for discussion because of its flagrant insult
to morality and the national uplift resulting
from the war. Among these were the Put-
neys, particularly Ruth, who almost wel-
comed with feral satisfaction this raising
of another hydra head.

Just as in killing wolves or tigers or lions
or other man-destroying factors, some peo-
ple content themselves with exterminating
the menace where encountered, while others
are ever ready to put themselves to any
amount of personal danger and inconveni-
ence to wage war against the human peril.
Ruth was a huntress of the latter sort in
regard to vice, especially when paraded in
purple and fine linen. The idea of sumptu-

ous vice roaming about with flagrant im-
punity excited her with the same restless-
ness that a big-game hunter might have felt
on learning that a band of lions had taken
undisputed possession of a community.
Worse than that, the evil was on the very
shores of a country which she and so many
of her ilk had been at such pains to purify.

On receiving the daring prospectus of
Utopia—for copies had been sent to all
families socially prominent—Ruth spent half
of a sleepless night in studying its contents
from cover to cover. Many of its features
did not affect her particularly, such as the
gambling facilities, which had brought down
such an avalanche of condemnation. If peo-
ple were foolish enough to risk their money
on games of chance where they knew the
odds, however slight, to be against them in
the long run, that was their own folly. The
cafés and dancing pavilions and theaters and
concerts and other promised amusements left
her also comparatively unmoved. Europe
had revived all of these since the war and
appeared to be able to keep her population in
order. B

But that which agitated Ruth was the
seductive beauty of the place as portrayed
in the ornate prospectus and the covert as-
surance that within its domain there would
exist no restraint on personal caprice or the
social relations of its guests. The word
“social” was apparently intended to be read
as one chose, and Ruth saw fit to read it
in its broadest sense. Here, in other words,
was to be sort of a Mohammedan heaven
where the moral law was negative and where
men and women were perfectly free to con-
duct themselves as they desired with no lim-
iting restrictions of convention or propriety.
They might return to paganism as nymphs
and fauns on the slopes of Mount Hymettus,
or indulge in the orgies of Lucullus or Messa-
line.

Her breath came quickly and her face
flamed at the bare thought of such possi-
bilities and the contemplation of their
demoralizing mise en scéne. Of course, there
would be no lack of wild spirits to profit
by such license and no telling how many
others well-ordered under firm restraint
might succumb to its temptation. Her im-
agination, vivid in such matters, pictured
scenes which set her heart aflame. And the
infuriating reflection that there was no way
of suppressing it all drove her nearly to dis-
traction. Ralph had said that so long as



UTOPIA 93

life and property and other personal rights
were respected according to the reconstruc-
tion of international law, there seemed no
way of imposing moral restrictions on a free
republic whether it be large or small, black
or white, Christian or pagan. The very es-
sence and text of the great Peace Proclama-
tion of the World protected it.

Checked by this impassable barrier, Ruth
was tempted to let her imagination dwell
on a reverie of what it might be like. Most
of us indulge ourselves sometimes in fantasy
of an Elysian land where all is sunshine and
flowers and music and beauty, freedom from
care and all restraint, with laughter and
song and voluptuous delights, and most of us
recognize this frankly as idle self-indul-
gence, unless we are poets or painters or
dramatists or Rosenthals who do so with a
definite and profitable purpose. But such
exercises were so foreign to Ruth’s strictly
censored nature that she fell all uncon-
sciously into the trap.

A monk or a nun trained to mental as well
as physical orthodoxy would have recognized
the pitfall and recoiled with a startled “Get
thee behind me, Satan!” and a patter of
ritual and sign of the cross. But Ruth was
anything but orthodox; possibly hyper-
orthodox in that she objected seriously to
many scriptural passages delivered @ ex
cathedra and would have advocated the dele-
tion of certain verses of holy writ, especially
those recording the misconduct of Ammon,
the poetic license in the Song of Solomon,
and the unfortunate lapse of Noah during the
tedium of a sea voyage. So that now, while
she recognized Rosenthal’s prospectus as be-
longing to what Southey would have classi-
fied in his “Satanic School,” and which, in-
deed, contained quotations from Byron,
Moore, Shelley, Bulwer, Paul de Kock in
support of his plea for the need of a pleas-
ure garden, where everything is subordinate
to joy, it would never have occurred to her
that its perusal could react upon herself ex-
cept in righteous wrath and protest.

But Ruth’s temperament contained other
qualities than those of the reformer. She
was, in fact, as complex as the old-fashioned
“shot-gun” prescription with its active prin-
ciples, their correctives and vehicle. These
active principles of hers were very potent
ones; so potent, in fact, that she had come
early to distrust them and had so neutralized
their reactions by the correctives that the
result upon her functions had been theirs

rather than of the principles themselves.
And the poor vehicle, her strong and splen-
did body, had suffered from the process and
at times protested violently at this burden on
its economy, demanding that nature be left
to take its course.

This was one of those moments. Ruth
had always been an unconsciqus hedonist,
irresistibly attracted to beauty whether in
art or nature, and in the pamphlet on her
knee both were unquestionably embodied.
Her eyes returned again and again to the
full-page colored photogravure of the O’Con-
nor Nereids’ Grotto, Jerry’s creation. She
could easily imagine how entrancing it must
be, giving directly on. the lake and sunk into
the precipitous rocky wall of the jungle-cov-
ered mountain. Ferns and orchids sprang
from the crevices above; lianas interlaced in
drooping garlands of swaying green mois-
tened by the dissolving spray from a tiny
rill which leaped from the overhanging brim,
forming often—as the description read—a
solar or lunar rainbow.

She examined a closer view of the sculp-
tured figures, Nereids and Tritons in aban-
doned gambols, a daring frolic of reckless
figures. Jerry might at least have tempered
this wild group, she thought, while yet ad-
mitting that its composition was superb. To
think that big, rough Jerry should have con-
ceived and fashioned such a thing, going at
it still jaded from the horrors and hardship
of war. What lawless fancies could the mind
of such a man contain? What unhallowed
fancies must be rife there? What the im-
pulses of an imagination which knew no
leash?

And this was but a minor detail of Uto-
pia’s redundant glamours. How could na-
tures loosely held expect to resist their in-
folding demoralization? = Where sensuous
nature ceased, sensual art took up the moral
anarchy. Ruth could imagine the bowered
arcades filtering the moonlight, swimming
in the perfume of jasmine and stephanotis
with soul-enticing music eddying from some
invisible source. And all in the velvet soft-
ness of the tropic air. No superheated
cabarets with their poisonous fumes and
exhalations; no hectic, heavy congestion
charged with evil impulses and close contact
of disgusting revelers. Space, freedom, soli-
tude a deux, with hidden nooks where the
pulsing darkness was like a shroud for the
soul——

Could that experienced feminist De Guys
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have seen Ruth as she gave free rein to
these imaginings, it would more than have
confirmed his diagnosis of her hidden per-
sonality. If Jerry could have seen her he
would have laughed and said: “I knew it all
the time.” Arden, that natural and impetu-
ous girl, would have been shocked and asked
if she were ill, suggesting a -cold compress
for the head and telephoning for a doctor.
Perhaps for the hour she was ill, just as a
child is feverish when teething. Latent
impulses were struggling for recognition.
The pleasure instincts suppressed not only
in herself but in her ancestors were storm-
ing at their prison walls. They were pris-
oners of war and the war was over, and they
wanted to get out and dance and sing. This
little glimpse of liberty was maddening.

Ruth rose suddenly and glanced at her-
self in the mirror, a practice she indulged
only for convenience of the toilet. The re-
flection startled her. She realized for the
first time and with a shock of surprise that
she was really a very pretty woman. She
wondered why she had never looked like that
before, then remembered with a gush of
anger that she had indeed been struck by
the same phenomenon when Jerry had
grabbed her in his arms and kissed her the
night before he sailed for France. But that
“was long ago, when she was a mere slip of a
girl, and now she was a ripened woman of
twenty-five.  Very much ripened, she
thought, as she examined with a sort of re-
sentful interest her flushed face and full,
rounded figure.

“You look like one of those shameless
water huzzies of Jerry’s,” she said indig-
nantly to herself and with more truth than
she would have cared to believe. There was
indeed a striking similarity between their
faces at that moment. This was not alto-
gether singular, as Ruth was of the phys-
ical type which the artist had always most
admired. He had, in fact, once aroused
her furious rage by telling her that in every-
thing but principles she was the perfect fe-
male of his kind. The fight in her had an
irresistible attraction for him, as did also
her combative face with its defiant eyes,
straight and rather low-bridged nose, with
its_rebellious tip, and her strong, wide mouth
and everted upper lip.

“You look like a Hungarian peasant girl
taken in a slave raid and waiting to smash
in the skull of your new lord and master,” he
had teased her on another occasion.

It suddenly occurred to her with a hot
flush of anger that he might, indeed, have
had her features in the back of his mind
when he had molded his abandoned water
nymphs. There was unquestionably the
same rather unusual width between the eyes,
full outwardly everted lips and full, round
neck. The idea once seized, obsessed her,
and she wondered if Jerry, who had never
written ever still gave her more than a pass-
ing thought. Not that it mattered, in the
least, as the impossibility of there ever be-
ing anything between herself and a man
who had been her girlhood’s pet abomination
was now cemented by his having lent his
genius to this most abominable of schemes
for the ensnaring of souls.

And yet she wondered if she had always
hated him as much as she thought; if, per-
haps, her hatred of what he seemed to repre-
sent had not tricked her into believing that
it applied to the man himself. She had
loathed his rough animal spirits and mock-
ing contempt for ideals to her most sacred.
His virile masculinity had been not only of-
fensive but shocking to her, but she was
forced to admit that she had never known
him to do a brutal thing and that children
and animals had seemed to adore him. His
invalid brother Timothy worshiped the

“ground he walked on and had nearly died

after his departure.

For the first time Ruth began to wonder
if Jerry was actually as bad as she had
always believed him. Surely there must be
saving graces in a man who without waiting
for his country’s sanction had plunged into
the struggle for humanity and after a par-
tially disabling wound had served on un-
der his own flag and the emblem she wore
pinned upon her own devoted bosom—the
Red Cross. He had given of his best and
asked for nothing in return. Ralph, cov-
ered with honors, had admitted that there
were many like Jerry who for actual fight-
ing and personal danger deserved them far
more than he. She could shut her eyes and
visualize the terror of the enemy at sight of
Jerry’s flaming shock head, grim jaw, and
dripping bayonet bearing down upon them.

And now he had produced this paragon of
beauty from underneath that same red
thatch. Pagan, riotous, licentious beauty,
but beauty none the less. The creation as
a whole was beautiful and the individual
nymphs were beautiful, even if they did
look profanely like herself. Surely he never



UTOPIA 25

could have combined such creatures and
Ruth Putney in the same thought, and,
therefore, it must be that her image was
still lurking somewhere in the back of his
brain. The idea was intensely disturbing.
She almost wished that she might meet him
and ask bluntly why he had borrowed her
physical traits for his unpardonable master-
piece.

Well, it was a flighty family she reflected.
Mr. O’Connor was said never to have been
quite normal since the loss of his wife; Ar-
den must be lacking somewhere to have
broken with such a man as Ralph; Timothy
was unquestionably queer, looking into his
crystal globe—for the boy liked to dabble
with the occult—and at times delivering him-
self of strange and startling remarks. He
had upset her shockingly at times by ap-
parently reading her inner thoughts,
though interpreting them perversely. Ruth
scarcely knew whether he attracted or re-
pelled her, but had decided he did both.
There was something of Jerry about him, of
Jerry’s spiritual side, and a good deal of
Jerry’s disconcerting candor. Could she
have guessed how soon she was to become
the victim of the latter she would have been
even more nerve shaken than her restless
night had left her.

CHAPTER VII.

Arden had not the slightest difficulty in
persuading her father to accept their invita-
tions for the opening week of Utopia, O’Con-
nor’s clannish sentiments being far stronger
than his general disapproval of the scheme.
He was also secretly proud of his son’s suc-
cess though inclined to deprecate it, but he
would have been ready to fight anybody else
who did so.

“Jerry is in the business to the ears of
him so we must stand by him, and not half-

heartedly,” said he. ‘“He has made good in -

his line, and with the very cream of his fel-
low craftsmen. I see by the papers that a
great many very celebrated people have ac-
cepted, and we will be in distinguished com-
pany. ’Twill do us good. We have been
too serious of late, and the balmy breezes
of the tropics may clear away my poor man’s
gout.”

He had been uncommonly cheerful of
Jate, and Arden had ascribed this to his hav-
ing been promised a managerial position in
the new French company. This would not
begin to pay a salary until the looms were

in operation and importations beginning to
arrive, but it assured the future, and the
mortgage on the Beacon Street property was
quite sufficient to tide the little family over
the next three or four years.

The Putneys were among the first to learn
of their intention to accept the invitations
for the opening of Utopia and received the
news in stern disapprobation. Father Put-
ney said that he would not have believed
it of Arthur O’Connor who, although he had
always liked his dram, was a man of high
moral principle. Mother Putney expressed
fervent thanks at Ralph’s escape from form-
ing an alliance which would have brought
discredit on the family. Ruth said noth-
ing, but her blue eyes shone hard with a
militant gleam. Randall invited and re-
ceived reproof by wishing that he had been
invited, too. Ralph was still in Europe, so
his mother wrote immediately to tell him of
the O’Connor fall from grace.

Arden was writing to Jerry one afternoon
when Ruth was announced. Timothy was
reading in an alcove off the room, but after
greeting Ruth went out. Arden had guessed
the purport of the visit on hearing Rith’s
voice in the vestibule, and the first glance
at her visitor confirmed it. Ruth had re-
cently been more than usually gracious, call-
ing frequently to take her shopping or to
see some mutual friend, but had always
avoided any mention of Jerry.

But now there was no mistaking the ex-
pression of Ruth’s war face, nor did she
hesitate to come directly to the point. Ruth
had always been direct and no waster of her
few, well-chosen words.

“Arden,” she demanded, ‘“are you three
really going to the opening of this wicked
Utopia?” :

“Yes,” Arden answered, “but we don’t
know yet that it’s so wicked; do we?”

“That is its candid declaration of pur-
pose,” Ruth retorted. “The prospectus
states plainly enough that no restraint is to
be placed upon its guests’ pursuit of pleas-
ure.”

“But the guests might not need it,” Arden
observed. “They might not be wicked
themselves—at least, but very few of them
—and they would probably be wicked any-
where. 1 see from the list of those accept-
ing, that there are two English and two
American bishops and Rabbi Miskoloz and
Father Ignatius and a lot other distinguished
people whose reputations are very good.”
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Ruth frowned. ‘“They are going for a
definite purpose, of course,” said she. “They
have got to see the place in order to conduct
a campaign against its evils.”

“Then it’s not very nice of them to go as
invited guests,” Arden retorted. “I should
think that a very disgraceful way to return
hospitality. It would be much more decent
to pay their way.”

Not finding any answer to this argument,
Ruth ignored it. “All the same, Arden,”
said she, “you must admit that the whole
idea of Utopia is degrading and dangerous.”

“It might be for some people, but not for
father and Timothy and me. If one is go-
ing to change their morals with their sur-
roundings, any place but home might be dan-
gerous.”

“But other places do not offer the same
temptations,” Ruth urged. “The prime mo-
tive of Utopia is to promote vicious pleas-
ures and it provides a demoralizing setting
for them. It is no use to argue that to
the pure all things are pure. They are not.
We are all human and have our human
frailties.”

“Mine are not the Utopian kind you
mean,” Arden answered composedly. “If I
were going to sin it would be in some place
so stupid and dull that there was nothing
‘else to do.”

“Oh, dear, you are 1mpossxb1e Arden,”
Ruth protested “According to that line of
reasoning you might claim that there was
more wickedness in Boston than in Paris.”

“There probably is,” said Arden “but it’s
bottled up.”

“How can you say such a thing?” cried
Ruth indignantly. “Our country has never
been so clean in all its history, and now here
comes this horrible Utopian thing.”

“Perhaps that may help to keep it so,”
Arden suggested. “It is the same idea as
Ralph’s stepping outdoors to smoke.”

Ruth’s temper began to slip its cogs. She
was not particularly quick-witted in argu-
ment and had seldom need to be, her audi-
ences being invariably of the same pro-
fessed conviction. It was, therefore, in-
tensely irritating to be checked at every
turn by a girl whom she had never given
credit for a fraction of her own intellectu-
ality.

“You are merely quoting that horridly
clever prospectus, dear,” she sighed. ' “I’ll
admit that it reads most convincingly in
spots.”

“I didn’t get a chance to read it,” Arden
answered regretfully. ‘“Father carried it off
with him and somebody stole it. I wish
you would lend me yours, Ruth.”

“Father seems to have lost ours, too,”
Ruth admitted. “Nobody appears to have
one. Most of our friends burned theirs, but
that seems rather a stupid thing to do un-
less we can burn Utopia after it. I wish we
could.”

“Why not run down to Haiti and try?”
asked a voice in the doorway, and Ruth
looked up slightly startled to see Timothy
standing there. ‘“May I be admitted to the
council?” he asked.

Ruth would much have preferred his ab-
sence, as she wished to talk about Jerry’s
association with her new béte noire and
knew that this was a dangerous topic with
Timothy. Besides, the boy had a curiously
exciting effect upon her nerves, and when
talking with him she could never be sure
how much she had actually said and how
much merely thought. But her errand was
one which concerned the family, while her
pride and pugnacity would not allow her
to admit the fear of facing another com-
batant, so she said rather sharply:

“Yes, come in by all means. I called to
urge Arden not to go to Utopia, and we
were arguing about its menace.”

Timothy draped himself over an arm-
chair. “I suppose about a million people
in America are arguing about the same
thing,” he murmured, “and every person so

engaged is boosting its propaganda. That’s
what Rosenthal counted on.”
Ruth looked rather startled. “But I'm

censuring it,” she protested. :

Timothy nodded. “Quite so,” said he,
“If all of you people opposed had any sense,
you would ignore it.”

“But you can’t ignore it any more than
you can ignore cholera and smallpox,” Ruth
protested.

“Then keep quiet about it while you do
your research work for the antidote, instead
of chattering about it and sending a gang
of people down there out of curiosity. If
we had a pest house off our shores, or a
Molokai, you wouldn’t want to help exploit
it, would you?”

Ruth stared at him, astonished. “But you
speak as if you felt about it as I do, Tim,”
said she.

“So I do, so far as its being a menace to
our moral equilibrium is concerned. Their
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literature is just a tissue of sophistries and
meretricious philosophy. The classic stuff
is poison gas. You can argue yourself nutty
on the abstract values of good and bad and
award the palm to the more able chin musi-
cian who, in nine cases out of ten, won’t
believe what he proves. But the fact will
still remain that good is good and bad is
bad and every normal-minded person will
always know the difference. There’s no good
at all in this Utopia scheme. It’s bound to
debauch a lot of people and ruin others and
make people in this country more discon-
tented than they are already, which is saying
a lot. And it’s all the fault of you reform-
ing extremists.”

“Our fault!” gasped Ruth, unconsciously
acknowledging the impeachment.

“Of course. Such a proposition would not
have been promotable if you hadn’t gone and
screwed down the lid so tight on every form

of fun that not a bubble of froth could pos-

sibly leak out. The only possible means of
saving the country from Utopia now would
be suddenly to loosen up again and license
everything suppressed since the beginning of
the war. But you can’t do it. The nuts
are locked, and by the time you managed it
Utopia would be running with the dampers
as wide open as the Prussian department of
the German hell. This big, costly propa-
ganda will be the first and last that they
will ever put out. Hereafter they will be
overadvertised by their loving friends and
clients. T’ll bet they’ve been working dou-
ble shifts to get going before anybody here
waked up to the necessity of prophylaxis.
-And we’re as ripe for infection as sterilized
guinea pigs raised in a Pettenkofer’s cham-
ber, or an arctic expedition coming out of
germ-free polar atmosphere into an epidemic
of influenza.”

Ruth sprang to her feet with a white face.
* It was not only what the boy said which
shocked her but his way of saying it. His
brother Jerry might have been speaking.
Timothy’s voice, habitually low and modu-
lated, had taken the base timbre of Jerry’s
and his brusque figures of speech were the
same. For the moment he actually looked
like his brother, although the features of the
two were about as different as it is possible
to imagine. It was like an obsession.

And the conviction of his argument struck
home to Ruth with shocking force. Instead
of opposing her views, he appeared to have
grabbed them by the scruff of the neck and

rushed them far beyond the limits of their
proposed advance.

“Oh, Timothy!” cried Ruth, “do you
really believe it’s as bad as that?”

“Worse,” said Timothy sententiously.
“It’s a worse menace than that of the war
when it first broke loose. It’s worse than
when you women took charge. It’s even
worse than when you locked up all the toys
and jam and forgot where you put the key.
You've done it now, Ruth. I hope you’ll
like the result.”

The telephone bell rang at this moment,
and Arden went to hold a lengthy wire con-
sultation with her dressmaker. Timothy
jerked his large head in the direction of the
pantry whither she had disappeared.

“There’s the start,” said he, “new gowns
for Utopia. Filmy, fuzzy, transparent tropic
things, iridescent and diaphanous like a
great moth. Jerry sent her a check and
told her to spread herself; said that if her
throat and arms and ankles and things had
grown as true to form as when he saw her
last, she needn’t be afraid to parade ’em.
And dad and I are rigging ourselves out
without reference to taste or expense. Pon-
gee silk and heliotrope undergarments in
case of accident 2

“Tim!” Ruth cried, in a strangled voice.
“Stop it! How can you let' Arden go to
that terrible place feeling as you do about
e

“The place be damned—as, no doubt, it
will be,” Timothy answered. ‘“We don’t care
a Prussian paper mark for the place, barring
only Jerry’s corner of it. We’re not going
to see Utopia. We'’re going to see Jerry.
Don’t you wish you were coming, too,
Ruthie?”

The color blazed into her face. “No, I
don’t. And I don’t see how your father can
think of letting Arden go there.”

“Oh, I guess the three of us will be able to
keep her in order, though, of course, you
can’t tell how soon a person may spoil after
being kept in cold storage for so long. It
wouldn’t do for you, though. You'd be
drunk in no time, Ruth. Even the prospec-
tus gave you a bad night.”

“How do you——"" she began. ‘“What
makes you think that?”’ she demanded hotly.

Timothy smiled maliciously and passed
his hand across his brow with mock affec-
tation. “I seem to see you poring over that
pamphlet with feverish unrest,” said he.
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“Every noble instinct of your rich nature
aroused—and some others.”

“What others?”

“QOh, insurgent ones. The kind that most
of us treat with a little humanity. We don’t
all bat them with the butt of an oar every
time they rise to blow. What did you think
of Jerry’s group?”’

“I thought that it was shameless—inde-
cent!”

Timothy nodded. “So did I. It certainly
wasn’t quite decent of him to use his mental
notes of you as a model, or, at least, it
would not have been if he had realized it,
which, of course, he did not.”

“So you noticed the resemblance, too.”

“The face—yes.”

“Hush, you horrid—but why should he
have used my face at all? What possible as-
sociation could my face have with those—
those—"

“QOther sirens?” Timothy leaned back in

“the big chair and brought the tips of his
slender fingers together, surveying her with
his head at a critical slant. “Well, I should
say that he has probably never seen any
other which pleased him as much. It is apt
to be that way with an artist unless he is
very careful. But if Jerry had guessed what
he was about, he would sooner have smashed
his other wrist than slap it on those nereids.
Let us hope that he may never discover it,
as he would be quite capable of taking his
mallet and doing them a damage.”

“Why?”

“Because he is in love with you, and Jerry
is anything but the man to share the face
of the woman he loves with others, espe-
cially such others as are apt to admire his
group——-”

“That will do, Tim,” said Ruth quietly.
“I am sorry that I have excited you.”

“On the contrary, you have refreshed me.
I was feeling very stale when you came in.
What I have just said is quite true. Jerry
has never been in love with any woman but
you. I knew it when he went away, and it
did a lot to reconcile me for his going.”

“What do you mean?” Ruth demanded, in
spite of her determination to end the conver-
sation.

“Just that. I was jealous of Jerry and
did not want him to marry you or any other
girl. But now I am not sure but what it
might be a good thing. You will have more
sense in another year, when Utopia is run-
ning full bore, and you and your colleagues

appreciate the mess you have made of things.
Like all beginning women drivers, when you
want to turn to the right you jerk the horse
into the ditch and dump the apple cart.” He
stared abstractedly at the globe of the elec-
tric lamp. “You will make another frenzied
effort at reform—and then go to Jerry—
probably in Utopia.”

Ruth turned away. Her face was quite
pale and her eyes cold with anger But she
managed to say gently:

“I see I have tired you, Tim, lel Arden
never finish with that phone? T ought to be
going.”

“I'll go, myself,” said Timothy. He rose
and walked to the door where he turned and
looked at her. Ruth could not seem to re-
sist the magnetism of his lustrous eyes. They
drew her own and held them.

“Well?” she asked, forcing the light, in-
different tone one might use to a child or
capricious invalid.

“You will be in Utopia six months from
now,” said Timothy, and disappeared.

CHAPTER VIII.

The eve of departure arrived in cold, clear
January weather, and found the O’Connors
in a high state of excitement. The whole
country was, in fact, excited, and the press
at the railroad station whence the Utopian
specials were to depart required strong cor-
dons of police to enable the invited guests
to depart.

This crowd had not assembled through
idle curiosity. It was too cold for that.
The people had come to see and cheer cer-
tain illustrious personalities who had chosen
to accept Rosenthal’s invitation and examine
at first hand his costly experiment in eude-
monics. Among these were a French gen-
eral whose brilliant strategy had disproved
expert statements that strategy would not
win the war; a Russian soldier, statesman
and patriot who had redeemed his country
from chaos; a British ex-premier who had
drafted the proclamation of the world’s
peace, and many Americans of both sexes
world-famous not only in war achievements,
but the vast work of political and commercial
and social reconstruction,

Rosenthal had announced in a series of in-
terviews that his guests were to consider
themselves free to criticise or censure as they
might see fit; that their entertainment had no
motive of advertisement or propitiation, and
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that the management of Utopia stood ready
to modify its direction if convinced of error.
There was no doubt deep guile in these
petards charged with a mixture of confetti
and asphyxiating gas, but they met with a
certain favor and gave to his grand opening
“the savor of a sociological synod. There
were to be addresses by Professor Raikus
and Di Romagna, and Doctor Acajou was to
deliver a salutatory poem. No money was
to be in circulation during this party. The
guests might as well leave purse and check
book at home. The Temple of Fortune was
not to be in business operation. It was no
part of Rosenthal’s scheme that any of his
guests should be financially depleted by their
sojourn. All was carte blanche.

Another feature was to demonstrate the
ease of access to Utopia. “Facilus est de-
census Averni” as a jovial lord bishop ob-
served on arrival. Part of the day and a
night on the fast, luxurious trains to Palm
Beach where the big aircraft were waiting,
then a marvelous five or six-hour flight—
or half of that in a swift machine—over
bank and shoal and waters, topaz or indigo,
following the sweep of the Bahamas. No
seasickness in this enthralling voyage and a
minimum of danger, for the war had seen the
near perfection of aircraft and in case of
necessity one could plane down and make an
easy landing on the beach of almost any
island. Thirty hours from the crippling cold
of New York to the ambrosial climate of
Utopia.

The gayety of the unprecedented outing
began in the railroad station itself. What-
ever the findings of their mission might be,
Utopia’s guests seemed unanimous in their
determination to have a good time while it
lasted. Practically all were brilliant folk,
who were acquainted either personally or by
reputation, and nobody hesitated to plunge
into cheery conversation with his neighbor,
often presently to discover him or her to
be one of the world’s bright mentalities.
There were scores of young and beautiful
women, some shining by virtue of their own
lights, others in the reflected ones of hus-
bands or fathers, for it had been obvious
that, whatever might develop later, there was
nothing to be feared in such a gathering as
this.

Arden recognized many celebrities from
their published portraits. To infuse his

party with sparkling color and effervescence, .

Rosenthal had issued invitations broadcast
to stars of the dramatic world; singers,
dancers, actresses, musicians, and artists of
various kinds, many of whom he had en-
gaged professionally. The place was like a
hive of multicolored bees even to its fair
sprinkling of drones, rich idlers of the upper

social world who, whatever their war-time -

activities, had now returned to the pursuit
of pleasure; yachtsmen of the air who in
their beautiful fabrics would think nothing
of a flight from their northern nests directly
to Utopia. Many indeed had already visited
the place to observe its progress and such
had always been given a cordial welcome.

When the train drew out of the station
the buzzing increased. Ordinary sleepers
and drawing-room and observation cars had
been used for the free mingling of the guests,
which became immediately in the nature of
a reception. The spirit of carnival appeared
to have descended already on the party. A
young man with a handsome face of peculiar
pallor and a pair of large, dark eyes leaned
across the aisle and said to Arden:

“Isn’t it jolly. Look down there at his
eminence, the Cardinal Guardabassi, spoof-
ing my picture girls. I'd like to get that on
a film.”

Arden, who had been trying to place his--

“well-known features, looked at him with a
suddenly awakened interest. He read her
thought and smiled. “Yes,” said he, “I'm
Campbell. But you’ll hardly know it from
my pictures, would you?”

“You are thinner,” said Arden, “and more
—more——"’

“More ascetic? Trust a German prison
fortress for that. You see, when the Boche
advance surrounded us while making the
picture some of us tried to fight our way
back. I was bayoneted and taken prisoner.
They were going to shoot me for a framc-
tireur, but when they found out who I was
they took precious good care of me, hoping
to get my colored picture process, or a big
ransom. Well, they got the ransom, a mil-
lion marks indemnity, or fine, or whatever
they chose to call it. The picture paid for
that in no time, my camera man having
got clear with the film. What sort of a
celebrity are yox? I don’t seem to recall
your face, though it’s not one to see and for-
get.” :

“I’'m not a celebrity,” Arden answered.

“Just plain girl.”

“Just girl,” he corrected. ‘“That’s distinc-
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tion enough in this crowd. My own posi-
tion here is partly social, partly professional.
T’ve collared the exclusive picture rights for
the first six months,” He drew down the
corners of his mouth a trifle as though re-
flecting on what this concession had cost
him.

“Then you are going to stay there?” Arden
asked.

“Yes. Tll probably have two or three
separate troupes at work.”

“You've already been there, of course,”
said ‘Arden.

“Twice, but I won’t waste breath trying
to describe it. You need all five senses and
then some more, to get Utopia. My photo-
chrome screen is a mud pie to the real
thing.” His dark, intelligent eyes made a
swift assay of Arden. “You’re not an artist,
then?”

“No, but my brother is.
Nereids’ Grotto.”

“Really? Then let me tell you, Miss
O’Connor, that your big brother is a genius.
For downright beauty and the blending of
art and nature I’'m not sure but. that the
Nereids’ Grotto is the most attractive minor
feature of the place. I’'m going to use it in
my first big picture. I wish that I could
shoot you with it.”

“Shoot me!”’

“Yes. In a society piece all quite fittin’
and proper for the Statés. You've got the
ideal coloring and features for the screen.
My new process would get even that delicate
flush of excitement which you are wearing
at this moment. Then your figure is full
enough to project as slenderly rounded with-
out being thin, and being Jerry O’Connor’s

He did the

sister you cannot help but possess the requi-

site artistic ability.”

“You know Jerry?” Arden asked.

“Of course. We all know Jerry. And I
suppose that Jerry would pitch me in among
his water nymphs when he found out that I
wanted to get his sister on the screen. All
joking aside, though, why not give it a try?”

Arden’s gray eyes brightened for a mo-
ment, then she shook her head. “I have
my father and brother to keep house for,”
said she.

“The two who were with you just now?”
Campbell asked.” Mr.. O’Connor had dis-
covered an old Parisian friend with whom he
and Timothy were chatting in the forward
end of the car.

'
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“Yes. I once suggested trying and father
nearly had a fit.”

“Your brother looks as if he had been ill,
and I notice he limps. Wounded?”

“No. Pyelomyelitis. He is rapidly im-
proving, though. He had it the summer be-
fore the war.”

“Handsome youngster,” Campbell ob-
served. “You must pardon the suggestion,
Miss O’Connor, but I’'m always on the look-
out for a real find. Something tells me that
you would prove one, and perhaps your
brother, too. I don’t often go wrong. Partly
a natural gift, and partly experience. You’ve
got the perfect broadly oval face and big
eyes and straight, tip-tilted nose, all fea-
tures that are improved, if possible, on the
screen which tends to lengthen them. You
appear to have the body too, and I've got an
idea that you are a family of artistic tem-
perament. Well, I’'m sorry. If you ever
change your mind about it, let me know.”
He sighed. “Since the war it’s getting
harder and harder to find the real thing, and
audiences are ten times more critical. Art-
ists seem to be getting standardized, like
everything else in this virtuous country, and
it’s very rarely that the divine fire flames
out. When it does, friends and family usu-
ally manage to extinguish it.”

“Perhaps it may find an outlet in Utopia,”
Arden suggested, little guessing at the pro-
phetic nature of her words.

“Let’s hope that it flames out somewhere.
But I don’t share the prevailing prognosis
of Utopia. No management can give a
place its cacket. That’s in the hands of its
clientele, and people are so cussedly per-
verse. All of us big producers have discov-
ered that. Just because they are told that
it is intended to be a garden of sin and
sunshine they are apt to turn it into a retreat
for rich and elderly paralytics.”

Arden laughed. “You are the first person
I have heard complain of that possibility,”
said she.

“Well, I’'ve made a study of the human
mule. In most big productions you’ve got
to turn him round and tug at his head to
back him up to a thing. Then, health and
beauty are not compatible with sensual ex-
cess. Vice, like disease, requires unwhole-
some surroundings. Bad air and crowds and
noise, not music and sweating servants and
vulgar personal display. I told Rosenthal
so and he got awful glum. ‘Sapristi/’ said
he, ‘you think dey vill make of it a healt’ re-
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sort?” I told him that was what I would
make of it, and that it was all so beautiful
and interesting, and so much fun to be had
merely in being there, that the last thing of
which one felt the need was to get drunk and
misbehave. It would give you too much of a
‘where every prospect pleases and only I am
vile,’ feeling.”

“Perhaps that is because you are an artist,
yourself,” Arden suggested.

“I hope so, for-Rosenthal’s sake. Besides,
I enjoy vicariously the-atmosphere of mis-
behavior. It brings out interesting psycho-
logical studies. But I draw the line at mis-
bebhaving myself. It is too fatiguing and
profitless.”

“I can easily see,” said Arden, much
amused, “that if everybody felt about the
place as you do, it is foredoomed to failure.
Rosenthal would have to engage some people
to come and act viciously for the entertain-
ment of his virtuous guests.”

“Precisely. Just as they used to in the
old days for the slumming parties. And
_ that would be fatal. Thereafter you might
as well get out the wheel chairs and the
hoops and roller skates and velocipedes. I
believe old Rosenthal would dynamite the
place first. And it would certainly be a very
great pity, when he has made such elaborate
accommodation for artistic and hygienic
naughtiness.”

~ “I believe you would be secretly glad,”
said Arden.

“Not for a second. In the first place, it
might cost me a million or two, and in the
second, we would all miss a lot of fun. It
is amusing to see the devil prancing around
in cap and bells and the reformers barking
at him from afar. Besides, I hate the spec-
tacle of a great people being washed spot-
less and ironed flat by its feminine constitu-
ent. It is interfering seriously with my busi-
ness. I have had to suppress barroom and
bathing scenes and midnight orgies from
my American plays because they are no
longer true to American life, but made in
Utopia they might be presented as a great
moral lesson.”

“But there no longer seems to be any
particular need of a great moral lesson,”
Arden objected. ;

“That is just the reason that it might suc-
ceed. People do not wish to be taught
nor reminded of their iniquities. They
would look on avidly and say: ‘See what we
have escaped. Behold what our efforts have

suppressed.” They would go to gloat, and
the gloating would not be entirely over the
triumph of virtue. For your dyed-in-the-
wool reformer vice has a secret and irre-
sistible fascination. They get a vicarious
pleasure from the contact of man-handling
it.”

“What a horrid idea,” said Arden.

“Isn’t it? On the contrary, many of us
enjoy a little dash just to give a relish to
its antithesis. For instance, it would be a
pleasant change for me to go from the pro-
posed Utopia to my baby farm in Switzer-
land.” ?

“Your what?”

“I have founded and maintain a reserva-
tion for two hundred war babies at Lau-
sanne. The motive was not philanthropy,
nor uplift, and it would not disturb my se-
renity if some of the boys grew up to be
expert cracksmen and the girls vampires. It
is a sort of tey, just as other men of superflu-
ous income amuse themselves with racing
stables or fancy stock raising or model dairy
farms. I like to go there and pose as the
philanthropist which I know that I am not.
I rub my hands and beam upon them be-
nevolently and spatter them with toys. I
concentrate as much upon their fun as upon
their hygiene. The nurses are all young,
pretty, and good-natured, and they are hor-
ribly afraid of me. The kiddies are fine. I
won six prizes in last year’s exposition; four
firsts and two seconds at the Geneva Red
Cross show. We have about a dozen entries
for this year. I've got up about ten thou-
sand francs in side bets.”

Arden stared at him in astonishment.
laughed. :

“Sounds funny, doesn’t it,” said he. “But
there is nothing original about it. You
would be surprised to know how many of
us successful entertainers do the same. Old
Rosenthal supports several similar institu-
tions. We were comparing notes one day.
If Utopia succeeds, a lot of wretched people
are going to profit enormously. Theoreti-
cally it is all wrong, I suppose, but there are
the results, and we get personally a lot of fun
out of it. When I get fed up with Utopia
I can go to my baby farm, and when I get
fed up with the baby farm I can fly over to
Utopia.”

The conversation was interrupted by Mr.
O’Connor and Timothy. Arden introduced
her new acquaintance, saying that he knew
Jerry and the talk became general. But

He
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it had already opened new and exciting
vistas of thought for Arden, and that night
as the train sang its road song she was un-
able to sleep. In fact, it seemed to her that

she had been sleeping for the last few years -

and was just beginning to waken. After
all, what singular people the world con-
tained! She knew that her own family was

considered rather unusual by its limited and

conventional circle, but it now impressed her
that they were really most prosaic. The war
had widened the useful activities of Ameri-
can girls and curtailed their extravagances
and sophistication so that the younger ones
whom the government had wisely forbidden
to leave the country had grown up under
many of the conditions of one hundred years
before. No gadding about; few idle and friv-
olous amusements; sqarcely any mingling be-
tween the daughters of rich and socially
prominent families and the jeunesse dorée,
or showy fortune hunters, whether of forelgn
or domestic production. "There had been no
lack of work for them all, whether in the
home or farms or gardens or Red Cross or
government service, and as a result they had
arrived at womanhood very like the daugh-
ters of the post-bellum Revolutionary pe-
riod. Those older ones who had served in
the scenes of war came back sobered and
serious-minded; far more so than the men
to whose masculine natures war was after
all a normal function.

At dinner Arden had Jearned a good deal
about Campbell from her father and Tim-
othy. He was an American of about thirty-
six or thirty-seven, trained by one of the big
pioneer cinematograph producers killed at
the war. He was known to be very rich, sin-
gle productions sometimés netting him large
fortunes during an epoch when the screen
was the principal form of popular amuse-
ment, and he was the inventor of the new
color process which had so greatly enhanced
the charm and actuality of motion pictures.
He was unmarried, something of a social
recluse, and a frankly acknowledged insur-
gent against the new restrictions of personal
liberty. Little was known of his private life,
but, although he had never figured in any
public scandal, he was not a person with
whom a parent would care to have a daugh-
ter form a friendship.

But Arden, like many another girl, had
found him charming and sympathetic and
her instinct rather than what little he had
said to her pronounced him honest, manly,

and kind. His boyish naiveté attracted and
amused her while his direct invitation to try,
her talent under his direction was unques-
tionably a very great compliment, coming
from such a source.

The idea, impossible as it was, stuck in
her head with the insistence Campbell had
intended that it should. He had assayed
Arden immediately as a very uncommon find
and had been frankly truthful in telling her
so. She had precisely the type of beauty he
required, the perfect screen face and figure,
coloring and hair, and he was quick to dis-
cover her potentialities of art and tempera-
ment which he could develop to a degree im-
possible to estimate. He had quietly deter-
mined that she should work for him.

Getting the consent of his prospective raw
material had always been the least of Camp- .
bell’s difficulties. Natural human vanity,
the desire for expression, the, in many cases,
denied or unacknowledged craving for con-
spicuity, to stand out distinctly from the
mass of one’s fellow creatures not only in
action or achievement, as one who is read
and talked about, but whose image is seen
and admired by millions; all of these factors
had worked toward his ends. He seldom, if
ever, failed. He had posed and put through
their paces royalties and rulers, statesmen
and generals, millionaires and philosophers.
He had likewise succeeded with those who
had every reason to seek social oblivion.
There was always some excuse for consent.
Art, patriotic publicity, need of money either
for one’s self or a charitable fund, duty of
some sort.

Yet, oddly enough, he had found women
in Arden’s position the most difficult of all.
It was easter to obtain the consent of a
reigning queen or stately femme du monde
than that of a dutiful and devoted daughter
restrained by the mandate of an obstinate,
uncompromising parent, especially a father.
Campbell had struck such snags before and
knew how tenaciously they were stuck in the
mud of unreason. He feared that he might
have a difficult time with Arden. She was
evidently very well bred and belonged to an
exclusive, strictly conventional social set, ap-
peared modest with no ambition for fame,

“and was, no doubt, entirely submissive to

her father, who impressed the producer as
the managerial béte noire; a paternal set
screw upon whom argument would have
about as much effect as on the pyramid of
Cheops. In such a case there was but one



UTOPIA 33

course open; to carry on over the parental
head. And this is what Campbell decided
he would do.

" One may ask why a man of such profes-
sional puissance should put himself to “so
much trouble with unlimited material to
choose from. The reason is the same as that
to which he owed his extraordinary success.
1t had always been his one fixed principle to
find out precisely what he wanted and then,
rejecting all possible substitutes, to procure
it at any cost. And he had long since learned
that in the end it paid. o

CHAPTER IX.

The barometer favored Rosenthal’s big
party in remaining high and fixed, and the
guests on being landed at the aérodrome
terminus found the Utopian craft ready for
flight. There were five of these, carrying
about two hundred passengers each, and be-
fore she realized it Arden found herself look-
ing down through the colloid flooring at the
topaz water which looked singularly shallow
and transparent at-<hat height.

Then presently the sandy cays and islands
began to flit beneath; the Great and Little
Isaacs, Bemini, Gun Cay, Riding Rocks.
They cut across the Andros group diagonally
to pick up beyond a scattered archipelago
of tiny islets which continued steadily. They
looked like patches of water plants ﬂoatmg
in an aquarium.

Arden had made a number of ﬂlghts with
Ralph in his hydroplane yacht over and
about Massachusetts Bay and vicinity, but
this was different. The avion was bigger
and steady as a planet in the strong draft
of the trade wind. The waters beneath were
bluer and brighter, the sun more mellow and
intense, and the crowd of fellow passengers
gave it a gala atmosphere. Then, instead
of Ralph’s crisp and serious conversation,
she was listening to the amusing chatter of
her new acquaintance, Stephen Campbell.

“Could anything be more conducive to
sobriety and.propriety than this?” he com-
plained. “The first year of the war I had a
two-thousand-meter spill in one of these
things and I have never since made a flight
without a solemn memento mori emotion.”

“How did you get out of it quick and
whole?”” Arden asked.

“The weird luck of the early movies man.
I got out of it quick enough, though not
entirely whole, as I lost a great deal of skin.
JustB before we crashed the perverse ma-
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chine took a side spin and flicked me up on
one of the wings, thus neutralizing my down-
ward momentum and laying me gently on
the broad bosom of Lake Geneva. The pilot
also escaped, though it took an hour to re- °
suscitate him from drowning. Of course,
there is scarcely anybody now who has not
made flights, but all the same, the feeling
remains that on landing at Utopia one ought
to repair to a chapel and offer thanks, which
is not precisely the Utopian idea.”

“Are there any chapels there?”

“Several, but they are not starred as fea-
tures. I imagine they are more for the ex-
igencies of sudden death, from excess or sui-
cide or drowning, or other form of eutha-
nasia. One might also wish to make a votive
offering.”

“What were you before you became a
movies man?” Arden asked. She liked to
hear him talk about himself, which he did
with a sort of frank impersonality.

“After graduating from Yale I had ambi-
tions to become a figure painter. and went
to Paris to study at Julien’s paint school.
But it was no good. My color sense was
highly developed, but I couldn’t draw:
When one of my models ripped up a finished
canvas because I had made her knock-
kneed and splay-footed, I chucked it and
came back to America where I went on the
stage. Another -failure. Couldn’t get my
voice across. Then the movies came along,
and having been a rotten painter and a dumb
actor, I immediately saw my chance. Look
—there’s the Mole St. Nicholas.”

A few moments later they were high above
the mole, then slanting slightly downward,
skimmed over the Gulf of Gonaive and had
the dense, rolling jungle about two thousand
feet beneath them, a billowy carpet of dark,
plushy green with the silver threads of swift
watercourses weaving in and out. Then
quickly came in sight the snowy band of the
Artibonife River and beyond the lake, flash-
ing like the facet of an emerald. And here
below them was Utopia, any irregular cluster
of zenias in soft and exquisite hues; rose and
saffron and amber and amethyst and opal,
for none of the many edifices was of a daz-
zling white, trying to the eye in the tropics.
Rosenthal, or rather Di Romagna, had de-
parted from the purely classic in color as in -
design, and followed the example of Curacao
and other places, tinting all that was artifi-
cial in delicate tones. Even the white shell
roads and alleys were softened of their glare.
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They circled the reservation twice in de-
scending, then came to rest like a great
flamingo, of which was the name and color
of their craft. One preceding them had al-
ready landed in the spacious aérodrome
where there was room for all. Another, the
black and white Pelicana came up as they
were circling, and still a fourth, the yellow
Jacana, was a growing golden speck in the
blue ether.

But the three O’Connors had for the mo-
ment no eyes for aught but a broad-chested,
stalwart figure striding through the throng
with eager eyes and outstretched arms. It
was Jerry; Jerry whom they had not seen
for years, and who at one bitter epoch had
sworn a big soldier-of-fortune oath not to
return home until he could do so as a suc-
cess and a credit to the family.

Free from his Stone-age hug, Arden
stepped back to examine him with loving
solicitude. She found him tremendously
changed from the big, rough boy who had
sailed away. He was still big, but in a dif-
ferent way, leaner, straighter, more trimly
set, and finely cut and finished. And his
face, she found to her astonishment, was ac-
tually handsome of feature and distinguished
of expression.. She had never thought it pos-
sible that Jerry ever could be handsome
with his marked Hibernian facial structures,
flaming hair and freckles. But the freckles
had given way to an old ivory tan, and lean-
ness of cheeks had given shape and chiseling
to his nose which formerly looked short and
broad. A crisp mustache and closely
trimmed Vandyke shortened the long upper
lip and modified and lengthened the square-
ness of his jaw. His red hair was rather
darker, thick, and wavy, and his violet-blue
eyes gleamed with power and intelligence in-
stead of as formerly mischief or pugnacity.

Jerry was, in fact, Arden proudly told her-
self, become as distinguished looking a man
of intensely virile type as she had ever seen.
As for Timothy, the worship in his dark eyes
as his demigod loosed him from his grip was
like that of a child, a mother, or a dog.

Then followed a series of bewildering im-
pressions in which Arden realized the truth
of what Jerry and Campbell said, that any
attempt to describe Utopia was scarcely
worth the trouble. The guests were spared
any official welcome: This was to be ex-
tended throughout their week’s sojourn in
such entertainment as they might care to en-
joy. Rosenthal himself was to speak a few

brief words in the opera that evening, but
there was no individual handshaking except
with such as he had already the honor of
acquaintance. He submerged himself in that
vague term, “management.”-

They stepped into a waiting car and
started on the twenty-mile drive around the
lower or western end of Lake Asshuei, the
executive residences with many of the lead-
ing features being on the other side, almest
opposite where they had landed in the big
avion. Many of the guests were taken
across the five-mile stretch of clear blue
water in the swarm of swift gondola electric
launches which could, if so required, be pro-
pelled in the Venetian way by the huge, grin-
ning and artistically costumed gondoliers,
native Haitians chosen for their magnificent
physique.

“Utopia employs an easy half of the whole
native population,” Jerry told them as the
car moved off, “and the black rascals are
ready to work for next to nothing just to
see the show and wear the costumes. You’d
be amazed to know how comparatively little
this end of the show has cost. This island
is wonderfully rich, and we produce about
everything we consume. So far we've
scarcely more than scratched up the surface
a little and thrown together a few pretty doll
houses.” :

“Like that?’”’ asked his father, pointing to
a wonderful structure some distance away
on the edge of the lake and of which the
colonnades and terraces could be partly seen
under the high foliage of the great trees sur-
rounding it on three sides.

“It looked like a pink lotus from the air,”
said Arden.

Jerry nodded. “That’s where you get
your money changed from more to less, or
the reverse. Sister’s right. The ground plan
is lotus-shaped. If you had come in a cou-
ple of thousand feet higher you would have
seen a general floral scheme to the whole
of Utopia.”

“We noticed that the buildings had floral
designs,” said Timothy; ‘“floral colors, too;
eglantine and narcissus and asters, daffodil
and fleur-de-lis and things.”

“Yes,” said Jerry. ‘“That was Di Ro-
magna’s idea. Utopia is the first peaceful
community built with a view to its beauty
from the sky. It probably occurred to him
through his having been an officer in the
Italian aviation service during the war. He
reasoned that as most of our guests would
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come in avions, the approach must be strik-
ing and beautiful. We've got a lot of sur-
prises up our sleeve. Everything wasn’t
published in the prospectus. It’s been held
back for a fresh attack,” he laughed. “The
conventional school of classic architecture
will go crazy. Saltus argued that as-Utopia
was unlike anything described in history, if
ought to have an architecture of its own, so
he gave it one. Elliot was all for the Hel-
lenic at first, but he finally came around to
Saltus’ way of thinking that in this day and
age the appearance of a place should be con-
sidered as much from the bird’s-eye view as
from the hare’s, though he did insist on a few
purely classic gems such as the Temple
d’Amour in the lake and the baths. From
the air most of the houses have geometric
‘plans; floral or after snow crystals, but you
don’t see this from the ground.”

“What do you all think of it, yourselves;
you artists, I mean?” asked Mr. O’Connor.

“That’s a pretty big question,” Jerry an-
swered.. “We scarcely know what to think.
We gave up arguing about the ethical part
of it long ago, and artistically there’s noth-
ing to compare it to. The best criticism of
our success as to beauty would come from a
child or some simple person having no ortho-
dox ideas. What do you think of it, as much
as you have seen, sis?”

“Am I the child or the simple person?”
Arden asked. “Well, then, I think it is un-
speakably lovely; like the illustrations for a
grown-up fairy story.”

Jerry looked pleased. “That’s just what
we tried to get,” said he. “Commercially, I
don’t see how it can help be a success. It’s
so downright fascinating. It gets in your
blood. The summer climate is bully, too.
We've got altitude enough to keep it cool
and fresh and the trades blow right across
us. Personally, I’d want to spend most of
my life here even if they turned the place
into a blooming hydropathic cure. People
will come here once if only out of curiosity,
and then they’re bound to come again. But
the boss has been having goose-flesh ever
since Alan Campbell talked to him about it
when he was here a couple of months ago.”

“We met Mr. Campbell coming down,”

said Arden. “I like him.”

Jerry raised his eyebrows and shot his sis-
ter a quick, keen glance. “So do most
women,” he said dryly. “Campbell’s all
right and a good fellow, but he’s not pre-
cisely the man for you to cultivate, sis.”

“Why not?”’

“Well, his views are—h’'m—extreme, to
say the least. He out-deviled old Rosen-
thal. Positively shocked the old pagan, and
let me tell you that takes a bit of doing,
T’d hate to tell you some of the things he
proposed. We all thought we’d pretty well
done it, but he seemed to find our program
anzmic. Wanted to go the whole hog and
turn the place into a blooming Atlantis or
decadent Rome.”

“He was probably trying to get a rise out
of you,” said Arden.

“Then he certainly succeeded. He had us
all on the gq and old Isidore cursing in sev-
enteen different languages. According to
Campbell we were in danger of falling be-
tween two stones. He said that there was
too much Omar Khayyam stuff about it and
that we’d never pay expenses on the loaf-of-
bread-and-jug-of-wine business. He advised
something in the nature of Nerp’s garden
party in ‘Quo Vadis.” But it has never been
any part of Rosenthal’s idea to crowd orgies
on our guests. All he proposes is to let
them do as they darn please and furnish
them an ideal place to do it in. Then the
rest of it is up to them.”

The electric car glided swiftly along the
hard, perfect drive and presently they
rounded the lake and sped up the farther
side. Every turning brought fresh beauties,
and occasionally groups of black workmen
in their picturesque uniforms waved and
called out cheerful greeting in creole as
they passed. They were naturally eager to
see Jerry’s contribution, which he told them
was on their route. Arden could see that he
was striving to hide his excitéement, and as
it seemed to her a sort of apprehension.

Then presently the road forked and they
turned away from the lake, following the
course of a small, turbulent stream, the
banks of which grew rapidly precipitous and
covered with such a wild, luxuriant tangle
of tropic vegetation that the road was al-
most like a tunnel. Farther on this ex-
panded slightly to furnish a turning place
for vehicles and here Jerry stopped the car.

“Let’s get out,” said he. “It’s only a
step.”

The path now became an actual tunnel, or,
better, perhaps, a funnel, the jungle meeting
overhead in a lustrous green matting of in-
tertwining creepers and lianas. There were
orchids and hibiscus and flamboyants, which
blazed like torches in the subdued light, and
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as they proceeded there came a drowsy,
tinkling murmur, and a cool draft which was
damp and sweet fanned in. their faces.

They pushed forward expectantly. Some
diitance ahead was a small, domed opening
through which came a pale-green light.
When almost to this Jerry paused.

“Give a little trill,” said he to Arden, “or
laugh.”

She raised her voice and ran a few notes,
when instantly they were flung back from
some invisible source, mocking and mul-
tiple. One would have sworn that the grotto
was peopled by a score of mischievous
nymphs.

“Pure accident,” said Jerry. ‘“There is a
lot that is accidental about this place.”

And then they pushed through the en-
trance and stood speechless. One goes up to
this grotto instead of down, and the first
sight of its water surface is on a level with
the eyes. It is a hanging basin and the gush
of water which feeds it is invisible behind a
flying buttress of mossy rock around which
one passes on what suggests a magnified
spider’s web. Then the hidden beauty is re-
vealed with a sense of startled intrusion.
The little rill from an overhanging lip of
rock high above dissolves in mist before
reaching the outrageous group of revelers
beneath. And but for them there is scarcely
a suggestion of human handicraft, so cun-
ningly is this disguised and clothed in tropic
nature’s negligee. But the group—the
nereids and their playmates!

“Well, Jerry, you’ve certainly done it,”
said Mr. O’Connor, as they returned to the
car.

“Done what, dad?” Jerry asked bluntly.

“It,” said his father. ‘Faith, what more
can one say? You must have had some rare
models for yon tinted beauties.”

“TI hadn’t any,” Jerry answered. “I
molded those figures purely from imagina-
tion. And they just naturally had to be
tinted that dull, saffron rose. Otherwise,
they would have hit you in the eye.”

‘“They are none so passive as it is,” re-
plied his father dryly. “Now what, I won-
der, would Ruth Putney say?”

Jerry stopped short. “Why?” he asked
sharply, and a swarthy color glowed sud-
denly under his tropic tan.

“Why?” echoed his father, and opened
wide his eyes. ‘“He asks me why. But no
doubt ’twas a foolish question because the
girl would not say anything at all. She

would faint. No, she is not the faintin’ sort.
She would give one gurgle of rage and run
to get a maul. Has she not been tryin’ her
best to stop mixed batlnn ?” He gave a
chuckle.

Jerry stared at him suspiciously. “Oh,”
he growled, “is that it? I thought perhaps
you meant something else. Once or twice
I've felt like running for the maul myself,
but I wasn’t sure——"" -

Timothy, of course, understood. But to
Arden’s association of ideas it never occurred
that there might be any rapport between
Jerry’s beautiful, if startling, creation and a
woman who was the relentless enemy to all
such. The resemblance between Ruth’s ac-
tual features and those of the nymphs was
merely that of shape and proportion, but
there it stopped. Mr. O’Connor had not
seen it. His remark had been prompted as
he explained. But Timothy knew that his
brother had discovered the similarity which
he had all unconsciously produced, and that
it worried him. He thought it probable that
Jerry had noticed it for the first time in ex-
amining the photogravure of the group in
which feature predominated facial expres-
sion. Possibly he might have been struck
by a likeness to some snapshot of Ruth still
in his possession and which had portrayed
her in one of her infrequent, reckless, laugh-
ing moods.

Jerry’s abstracted expression as they
walked back to the car convinced him of this
and took his mind to some extent from his
surroundings. But these were of secondary
importance to Timothy, just as was the
whole materialized Utopian idea, its ex-
istence, success or failure, with its general
ethical idea and results. Timothy’s whole
religion was singularly simple. It was Jerry.
Whether flocks of frail humanity went to
hell or not via Utopia was a matter of the
most profound indifference to Timothy so
long as Jerry benefited.

He scarcely noticed the kaleidoscopic won-
ders through which they passed on the way
to his brother’s temporary residence, which
was a charming little primrose cottage on
the edge of the lake, rather Pompeian of in-
terior, and built like the other structure of
reénforced concrete and sawn slabs of coral
stone, Tea was served by a smiling black
Hebe, who.seemed unable to take her fasci-
nated eyes from Arden, and the long en-
forced drought of Mr. O’Connor’s alcoholic
affinity was slaked by a mint julep which
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went far to mitigate the shock of first im-
pressions.

“I’'m here for the rest of my life if the
place succeeds,” Jerry told them, “and we
are going ahead full bore on the assumption
that it can’t help but succeed. Old Isidore
has got more in the back of his head than a
mere tripper objective for highflyers. He
claims that there are lots of people who
would like to winter here, just as on the
Riviera and he wants to colonize. Any of
these cottages can be rented for the season,
and there are all the necessities to be had
at the stores and markets. You don’t really
have to racket if you don’t want to, and the
reservation is so big that you can have all
the privacy you want. Look here, dad, why
not stay on indefinitely? You’re not doing
anything to speak of, and actual living costs
about half here that it does in the States.
We of the family don’t have to pay for the
show.” ?

Timothy’s eyes glistened, and he looked at
his father eagerly. Arden, too, was excited.

“If you could only find us something to
do,” said she.

“That might be managed, too,” said Jerry.
“Tim could help me in the studio. I told
Maitre Gérard I needed an assistant some
time ago, and he said to engage anybody I
saw fit. He’d put Tim on the pay roll like a
flash. As for you, sis 2

“I might get a job from Mr. Campbell,”
Arden murmured. :

Jerry raised his bushy eyebrows, then
shook his head. But his answer was not
what Arden had expected.

“’Fraid not,” he answered. ‘“He’s about
the hardest in the business to get next to.
Picks all his people himself by a sort of in-
tuition, then pays ’em top prices and works
’em like galley slaves. Never mixes the so-
cial and professional.”

“Then he ought to be a safe man for a
girl to work with,” Arden observed.

“Oh, he’s safe enough for any woman on
his pay roll,” Jerry answered. “That’s one
thing he’s réclamé for. But then most big
producers are. No girl working for Camp-
bell ever had any ground for complaint
about his getting friendly. Quite the re-
verse, I’ve heard. But unless he gets the
idea that she’s the real thing, he’s about as
approachable professionally as a porcupine.”

“I might try,” Arden suggested.

Jerry laughed.

“Go ahead and see what happens,” said

he. “If he bites you or even so much as
barks at you, I’ll drown him.”

Timothy’s dark eyes were dancing. Camp-
bell had not only told him of his desire to
test Arden’s talent, but his own possibili-
ties as well. “We might both try,” said he.

“All right,” Jerry answered. “How about
you, dad? Why not get the whole family on
the screen? Think of the change from pov-
erty to affluence. Couldn’t you do a Rory
O’Connor turn and vindicate our ancestry?”’

“Faith, when I used to spend my vaca-
tions with the Cork cousins we gave ‘La Vie
Parisienne’ one Christmas for the benefit of
the parish poor, and they all vowed the
elder Coquelin could have done no better
than myself. - But jokin’ aside, son, you
would not listen to Arden’s bein’ a screen
star.”

“I’'m not so sutre, dad,” Jerry answered,
tugging at his short Vandyke. “It’s a clean,
wholesome sort of occupation, mostly out-
door work, with none of the dirt of the thea-
ter. It all depends who she was with. Then,
we’re all three of us, you and Tim and I,
war sufferers in our different ways and can’t
do much for her. If she should have the
spark and be able to earn a few thousands
a year, I don’t” think we ought to prevent.
But there, what’s the use? She’s got about
as much chance of getting a leading job
with Campbell as I have of getting an order
to do the peace-signers’ group for the
Democracy Building in Washington.”

Timothy turned as if to investigate the
object of this brotherly lack of apprecia- .
tion for potential talents, and the long, dark
lashes of his left eye drooped slowly over
that lustrous orb.

The topic was discontinued, but a little
later Arden opened the door of her room and
smote her palms softly together. Jessamine,
the maid assigned her, glided in from the
terrace like a wraith. Arden held up a note
at which the girl nodded with a flash of her
write teeth.

“Ou ¢a v'aller, mamselle?” she whispered,
in her throaty creole.

Arden in her perfect French explained
that it was for Monsieur Campbell, who
was at the Hotel d’Amethyste, and that she
was to leave it at the desk with the re-
quest that it be delivered immediately. The
girl took the note with a nod and the African
chuckle which is accompanied by a closing
of the soft palate followed by its sudden re-
lief for the passage of air.
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“I'y vé, mamselle,’ she sniggered, and
the velvet darkness enveloped her purple
draperies.

1In another corner of the pretty house Jerry
and Timothy were having a little chat be-
fore turning in. They were about to say
good night when Jerry swung about and
asked abruptly: “I say, Tim, did you see
any resemblance in Ruth in the faces of my
nymphs?”

Timothy had been patiently awaiting the
question and was infinitely relieved that it
had come in this form. If Jerry had asked
if he saw a resemblance to any woman he
knew he would have had to lie, and he did
not want to lie to Jerry.

“The shape of the faces is rather similar,
now you speak of it,” he answered, “but
nobody could accuse you of having Ruth in
mind. She’s a lot prettier.”

“What!” Jerry’s surprised inflection had
nothing loverlike about it. “Don’t you think
they are pretty? Everybody else does.”

“Not as pretty as Ruth,” Timothy an-
swered. “She’s got to be quite a beauty
since you saw her last.”

“The deuce she has!” growled Jerry, most
unflatteringly.

“It’s true,” Timothy insisted, “and her
figure’s better, too, though she tries her best
to look plain.”

“Same as ever,” Jerry grunted, and looked
rather thoughtful. “Not engaged or any-
thing, is she? Any beaus?”

“Nary beau,” said Timothy. “Nobody
would dare. The men are all afraid of her,
just as they always were.”

“I was never afraid of her.”

“You were never afraid of anything. But
you’re a lost soul now.”

“On account of this stuff?” Jerry de-
manded, “or because I didn’t come home
hung with medals, like Ralph?”

“This stuff. They all hate it like an owl
hates sunshine. Ralph will have a fit when
he learns that Arden’s down here.”

“But it’s none of his damned business.
They’ve broken it off.”

“All the same, he’ll have a fit. If we
should stay here he’s apt to come down and
try to lug her back. And Ruth will come
with him to lug them both back, and inci-
dentally give you a hauling over. She says
that you had her in mind when you did
those bathing ladies.” :

“She—holy pigs! She said that? Well,
blister it, and so I did, though I never real-

ized it. Her face has stuck in my mind ail
these years. Sort of an obsession. She must
have sunk her teeth in the upholstery, and I
don’t blame her.”

“No,” said Timothy slowly, “I think she
is saving them for you.”

“Well,” growled Jerry, “she has my per-
mission to eat as much as she likes. Con-
found it,-Tim, I believe I've always been
crazy about that girl!”

“You’re not so crazy as she is,” said Tim-
othy. Jerry stopped short in his impatient
stride and swung about.

“You know how you feel about her. She
thinks that she knows how she feels about
you, but she thinks wrong. As a matter of
fact, you each feel about the other pre-
cisely the same way, only Ruth feels it
more.”

“The devil you say! How?”

“You want each other. Ruth has man-
aged to sidetrack her need so far by doing
a lot of war and reform work, but now that
this has let up it’s beginning to get her.
So she tries to put you outside the pale.
She rates you as an enemy to society and
would accept the news of your destruction
with Christian fortitude.”

“She would, hey? That’s a nice sort of a
sweetheart, my word! Well, I’ll take jolly
good care she doesn’t get it. I tell you,
Tim, I’'d have had a try for Ruth long
ago if it hadn’t been that I was maimed
and busted. But my wrist is getting more
useful all the time. I can model perfectly
well, now, and even if I were to chuck this
job there’d be no trouble about my getting
and filling orders. There’s a tremendous
demand for war memorials, and they’d give
a wounded poilu first whack. But I must
say I'd rather do fantasy. I’m fed up on
war stuff.”

“Then keep on doing fantasy and make
Ruth swallow it. That might not be so
hard as it looks. I’ve got an idea she’s
fed up on war stuff, too. Everybody has
reactions in their lives. And let me teil you
one thing, Jerry; you’ve got to force her
to an unconditional surrender first, if you
want a lasting peace.”

CHAPTER X.

Alan Campbell was in the foyer of the
Hotel d’Amethyste talking to one of his
leading men when Jessamine arrived with
Arden’s note. He glanced through it, then
laughed.
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“Some day when I retire I am going to
write a book called ‘The Lure of the Screen,’
Dacre,” said he. “Its potency is greater
than that of love or gold, filial duty or so-
cial position. Babies toddle to it, youths
and maidens rush at it, senile age hobbles to
it on a crutch.”

“Well, why shouldn’t they?” asked young
Lord Dacre. “Think-of the fun we have.”

“That, I admit, is unquestionably your
motive,” Campbell answered, “though why
a peer of the realm with civic duties and a
distinguished war record should leave his
broad and heavily taxed acres 22

“Those are the very reasons, chief,” Dacre
drawled. “I’'m that tender-hearted I can’t
bear to hear ’em groan. Besides, it helps
to pay the shot.”

He leaned back in his chair and lighted
a fresh cigarette. At this, his twenty-eighth
year, the noble earl resembled the Hermes
of Praxiteles, the duties of which messenger
of the gods he had to some extent rendered
during the war as an officer of the signal
corps. Later in life he would look like a
humorous Jove, and, no doubt, enjoy the
favorite recreations of the deity. He was
lightly but beautifully proportioned, with
fair, curly hair, violet-blue eyes, and features
of classic Grecian purity when in repose,
which was when asleep. At all other times
they gave the impression of one under the
joyous influence of ambrosia.

“Here is a note from a Boston maiden
in whose heart I planted the seed of ambi-
tion coming down on the train,” said Camp-
bell. “I have never seen a prettier girl, and
I think she is gifted with the requisite re-
flexes.”

“If not, we shall do what we can for her
by induction,” said Dacre. “Professional?”

“No. Merely social, so far. She is the
sister of Gerald O’Connor who did the
Nereids’ Grotto. Perfect type for the so-
ciety-girl business. Just what I've been
looking for. The post-bellum American
daughter who comes down here to rescue her
wayward sister-in-law and does a nose spin.”

“Am I cast for the pilot?” asked Dacre
hopefully.

“I think so. You contrast well. She’s
mnearly as tall as you, dark, high of color
and full built. The best of it is, she has
always been a lady. It’s easy enough to
chop out a vampire or cowgirl, sweet lily
of the slums, or Florence Nightingale, but
there’s no philosopher’s stone for the trans-

mutation of a lady from the basic material.
That’s been the stumblingblock of picture
plays from their start. And the present
standardizing methods have made it harder
than ever. We’re getting more mediocre
every day; more bourgeois. To get a real,
live lady you’ve got to go right to the ken-
nels where they’ve bred ’em for generations
and pick over the litter, then.”

“Right-0. Same in England—only there
you’ve got to mind your eye to see that she’s
not a gentleman.”

“No danger here. She never shod a horse
or rang a fare. Hasn’t a ribbon or a medal.
Stayed home and baked the beans.”

“Better grab her quick before a museum
makes her an offer, chief. You have my
permission to carry on when you’re ready.”

“Well, then, you haven’t mine, me lud.”
Campbell fixed his star with an eye from
which frivolity had fled. “No tra-la-la with
this girl, if you don’t want to find yourself

a mere speck in the northern sky.”

“Signal read and acknowledged, chief.”

Campbell nodded. As a rule, the last
thing he bothered himself about was the so-
cial relations of his troupes, but there were
exceptions. Dacre he considered one of the
most dangerous disciples of Eros he had
ever encountered, because of the irrepres-
sible light-hearted gayety and love of frolic
as disarming as the gambols of a lion cub,
and it had happened more than once that
he had kept some pretty playmate in laugh-
ter up to the moment that it was time for
tears. There are countless schools for se-
duction and his lordship’s was the mirthful.
His conscience was entirely Olympian; that
of the demigod who favors the earth-born.
But he was not unkind. He was rather
like a small boy who climbs up on the table
to smell the flowers and ends by upsetting
the vase.

Having hooked his fish, Campbell seemed
in no hurry to reel it alongside. He wrote
Arden a courteous note to the effect that
he was glad to learn that she had seen her
way to act on his suggestion and that he
would be pleased to have her attend the re-
hearsals which he proposed to begin within
a few days, which would give her an idea
of his methods of work and an opportunity
to make the acquaintance of his leading art-
ists. The invitation was extended to her
father and brothers.

Mr. O’Connor and Jerry thus outflanked
made no great demur, first, because with
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all of the male members of the family’s cus-
tomary discounting of a daughter’s or sis-
ter’s possible latent talent, they did not be-
lieve it would amount to anything, and sec-
ond, because it had been decided that they
were to remain the winter. The sheer de-
lightfulness of the place had conquered the
captious Irishman, and he did not believe
in his heart that it was destined to become
what had been prophesied for it and what
he was inclined to regard as an initial ad-
vertising stratagem on the part of the man-
agement to bring Utopia quickly and con-
spicuously before the eyes of the gay world.
He did not think that it would be any worse
than Ostend or the Riviera.

Most of Rosenthal’s guests shared the same
view. All were enthusiastic, and scouted
the idea that such a beauty spot on such
broad and original lines could ever become
a social menace. They asserted that the
clever and in many ways defensive pro-
spectus was a monumental bluff compiled to
provoke attack and excited argument. There
was too much space, too much open air and
athletic diversion for vice. They told Rosen-
thal as much in a number of witty speeches,
and the wily old Jew affected to be deso-
lated. He warned them to wait and see, as-
serted them to be upon their good behavior,
accused them of conspiracy to damn the
place by giving it a good name, all with
humorous vehemence in his roaring voice
and polyglot accent. They departed finally
with the warmest sentiments for Utopia and
Rosenthal, and spread the glad tidings that
the alleged gilded hell was in reality a gar-
den of the benign gods.

For the moment the fate of the place hung
actually in the balance. Rosenthal must
really have been frightfully scared. But
his reasoning turned out to be absolutely
sound and based on a profound knowledge
of society, for as a result there began to
pour in gradually at first and then with
an ever-increasing rush precisely the sort
of clientéle that he had desired and antici-
pated; a crowd of mixed ethical ideas in
which was a large element of those who se-
cretly longed for what Utopia promised, but
would not have dared to face the censure
of their neighbors had it opened in a law-
less saturnalia. The temperature had to be
raised gradually to keep from cracking the
vessel. Moreover, the bulk of its long-sup-
pressed patrons had to be educated up to the
Utopian idea.

In three months’ time his stupendous
scheme was all and more than Rosenthal had
had dared to hope for in his most sanguine
dreams. And what he had never presumed
to count on was that the approach of sum-
mer saw neither exodus nor falling off of
arrivals. It was cooler in Utopia, Haiti, than
in Utopia, Kansas, which is not saying that
furs were necessary, but the tropical zone
has an easier summer climate than the tem-
perate when one knows that one is in it.
Utopia’s altitude and nearness to the sea
made it delicious, and as the holiday cruis-
ing weather by sea and sky became settled
swarms of pleasure craft dropped daily from
the high air or glided into the splendid land-
locked port of Jacmel. Port au Prince was
used only as a freight depét.

It was full-blown summer when Utopia
struck its full stride. This is not so odd
as it might appear when one stops to think.
It was vacation time, insufferably hot and
sea bathing forbidden all along the coast, ex-
cept in the shallow water inside the nets
staked out as a protection against the swarms
of small, ferocious sharks, which had in-
creased with such alarming rapidity during
the war. It was claimed that these scaven-
gers had thus multiplied because of the sea
fauna killed by the huge quantities of high
explosive from mines, torpedoes, and depth
bombs. Owing to the stringent laws passed
in regard to bathing costumes and the uni-
versal prohibition of mixed bathing, prac-
tically nobody but the children found it
amusing to splash about waist-deep in the
tepid water. The taboo on wines and beer
had closed the recreation caravansaries. It
was dull pleasure to linger over a glass of
grape juice or soda water, and there was
nothing diverting to watch while so doing.

But a thirty-five-knot steamer or a big
avion offered refreshment and exhilaration,
and, as these required an objective, a forty-
hour run over smooth summer seas took one
to Jacmel by ship and fifteen hours by avion
at the cooling altitude of ten thousand feet.
The pleasure-seeking masses, most of whom
were prosperous folk driven from their own
country by lack of frivolous fun, began to
rush pell-mell to Utopia.

But in spite of this, the O’Connor family
found nothing offensive or unseemly in these
gay revelers. For one thing, they were oc-
cupied in their work, Arden now playing
minor roles for Campbell, Timothy assist-
ing Jerry, and Mr. O’Connor having been
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given employment in the administration, and
the reservation was so big that the undoubt-
edly reprehensible performances that went
on were not thrust upon one. They were
of the visitors’ own seeking. But the rumors
of them were carried back to the big, well-
ordered neighbor on whose very doorstep
Utopia skipped and pirouetted, and her name
became anathema. To visit Utopia was a
mark of the beast. For a married person
going  there alone, it was just cause for
divorce. ’

How old Rosenthal must have rubbed his
hands and chuckled in the loose sleeve of
his pongee coat. He pervaded the place like
a huge, mauvaise génie, radiating a sort of
“bless you, my children, have a good time
and don’t get mad,” expression.

Such was the state of affairs when Ralph
returned from a year’s sojourn in Europe,
where he had been establishing new business
agencies, and he had not been home twenty-
four hours when Ruth took him to see a
gorgeous Utopian production of which the
screen imprint announced:

ALAN CAMPBELL PRESENTS ARDEN
O’CONNOR IN

“THE JOY OF LIVING.”

CHAPTER XI.

Ralph would not stay the picture through.
The play, of course, had passed the Massa-
chusetts board of censors and was entirely
proper in depiction and idea, the theme be-
ing based ‘on the danger of denaturalizing
pleasure and enforcing the sterilized result
by legislation, a national topic at that mo-
ment.

“I feel as if I had been to Arden’s social
funeral,” he said to Ruth as they went out.

“It is more than that, Ralph,” she an-
swered earnestly. “It is the funeral of her
soul.”

“Nonsense,” Ralph retorted, “her soul’s
not got a scratch. Not so much as a sun-
burn. But nobody of her set would ever
believe it. A motion-picture actress in
Utopia! And her father and brother aid-
ing and abetting it.” He ignored Timothy
as a responsible factor.

“Her father never was a man of any strong
moral principle,” Ruth remarked, “and Ger-
ald always was a beast. Timothy was the
only one of the family that ever gave any
signs of spirituality. Arden never seemed

to care particularly whether things were
good or bad. She merely took them as they
came.”

“She didn’t take me as I came,” said
Ralph bitterly. .

“So much the better for you. The flaw
would have shown itself sooner or later and
might have wrecked your life.”

“T’d rather have it that than derelict,”
Ralph answered savagely. “It’s better to
crack on and go to smash than to drift
around dismasted. What is there for me
to do but make a lot of money I don’t need
and hand it out to institutions I'm not in-
terested in? No wife, no children, no hearth-
stone of my'own. My time is spent in busi-
ness meetings and solving trade questions
and roosting around in clubs and hotels like
a silly owl. What’s the good of it all?”

“But it’s your own fault, dear,” said
Ruth gently. “There are plenty of good
sweet women——"’

“That interest me about as much as the
Columbia on a superfluous dollar,” Ralph in-
terrupted. “The war was more to my taste
than this fat and prosperous peace. It was
to yours, too!”

“What makes you think that?” Ruth
asked. ~

“I don’t know. You seemed more alive.
More vital. Now you are beginning to look
rather like a cloistered nun. You are get-
ting thin and I’'m getting fat. It ought not
to be like that. There’s something wrong,
something the matter with the practical ap-
plication of our theories. It’s deadly flat
over here. You notice it on coming from
France. Everybody there seems to be hav-
ing a good time, though they are taxed up
to their ears, while over here where we are
all so rotten rich it’s like a universal rest
cure. It’s enough to drive one to drink, if
such a thing were possible.”

“Thank Heaven -it’s not,” said Ruth.
“No, dear, it is merely the reaction from the
war ’when everything was so tense and fever-
ish.’ 3

“Well, I must say I prefer the French
reaction. It seems more normal. They
haven’t much left to go on, but they enjoy
their lives. I got a certain amount of pas-
sive pleasure over there merely in looking
on. Here there’s nothing to look at but
handsome residences and churches and
things. It’s all right to go to church to
pray, but it’s not much use when you’ve
nothing to pray for. I might pray for Ar-
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den, I suppose, but I'd a lot rather pray
to her.” 3

“Ralph!”

“Well, so I would. Don’t you ever pray
for the benighted Jerry?”

“What interest have I in Jerry?” Ruth
demanded hotly.

“That’s not the true Christian spirit,
Ruth. Pray for his soul, or that he may
be struck blind or crippled or something.
It’s all his fault, confound him. Arden is
the only girl I ever wanted, or ever will
want, and now she’s gone and taken a header
into that damned cesspool. I’'ve a good no-
tion to run down and try to fish her out.”

Ruth had expected this. More than that,
she had even hoped for it. The apparent
complexities of most human minds are really
not very occult when one stops to think.
Here were a born soldier with no enemy to
fight and a born reformer with nothing to
reform. Ruth was actually far more mili-
tant by nature than her brother, for Ralph
was neither pugnacious nor hot-tempered.
His war success had been due to precisely
the same faculties differently applied which
had made him an excellent superintendent
and business manager. He was a cool-
headed strategist; Ruth a keen opportunist.

She had for some time been formulating
a scheme of propaganda for the American
boycott of Utopia; a national movement
something like the infantile kickings of pro-
hibition and woman suffrage, and she desired
to visit the place in quest of first-hand data.
But similar pretexts for doing this had been
worked so threadbare that they had become
a current joke, vulgarized in comic supple-
ments and on the stage: “Jones is the most
honest chap I know. He said he went to
Utopia, for a good time,” and all that sort
of thing. /

But to go with one’s brother in the effort
to redeem to her proper sphere his former
fiancée and her own girlhood’s friend was
irreproachable, so to Ralph’s considerable
astonishment she answered:

“I have been thinking for some time that
perhaps it was our duty to make a personal
effort to save Arden. Suppose we both go?”

Ralph stopped short and stared at her, a
disconcerting habit he had. Seeing that she
really meant it and was not merely trying
to stall his own action, he gave a short laugh.

“Gad, you’ve got your nerve, Ruth. Well,
I'm glad. Our reputations can stand it, I

guess. Anyhow, the market’s rather over-
burdened with them. When shall we go?”

“The sooner the better, I think. Every
day of such a life serves to strengthen its
attachments. If only it weren’t for her fa-
ther and Jerry! It has all got to depend
on you, Ralph, but I may be able to help.
Arden was never difficult to influence. What
did you think of her acting?”

“Oh, it was just Arden. It was what any-
body who knew her would expect. Sweet
and natural and humanly appealing. I can
see how she might.easily become one of
the most popular of all that crowd. If any-
thing happened to arouse her tempera-
mentally, she might develop actual genius
for that sort of thing. She’s got it in her.”
He frowned suddenly. “But that chap that
played with her—that beauty man, Darcy;
there’s a type I detest. Can you imagine a
peer of the realm playing the fool at this
time in England?”

“No,” Ruth answered. “It’s disgusting,
though, no doubt, they would rather have
him here than there.” Which was scarcely
fair to the festive noble lord, the bulk of
whose big salary had gone to post-bellum
relief work in England and the redeeming of
his ancestral acres.

They walked on some distance in silence,
then Ralph said abruptly: ‘“Let’s go next
week by air if the weather holds fine.”

“Whatever you say, dear,” his sister an-
swered. “But do you want to be there for
the Fourth?” '

“Yes. Since we’re going we might as well
see it at its worst, and I've absolutely noth-
ing to do here. Besides, I've heard enough
guns go off to last me for a while.”

CHAPTER ' XII.

It was high carnival in Utopia. Where
every day is a holiday it takes some consid-
erable effort properly to celebrate those of
national or international importance, but
Utopia was quite equal to the strain. With
the great surplus of gunpowder left at the
end of the war fireworks were inexpensive,
and Rosenthal with the thorough foresight
which was his genius had early invested in
enough explosive to have fought the Battle
of the Rhine.

And likewise flags! An American ensign
of an acre’s area had fluttered since sunrise
in the strong draft of the trade wind a mile
above the reservation and now glowed
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against the velvet sky in the powerful beam
of a projected light. From huge barges
moored in the middle of the lake a pyro-
technic display of stupendous proportions
was to continue uninterruptedly throughout
the night, and reflected from the still surface,
illumined the shores for miles around.

There was music everywhere, and dancing
and feasting and bathing in the cool, clear
waters which lapped the terrace of the Tem-
ple of Fortune. Electric lamps in translucent
globes had been laid along the bottom and
the swimmers seemed to float in some rare
medium which was neither water nor air.
And there were private bathing parties where
the revelers listed, and much high play in
the open-air salons under the leaping por-
ticoes, and champagne flowing like tropic
rain.

Ruth and Ralph had arrived at one o’clock
that day, having left Montauk the previous
night at ten on one of the big avions which
made the voyage in about fifteen hours.
These ships were fitted with colloid obser-
vation floors and windows and had folding
bamboo couches. In case of necessity they
could float buoyantly upon the water, de-
taching their wings by casting off the stays
and automatic controls, then practically
shooting them simultaneously from the com-
pressed air cylinder in which they were
stopped.

Ruth had decided not to let the O’Con-
nors know of their arrival immediately,
wishing first to look about the place. As
their avion circled the great ensign -dipping
- her Haitian colors' as she passed, Ralph
looked up from the amazing spectacle be-
neath and shook his head.

“What’s one going to do about a place
that looks like that from a mile high?” he
asked. “It might be an aquarium with
flowers laid in the moss around its brim, and
that big lotus with the green stem is a quar-
ter of a mile across at the least. And look
at the mass of bright insects crawling
about.”

To Ruth, then, as later, it seemed impos-
sible that they could still be on the planet
Earth. Their soaring flight through the
starry sky had seemed like a voyage to a
different world, which was now spread out
beneath them, its denizens bright and glit-
tering folk who lived as much in air and
water as on the land. They landed without
shock or jar and were sped across the lake
to their hotel where the smiling Swiss clerk

seemed singularly earth-born and out of
place with his brisk, businesslike manner.
Rosenthal’s great machine moved like a
clock for all its bizarre and multiple parts.

The rest of the day was spent sight-see-
ing in one of the small phaéton electrics,
and, although they encountered gayety on
every side, Ruth could not honestly say that
she had seen one single offensive sight. Even
the Nereids’ Grotto failed to shock her,
though its daring beauty set her heart to
pounding. She failed to discover the slight-
est resemblance between herself and the
nymphs, and decided that it must have been
due to some freak in the reproduction. Nor
did Ralph comment on a likeness. And yet
if Ruth had posed there in the same joyous
abandon she might easily have passed for
one of them.

“I feel as though I had been drugged; eat-
ing hashish or something of the sort,” she
said to Ralph. “My reason tells me that this
is all just as bad as it can possibly be, and
yet I can’t seem to feel it.”

Ralph nodded. ‘““That’s the trouble,” said
he. “It’s so darned beautiful and different
from anything that anybody ever thought or
heard or dreamed of that we’ve got no scale
to measure it by. I rather expected to see
people drunk and misbehaving all over the
place, but everybody seems to be having a
perfectly harmless good time. It’s when
they get home that they’ll feel the jolt. Did
you ever see such costumes? Le Grand Prix
at Auteuil before the war was a Trappist
funeral in comparison.” He glanced crit-
ically at his sister, then smiled. “Upon my
word, I believe you like it!”

Ruth flushed. “It excites me,” she ad-
mitted. “I suppose I have been in need of
excitement - without knowing it, and there
hasn’t been any since I left the hospital.
Besides, I have an odd feeling of detachment
from it all—as if I had landed on Mars or
Venus and hadn’t any concern about the
place and might as well conform with its
customs. To be -perfectly frank, it rather
overwhelms me.”

“You can’t be blamed for that,” Ralph
answered. “I can honestly say, though, that
for my part it leaves me cold. With all of
its magnificence, it doesn’t contain a single
thing that appeals to me, except Arden, and
she doesn’t really belong here. So far as
the merely spectacular part is concerned, you
really can’t show much to a man that has
watched big battles, and my bump of the
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asthetic is a hollow. But I must say I do
enjoy seeing such a lot of péople having
such a lot of fun. It makes me feel that
possibly we Americans have made one great
big enormous mistake, and I don’t want to
feel that. It upsets everything.”

Ruth turned and laid her small, strong
hand upon his wrist. “Do you know, Ralph,
what -you have just said, the'last of it, is
precisely what I feel myself? All of this was
absolutely unnecessary. People like our-
selves have forced it on society. Timothy
was right. We’ve got an awful lot to an-
swer for. I’m frightened—positively fright-
ened—and I’ve never been frightened by
anything in my life.”

“Well,” said Ralph slowly, “what are we
going to do about it?” He shook his head.
“I’m sure I don’t know.” -

“I do!” Ruth interrupted vehemently.
“I'm going to disgust myself with it. I’'m
not going to let it dazzle and bewilder and
overwhelm me as it has so many people.
I know that it is all horribly wrong, but I
want to be convinced. I want to leave it
with loathing and abomination, which I cer-
tainly shall if I know it well enough.”

“But you can’t do that,” said Ralph,
rather startled.

“I can and I shall. This is worse for me
than it is for you because, as you say, you
are not esthetic, while I am. I’ve been fight-
ing that side of me all my life. I love beauty
and color and music and art and all those
emotional things that this place supplies, but
I've always known that it was wrong to in-
dulge them at the cost of serious things, so
I haven’t let myself indulge them at all.
Well, to-night I am going to.”

“But why?” asked her mystified brother.

“Because I want the experience. I want
the reaction. You have told me yourself
. that the true reason of the Germans fighting

so desperately was jealousy and hatred. I
am jealous of this place and I want to hate
it. I don’t hate it now. It attracts me
frightfully, and as I say, it excites me. I
want to see its cloven hoof!”

Ralph stole a troubled look at her. Ruth’s
face held a high flush and her eyes were
bright and feverish# There was an eager,

" unnatural intensity about her that worried
him. At home he would have said that she
was ill; on the edge of a nervous breakdown.
As a matter of fact, she was suffering from
a slight laryngitis, the result of a summer
cold caught after addressing a large meet-

ing for over an hour and coming out heated
to ride home in an open car. This gave her
voice a distorted resonance; a muffled huski-
ness unlike its habitual clear treble.

“Don’t let it upset you, my dear,” said
he soothingly. “It’s not your fault, at all.
And it all may prove no more than a fad
and blow up higher than the balloon that
floats that ensign over it. You've caught
a cold and ought to rest. We'll have a quiet
little supper——"

“No, we shan’t,” Ruth contradicted, “and
I’m not tired at all. I mean to get my level
here. We’ll go back and dress, and then
you are to take me to the gayest restaurant
and have a dinner that would have killed us
three years ago; hors d’ceuvre and fresh
caviar and green turtle soup and filet of
flying-fish and poulet casserole hotel du Cerf
Blanc—you see I've been reading the menus
already—and a salad cceur de palmier and
champagne and some old burgundy, moulin-
a-vent or Fleury——"

“Champagne—burgundy—are you crazy.
Ruth?” '

“Not yet, but I’'m going to be this one
night. I’'m ripe for any excess. Do yot
know what I thought about last night when
we sliced through that thunderstorm off' the
mouth of the Delaware? That after all, if
the Lord had intended man to fly he’d have
given him wings? That’s what I was. Espe-
cially before it broke and the electricity was
spitting and sputtering on the ends of things.

“No, I thought to myself: ‘What if this
contraption should suddenly take a nose dive
and never stop until it hit bottom akout five
hundred feet deep? You would expire pre-
cisely as you have lived, struggling feebly
and impotently and without ever having one
great, big, glorious emotion. You have spat
and sputtered all your life, getting laws
passed to forbid things that you have never
felt and don’t know anything about, and
been either a smug pharisee or a wet blanket,
In all of your active, interfering life you
have never really lived. And now you are
down here dead, just as you were up there
living, milling around in your little cage like
a tame white rat the family got tired of.””
She paused and looked at her brother with
a heaving bosom and eyes that burned.
“Now what do you think of me, Ralph?”

He placed his strong hand over hers and
gave it a little reassuring squeeze. “If we
were at the front I should say that you were
suffering from shell-shock, my dear,” he an-
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swered. “As it is, I think that you are suf-
fering from a different sort of shock, but a
shock none the less. All this—and the fif-
teen-hour flight. But I don’t, at least, ap-
prove the treatment you propose.”

“But I am at the front, Ralph. The front
of my own hidden feelings. And the treat-
ment is precisely what I need. I must be
convinced that it is all beastly and degrad-
ing, or, at least, I require to be so convinced,
and the only way to do so is to feel beastly
and degraded. If that happens I shall know
where I really stand.”

“Nonsense. If you really want to see
some of the wild life of this place, wait a
few days until you are rested.”

Ruth shook her head. “You don’t under-
stand, Ralph, dear. I’'m afraid I haven’t
been quite honest. Of course, I wanted to
do what I could to get Arden away from
this great perfumed monster with its gaudy
spots and soft, drowsy pur, and I felt in-
terested to study the habits of the beast, but
those weren’t my real deeper reasons for
coming. I wanted to see if it had the power
to make any personal appeal to me. And
it has. It does. It upsets me.”

“Nonsense——"

“It’s true. I meant to give it a fair
chance—to do what I have just proposed.
I’ve gone about it in cold blood. This isn’t
the impulse of the moment. I have got some
gowns in my trunk that will startle you, and
all of my jewels and cosmetics and things
I scarcely know the use of.” She laughed at
the expression of his face. “I intend to make
my début in fast life on the national féte
of the country I have worked so hard to
purify, or sterilize; if you like. And now
what do you think of me?”

“I think you ought to get married,” said
Ralph shortly.

Ruth made a gesture of impatience “Oh,
dear, you don’t understand at all, brother
mine. That’s the very last thing I want—
to exchange one prison for another. Please
don’t think of me as a restless old maid.
Think of me rather as a young tree that’s
been growing in a tub. I have a horrible
suspicion that, unless the staves burst pretty
soon, it’s going pretty hard with me.”

“When did you begin to have these doubts
and fears?” Ralph asked.

“When I talked with Timothy one day
about Utopia and I realized how we had
smothered the fire at home only to have it
break out in our neighbor’s garage. Then,

when I saw the first of Arden’s plays, I be-
gan to wonder if it was really worth while
merely to suppress things without first up-
rooting the desire for them.”

“Don’t know ' but what you’re right,”
Ralph agreed. “It’s rather like starting to
plow a field in the battle area before you’ve
got it clean of duds. But I’m afraid.it will
be a long time before this world is clean of
duds, sister, dear.”

“Of course it will, and we’ve been working
away to smooth them over with a top dress-
ing of nice white sand. But all the time they
are waiting for the plow to explode. And
P’m one of them. Or, at least, I'm afraid
that I am. That’s what I've come down
here to find out.”

“It seems to me that you have found out
already,” answered her brother grimly.

CHAPTER XIII.

Ralph was one of those men who never
argue but achieve their purpose by a quiet
application of force majeur. Failing this,
he wasted no words but accepted defeat for
the moment and proceeded to strengthen his
position fer a future attack.

So now he acceded to Ruth’s demand and
instructed the driver to return to the Hotel
d’Emeraud, where they went to their rooms,
a corner suite overlooking the lake. It was
the hottest part of the house, exposed to the
full glare of the slanting sun rays, and yet
Ruth found it actually cooler than at home,
because of the high ceiling, tiled floors, and
the thick coral blocks of which the hotel
was built and which defied the penetration of
the heat.

She bathed in the big, sunk basin, then
slipped on a silk peignoir, lay down to rest,
when soothed by the soft, fragrant breeze
which had sprung up she presently dropped
asleep. An hour later she was awakened by
the entrance of the maid to help her dress.
Like most of the house servants, the girl
was a Dominican and spoke Spanish, though
she understood a little creole French. The
natives of Santo Domingo are a yellow-
skinned people, many of them nearly white,
and although separated from their black
neighbors only by a range of low mountains,
mingle scarcely at all and possess little of
their primitive African attributes. Inez car-
ried a tray on which was a glass pitcher of
cracked ice filled with a rose-colored bever-
age having a delicate flavor of pomegranate
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Ruth could fetect no alcohol in its composi-
tion, though it undoubtedly contained a lit-
tle, probably old, native sugar-cane rum, for
after drinking a glass she felt pleasantly
stimulated and refreshed.

True to her determination of having at
least one gay night in Utopia, Ruth had Inez
lay out one of her exqfiisite new gowns, a
décolleté creation of sea-foam green Georg-
ette crépe with a pale-pink lining which,
faintly tinted as it was, merged almost im-
perceptibly with her Parian marble skin.
For the first time in her life she tinted her
eyebrows, which were rather low, and ap-
plied a little rouge to her prettily shaped lips.
Inez, already experienced in the art, dressed
her thick hair, which was of the pale shade
and sheen of new manila fiber, twisting it
snugly about her broad, white forehead and
secured by a narrow filet of sapphire-blue
velvet with a single emerald brooch in the
center.

Ruth was almost frightened at the result.
She looked like an Aphrodite, or one of Jer-
ry’s nereids, though she was far prettier than
the latter. Her waist had always been pro-
portionately small, but her costume now
elongated it and brought out the beautiful
lines of hip and bust, while her full, snowy
shoulders and leng, round tapering arms
with their dimpled elbows surpassed any-
thing Utopia had to offer, which was saying
a great deal. Arden’s perhaps were as per-
fectly formed, but fuller,-and with a ruddier
skin. Arden was like a painting; Ruth like
a sculptured figure intensely animated.

She summoned Ralph, who stared at her
with a brotherly incredulity none too flatter-
ing in one who had hitherto expressed no
particular appreciation of her physical
charms.

“My word,” he gasped, “but you’ve ful-
filled your threat. What the dickens have
you done to yourself? Youre a whole
beauty show and then some!”

“That’s not what you are supposed to
say,” retorted Ruth, half turning to survey
the hang of the full skirt in the mirror. “You
should merely observe that my gown is ex-
tremely becoming to me, thus implying that
you have always appreciated my salients,
though hitherto unrevealed.”

“Well, there’s certainly no trouble about
that now,” growled Ralph. He jerked his
head at the mask and domino thrown across
a chair, and provided by the management for
such as should care to take an active part

in the carnival revels without disclosure of
identity. “If you really mean to make a
night of it, you’d better slip on the mask
at least before you'start. You might run
into somebody you know. "One never can
tell in a place like this.”

“Perhaps I may before the night is over,”
Ruth answered with a dangerous srmle
Ralph’s brows contracted slightly, and he
glanced at the pitcher and empty glass. Ruth
guessed his thought and laughed. She had
an unconscious trick of raising her chin when
she Jaughed, higher than do most people, and
looking down her cheeks. Ordmanly on the
rare occasions she indulged in mirth this was
unnoticeable, but now with her bare throat
and tinted llps it gave her a singularly se-
ductive posture. “Did they bring you some,
too?” she asked.

“Yes,” Ralph answered. “I thought it
very good and entirely harmless, but then I
have never been a total abstainer except
when so compelled.”

“It’s not that stuff,” Ruth answered.
“I’ve been excited ever since I made up my
mind to come here. But cheer up, dear. I’ll
try to behave. If you want me to -mask,
though, you’d better do so yourself, as if
anybody from Boston sees you féting a
blond masqué in a gown like this your
thirty-five years of righteous living would
never stand the strain. That’s the trouble
with a reputation far virtue. It takes years
of step-watching to get it, and you can
lose it in two minutes. Shall we mask?”

“No,” growled Ralph. ‘“Masks enough
for me during the war. Besides, I don’t
care. I'm sick of the ivory tower. And
so far as you are coneerned, I doubt if
mother herself would recognize her prim
Minerva. And that husky, bacchanalian
voice. Blessed, if you don’t remind me of
one of Jerry’s sirens.”

The flush brought to her cheeks by this
careless remark was the last touch needed to
make the resemblance unmistakable. Then,
seized by an access of perversity, she flung
her beautiful bare arms above her head,
swayed backward and laughed at him, strik-
ing the pose of abandon in the foremost fig-
ure of the group.

But Ralph did not laugh. His stern blue
eyes narrowed and he stared at her with a
sudden, fierce intensity while his features
set in rigid lines. His expression sobered
Ruth, who straightened immediately, letting
her arms fall at her sides. The color left
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her face which assumed its habitual expres-
sion. But the damage had bgen wrought;
the fierce suspicion aroused.

“Damnation!” swore Ralph savagely.
“Could that brute have had you in mind
when he molded those mopsies?” The rage
of recent battlefields blazed suddenly from
his piercing eyes. “I’ll kill him if he did
and——"

“Nonsense!” said Ruth sharply. “He
hasn’t seen me for years. You are not very
complimentary, Ralph.”

“And now that I think of it, he was al-
ways pretty keen about you. Mauled you
twice to my positive knowledge.”

“And the rest of the family’s, thanks to
you.” _

“Well, I won’t tattle this time, by gad! If
I really thought %

Ruth slipped in front of him and laid her
hand on his lips. “Ralph,” she cried, “do
you want to spoil the one gay evening I've
ever had in my life? And do you want to
put Arden out of your reach forever? She
adores Jerry, and would never believe such
a thing of him. Neither would I, for all his
uncouthness. Besides, it’s absurd. The
faces of those huzzies are just the nymph
type and lots of artists have used it—Gervex
and Henri Tenre and Cabanel—the wide-
faced, turned-up nose, mischievous sort. Do
you think that I am like that?” :

“You were just now,” Ralph muttered,
then gave a short laugh. “I guess this place
is making me balmy, too. Of course it’s im-
possible, but just for the moment—anyhow,
I beg your pardon, Ruth.”

“Pas de quoi. Come on, then. I’'m hun-
gry as a wolf thinking about that costly din-
ner I shall order.”

The shadows were lengthening as they
Wwent out into the motley which thronged
about the hotel. Many of the revelers were
in costume, many merely in mask and
domino, for night treads on the heels of
sunset in the tropics. The carnival colors
were naturally red, white, and blue in honor
of the day, but there were myriad others
weaving in and out. Ruth caught her breath
at some of the flashing limbs and bodies, and
wondered what it would be like later if this
were only the beginning.

They stepped into a gondola electric and
became one of the fleet of brilliant water in-
sects flitting across the gleaming waters of
the lake to the great amber-colored Pavilion
Lucullus from which lights were already be-

ginning to stream. Halfway across a floral
shower fell from circling aircraft which had
mounted to see the night spread on Utopia.
Distant strains of music ‘reached them,
tremulous and sweet. Spicy, exotic odors of
the jungle were borne to them on the wan-
ing breeze.

Ralph had recovered his amiability, and
on arriving they were assigned a table next
the parapet overhanging the lake. Many
diners had already arrived, coming early to
be in time for certain entertainments later,
of which there were but single performances.
There were to be grand opera, a revue, sym-
phony concert, drama legitimate, and com-
edy, with continuous dancing and motion
pictures and fireworks and feasting.

Ruth selected such a banquet as she had
promised, and Ralph, gradually infected by
the prevailing atmosphere of open-air gay-
ety, let her have her way without demur.
A Utopian apéritif, delicate of flavor, but
pungent of effect, set her tingling in every
fiber for the moment, and pleasurably so.
Vintage champagne followed, though she
took it sparingly, not wishing to dull her
acute impressions in a vinous haze.

She desired to see it all, feel as much of
it as her senses would accept, absorb as much
of the reckless pleasure passion as her na-
ture would permit. But she meant to do
it gradually. Her object was #o feel the
weight of this insidious force which bore
against society and herself, but she purposed
to do so with caution, like a mariner weigh-
ing the wind against his billowing sails. Still,
later, she was willing to risk a more violent
encounter if that were necessary to fuller
knowledge. Her combative nature was pre-
pared to sustain shock and buffet and even
violent subsequent reaction of a most un-
pleasant kind if that were necessary to re-
veal the relations of her enemy and her-
self.

If Ralph had to any extent realized the
length to which Ruth meant to carry her ex-
periment, he would have remonstrated
strongly. But he was deceived by her unaf-
fected gayety, which was not at all that of a
serious-minded investigator, but a young and
beautiful woman who was thoroughly enjoy-
ing herself for the first time in a way which
had always been opposed to her most
strongly rooted principles. To her brother’s
direct and masculine mind it was merely
that the extraordinary features of the place
had bolted with her at a moment when she
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was weary and discouraged about her work.
That happened to everybody, some time, and
as she was no featherhead no doubt the best
thing for her was just what she was doing;
reversing the current through a jaded high-
tension coil. If she had a headache the next
morning that would convince her that she
had always been right about the business.

So he gave her free rein, rather pleased
at the admiration she excited and amused at
the transformation from a rigid reformer,
and after dinner took her to a revue which
which would have been banned in Paris but
brought shrieks of laughter and applause
from the delirious Utopian audience, and
then, having had his fill of what he re-
garded as maudlin, erotic insanity, Ralph
asked if she had not enough of it and sug-
gested that they return to the hotel, to
which Ruth quietly agreed. He was aston-
ished at her composure and that the wine
she had drunk did not appear to have had
the slightest effect.

So they spun back across the lake, Ralph
rather sleepy and Ruth seething like a fire-
less cooker within, though outwardly as cool
as this invention. She wished her brother
good night, then going into her room drew a
wicker to the long French window and sat
for a long while staring at the display of
fireworks in the middle of the lake and lis-
tening to the diapason of noise which
sounded like the hum of myriad insects.

Her heart was throbbing like the motor of
an avion. New senses were alert and quiver-
ing. Impulses hitherto suppressed clamored
for expiession. The idea of sleep was hide-
ous. She felt instinctively that it would be
fraught with frightful dreams. The feral
qualities in her nature were gnawing at
their leash. She felt like a cheetah which
had coursed but failed to make its Kkill.
So far her experiment had been a failure.
She was unsatisfied; eager for more. The
reaction expected and desired was not in
sight.

Glancing at the clock, she saw that it was
but one o’clock. Ruth rose and stepped out
on the balcony. The windows of 'Ralph’s
room at its inner end were dark. She re-
entered her own and, going to her trunk,
unlocked it and took out her opera bag which
contained a roll of bills and some small
change. Then, picking up the black, silken
mask, she slipped it on, surveyed herself for
a moment in the glass and went out, down
the coral stairs and into the dazzling night.

CHAPTER XIV.

In a place where all days are féte days,
more or less, and those of international sig-
nificance continually celebrated, the workers
go about their handicraft unmoved.

Jerry had spent a busy day in the studio
and after dinner attended a meeting of his
fellow artists, when plans for certain new
features were presented and discussed. This
was held in Rosenthal’s villa near the Tem-
ple of Fortune, and despite the racket and
hubbub from without, a council of war
could have been no more dignified and se-
date. Nothing in Utopia was done without
due deliberation by the advisory board in
full session, and this was composed of the
world’s leading artists, engineers, and archi-
tects.

The meeting adjourned a little after one
and Jerry went out and strolled along the
broad esplanade known as “The Bund” to
the private landing where he had left his
launch. This was the vortex of the wildest
carnival gayety, now at its height, but Jerry,
trim and correct in his white serge and small
pith helmet, passed on his way as oblivious
to the turmoil as a few years before he had
gone about his business through bursting
bombs and scattering machine-gun fire,
Now, as then, it was all a part of the day’s
work.

Opposite the illuminated swimming baths
he paused to roll a cigarette, and, leaning
against the parapet, studied the curious ef-
fect of the flashing bodies weaving and gy-
rating in the brilliant water. This was a fea-
ture which Jerry had opposed as being gar-
ish and inartistic, and as a spectacle it had
always displeased him. There was no lack
of well-shaped forms, but the postures as
they wriggled while thus suspended were
grotesque and reminded him of a live frog
impaled as bait on a bass hook.

He was watching them a bit disgustedly
and wishing that the feature had not become
so popular as to render its suppression diffi-
cult, when a woman in a pale-green evening
gown and wearing a black mask stepped to
the parapet at his side and stood for a mo-
ment beautifully poised, her finger tips on
the coral slabs, looking down at the whirling
figures. The light was brilliant, and Jerry
glancing at her casually was struck by the
beautiful modeling of her neck and shoul-
ders. One hand was raised to the tulle at
her bosom, the other barely touching the
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parapet. She reminded him of the portrait
of Princess Louise coming down the stair-
way.
She stood thus for a moment, then turned
slowly to him, and he could feel the intensely
examining scrutiny through the narrow eye-
lets of the mask. The eyes within looked
black, in which case the wonderful chevelure
must be either false or dyed. He decided
that it was dyed. An actress, probably,
thought Jerry, and possibly having recog-
nized him desired him to speak. He flicked
away his cigarette.

“Odd sight, isn’t it?” said he, in his easy,
informal manner. “Fun to do, I suppose,
but disagreeable to watch.”

“Then why do you watch it?” she asked,
not unpleasantly, but as if curious, and her
husky voice gave Jerry a peculiar shock.

“As a sculptor it is interesting to see what
postures to avoid,” he answered. “An in-
different swimmer strikes such distorted
ones. One doesn’t realize it in the water,
but this light is merciless. Nothing pretty
about it, do you think?”

“No, it’s not pretty,” she agreed. “They
remind me of microbes in a Urop of culture
as one sees them through the microscope
with a reflected light.”

She turned slowly to resume her inspec-
tion of the swimmers, and at that moment
Jerry recognized her as Ruth. Something in
the slow, graceful movement, the curve of
the beautiful neck and its set upon the
splendid shoulders, the contour of the wrist
betrayed her. Perhaps it was something
deeper than this; some sixth sense or tele-
pathic current. Whatever it was, there could
be no doubt.

And yet of all the people in the world she
was the very last he would have thought
possible to find there. And she was alone,
in daring décolleté, while the vivid light re-
vealed the smear of rouge on her lips and the
penciling applied to her eyebrows with an
unaccustomed hand.

Jerry leaned against the parapet in a silent
struggle for self-possession. Nothing in
peace or war had ever so staggered him.
Ruth in Utopia, on the Bund alone at such
an hour and in such a crowd, masked,
rouged, bare of throat and arms—what prod-
igy had happened? What catastrophe oc-
curred? He grew suddenly cold, then pulled
himself together, and to hide his agitation
started to roll another cigarette with fingers
which trembled.

4B P

While doing so he stole a look at her. She
was staring down at the swimmers as though
fascinated by them. Of course, she had rec-
ognized him, but, trusting to her mask and
altered voice, had been unable to resist the
temptation of a few words."' She knew that
his mind could never grasp the possibility
of her being there. Could she possibly have
suffered some inconceivable moral debacle,
the result of a nature too rigidly suppressed?
Such things had happened to other women,
and he had always felt that Ruth was tem-
peramental in her depths. He drew a deep,
silent breath, placed the cigarette between
his lips and lighted it. Ruth was still staring
at the swimmers. In the struggle for her
own composure she had not perceived his
own.

When she looked up Jerry was master of
his shocked emotions. “You seem to find
it amusing, yourself,” said he, in a normal
voice.

“I find it all amusing,” she answered.
“That and a good deal more. This is my
first visit, but I think that I shall come
here often. It seems to satisfy a long-filled
want. Besides, it does not matter any
longer what I do.”

Jerry felt as if a long, sharp icicle had
been run through his heart. “Why not, if
I may ask?” he managed to say.

Ruth gave a hard little laugh. ‘“Because
I am a failure,” she answered. “This is a
good place to forget one’s failing, as long as
it is not pecuniary, and that is not my trou-
ble.” She turned her face to his, and as
she faced the glare he saw her pupils con-
tract. “You say you are a sculptor? I
suppose you have come here to study some
of these wonderful works of art.”

“No,” Jerry answered, his heart like a
stone, “I came to create. I am one of the

regular staff of artists here. I did the
Nereids’ Grotto.”
“Really?” she exclaimed. ‘“Then you

must be O’Connor. I have seen the grotto.
It is a masterpiece. You must have had a
charming model for your pretty nymphs.”

“I had,” Jerry answered, “but I did not
find it out until after I had finished them.”

“That she was so charming?”

“No,” he answered sternly, “that I had
any model at all. I thought that I had mod-
eled them from——"

“Memory?”

“No. Imagination.”

“I doubt if there is any such thing,” said
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Ruth, “It is all memory, I think, either of
something in this life or a previous existence.
I seem to remember all of this ” she
waved her arm in a graceful, encompassing
gesture. “Perhaps I was a dancer of Baby-
lon. But it was necessary to come here to
imagine—I mean remember such a thing.
Dancing disgusted me before my failure,
But I should like to dance here—and now.”
The brilliant eyes flashed at him from be-
hind the mask. “Will you dance with me?”
she asked.

“If you wish,” Jerry answered heavily,
“though I gave up dancing long ago. But
tell me, first, what was the cause of your
failure?”

“Utopia,” she answered. “The promoters
of this place really have a lot to answer
for, haven’t they?” ‘

“No more than the puritanical bigots
whose ‘thou shalt nots’ forced it on the West-
ern world,” retorted Jerry hotly. “Oh,
well, we’re all failures more or less, though
precious few of us admit it as long as our
bank balance shows a credit. I've been a
failure all my life and even in that regard
until quite recently. Come on, let’s dance,
and afterward, if you like, I’ll take you for
a spin on the lake in my speed launch. We
can run to the upper end and take in the
view from the bluffs.”

“How nice,” she murmured, and try as she
did, she could not keep the faint shade of
mockery from her voice. For here was Jerry
who, as Timothy claimed, had never heart
for any woman but herself yielding to the in-
vitation of a masked stranger. “But why
am I so favored?”

“Oh, we failures ought to stick together,”
he answered brusquely, then offered his arm
to lead her to the nearest dance pavilion.

CHAPTER XV.

They were both good dancers, strong and
light upon their feet, and before they had
been two minutes on the gleaming floor Ruth
found her past history weirdly repeating
itself.

In her girlhood it had always exhilarated
her to dance with Jerry, because he was so
strong yet light upon his feet, and their
movements seemed naturally in such perfect
rhythmic accord. At such times her feeling
toward him had been singularly perverse;
antipathy in her head and sympathy as to
her feet. She would have died.before ad-

mitting even to herself that she had not
hated him from the feet up, or that the pres-
sure of his powerful arm and clasp of his
strong hand aroused any other emotion than
a combative one. :

But she admitted it now, even while tell-
ing herself that this hatred and contempt
had increased tenfold with the passing years.
It seemed to her that they had never been
in such close physical codrdination, and that
any but a creature of mud such as he molded
must have felt instinctively her true identity.
Had Ruth been blindfolded and danced with
a dozen different men, including Jerry, she
would have known which was he before the
first ten steps were paced. And here was
her ancient enemy no doubt flattering him-
self that he had made a new and charming
conquest.

Jerry for his part was reflecting what an
animated lump of clay Ruth must take him
for to believe that he had not recognized her
from the first. His first shock past a widen-
ing doubt was wedging in. Your constitu-
tional reformer, he remembered, would go
to any length to gather evidence and impres-
sions, and in many confirmed cases rather
enjoy the justifiable experience. Ruth was
no longer a young girl but a mature and
ripened woman who felt quite capable of
taking care of herself in any situation. Ar-
den had told him of her unremitting efforts
as president of the local purity league. It
was impossible that anything disastrous
could have happened her in her home circle
and in so short a time. He began to think
that he had been a fool. She was a spy.
She had come to Utopia for purposes of
espionage and hostile propaganda. Run-
ning upon himself, it had pleased her to
pay him off for having stolen Arden from
the fold. No doubt her proposed finale
would be to reveal herself and heap him with
ridicule and contempt,

This suspicion became a firm conviction
when presently a tentative pyessure of the
hand brought a quick, reflex return. He
slightly tightened the clasp of his arm and
felt her yield to it. Jerry’s Irish tempera-
ture began to rise, but not entirely from
anger. Even while he felt that she was
mockingly enticing him while scorning him
as of old, it was still maddening to have her
so close. She had always been the one
woman of his dreams. He would have loved
her tenderly as well as passionately if she
had conceded him but just a little, and he
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would have been faithful to her. As it was,
he had never given her up in his heart.

So here were a man and a woman whom
the high gods had fashioned for each other
reluctant to leave each other’s arms and
ready to fly at each other’s throats. No such
stupid tragedy could occur to any other ani-
mal than the human.

They finished dancing and went out on the
Bund again, two people as hostile to each
other as it is possible to imagine. Both were
actuated by the same intention; a final rup-
ture so violent that it would blast to the
very roots all lingering desire for contact
with the other. With Ruth this was more
sweeping, more complete. She wished to
fling the attraction which she now acknowl-
edged this man had always held for her on
the refuse heap with all these other lewd de-
ceptions. This done, she felt that she could
return to her plow with a heart purged of
doubts and dreads.

Jerry’s purpose was a grimmer, harsher
one. He had always accepted the fact that
Ruth was a noncompromising pharisee of
limited understanding and bigoted beliefs,
but, considering her birth and circumstances,
he had not blamed her for it. But he had
thought her honest, and this trap which she
now seemed setting for him roused his fury
and disgust. Very well, he would walk into
it, and then walk out again emancipated
from all further tantalizing hunger for her.
Thereafter he would be a heart-free, want-
free man.

“Aren’t you thirsty?” he asked abruptly.
“Wouldn’t you like something to drink be-
fore we start on our spin?”

“Yes,” Ruth answered. “I should like
some champagne. That seems to be the nat-
ural fluid here.”

For a moment Jerry was staggered, know-
ing her as he did. The wine was really no
necessity to her heartless plan, he thought.
They seated themselves at a table near the
parapet and he gave the order. Ruth drank
thirstily, like one whose throat is parched
and feverish. Jerry’s own beverage was prin-
cipally cracked ice. *

The character of the night was gradually
growing worse. Maudlin revelers were reel-
ing past in groups and couples, half cos-
tumed, masks awry or torn from flushed or
pallid faces. Many were singing, or trying
to sing in toneless, alcoholic voices. Occa-
sionally a small electric phaéton driven by a
stalwart uniformed black picked its way cau-

tiously through the swaying throng bearing
to hotel or bungalow some unconscious vic-
tim of excess. Here and there loud voices
arose for a moment in wrangling to die
drunkenly away. And high above the great
ensign stood steadily out in the rush of air
not felt beneath, and higher still shone the
low-hung stars against the deep indigo tropic
Sky s :

“This is the time of night that Utopia
becomes a great immoral lesson,” said Jerry,
“but those who understand her purpose bet-
ter are'already in bed. Those who are left
would be fools most anywhere in one way
or another. I'm afraid, though, it’s the very
devil of a place. Shall we go?”

“It is very nice of you to take me,” Ruth
answered. “Are you sure that you do not
mind?”’

“Very. You are sympathetic to me and
I like your fearlessness. If we were really
to know each other we might become exceed-
ingly good pals. This is the first time I have
entertained a lady alone in Utopia, and I
am taking you to one of my favorite soli-
tary haunts. Few people go there, especially
at night. This is a most peculiar place. One
has only to cross the boundary line to step
into primitive savagery. No doubt, at this
very moment, the blacks are holding a voo-
doo dance in some black valley not five miles
from here as their ancestors did in Africa a
thousand years ago.” :

“That could be no worse than this,” said
Ruth.

“Not so bad, as they have eliminated the
human sacrifice. Both are now prohibited
in the States, I believe, so the American
darkies will have to hit on something worse.
Here we are, to the right——"

He placed her in the launch, stepped in
and seated himself on the cushioned chair
beside her, threw in a switch, and they
started off. The swift, gliding motion over
the still, dark depths away from the blazing
tumult of the Bund and toward the shrouded
mysterious gulf ahead seemed to Ruth like
a passage of the Styx. She felt that she had
to pay the ferryman his fee and put behind
her forever the vanities and temptations
which had stormed up suddenly to threaten
her peace. For the first time her experi-

. ment promised success.

The strains of delirious music grew fainter,
the tuneless babel of voices died away. No
other boats were near, for these like moths
fluttered on the arc of the glaring orbit to be
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drawn irresistibly into its vortex. They had
slipped silently into stillness and shadow.
The lake gleamed like an emerald in the
dark, its steep confines looming with a pro-
fundity of texture felt rather than seen. An
odor of exotic vegetation drenched in dew
rested on its surface.

“A different phase of Utopia,” said Jerry.
“Its darker and more dangerous aspect. But
one would scarcely bother to come here if it
weren’t for the other. Do you want to go
on? Do you want to learn it all? Or shall
we turn back?”

Ruth’s eyes glowed at his from behind the
mask. “I want to learn it all.”

“Very well.
You are sure you are not afraid?”

“I shall never be afraid again,” she an-
swered. :

“My compliments. That is one of the
perquisites of failure. There is nothing more
that matters to lose.”

“What do you think that I have lost?”
she asked.

“I don’t know. Whatever it was you held
most dear. It might have been your lover
or it might have been your faith. After
that, there is really no great choice in either.
One is about as good to embrace as another,
don’t you think?”

“Yes,” she answered, “or as bad.”

Presently the opposite shores closed in
and the swift launch skirted precipitous
cliffs, so close that'it seemed unsafe to Ruth
in that plushy darkness. But Jerry, who
had seen the sheet of water raised in level,
knew that there was nothing to fear from
rock or snag. They swerved slightly and
dipped into a deeper recess of which the sides
seemed closing in upon them. For a short
space they sped on like an arrow driven into
a fold of velvet, then the launch slowed, its
humming ceased like an insect as it-alights
and it glided alongside a little jetty of moss-
covered stone.. They stepped out and Jerry
tossed the tiny grapnel to the other side.

“Give me your hand,” he said. “This will
be the blind leading the blind, but I know
the way.”

Ruth obeyed, and together they picked
their steps along the jetty to strike a nar-
row path which immediately pierced the
jungle, an oval tunnel so narrow that a pair
walking side by side brush the dense foliage
with extended hand. Here the darkness was
absolute, heavy, impenetrable, and saturated
with the odor of stephanotis. With an in-

I am an unlicensed guide.'

stinctive motion Ruth pushed her mask up
above her forehead. She had scarcely
counted on this plunge in so dense and aro-
matic a stygian blackness, but she did not
falter. It was for this that she had come.

Jerry passed her arm under his and still
clasping her hand pressed it against his chest.
Ruth could feel the pounding of his heart.
The path wound upward at a steep incline,
but a faint light now filtered through from
overhead, and they were able to follow it.
Neither spoke, and presently both were
breathing rapidly. Jerry stopped but did
not free her hand and Ruth made no effort
to withdraw it.

“A steep climb,” he said, “but it is worth
2

“I wonder if it really is,” she answered.

“I think so. After that quagmire back
there one craves the heights.”

“Low heights, I am afraid,” said Ruth.

“Would you rather go back?” Jerry asked.

“After coming this far? No. Would
you?”
“No. I have always dreamed of visiting

this place with such a companion as you.
Heretofore I have always come alone.”

“Word of honor?”

“Word of honor. And I do not think
that I shall ever visit it with any other
woman. It shall be sacred to the dear un-
known.”

He bowed his head and brushed the back
of her hand with his lips. With a fearful
effort Ruth held herself firm. It was work-
ing out as she had thought.

But it was not working out as Jerry had
thought. Though convinced that it was her
plan to give him line until she judged the
moment come to reveal herself and strike in
the barb, his rush of hot anger had passed.
It was always so with Jerry. He could act
ruthlessly in temper but not in cold blood.
It was one thing to dance with her, to hold
her close in that crowd of frantic revelers,
and another to have her here to himself
alone in this solitary, savage recess. There,
the contact had maddened him. Here it
brought a sudden surge of protective tender-
ness.

And if there was any one quality which
the man possessed himself and honored in
others, it was courage. Bigoted, Ruth might
be, cruel and heartless and uncompromising
she might be, but she was brave. Other-
wise she would not have been there. She
had always thought him rough and lawless;
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she did not know how much more the war
and Utopia might have brutalized him, and
yet she was not afraid. Here she was in
his power, as far removed from any human
aid as though marooned with him upon a
desert island, and at best in no position to
denounce him, yet fearless and undismayed.
He had always admired this trait in her, and
now suddenly he found himself adoring it.
Puritan though she might be, she was his
proper mate. :

Breathing heavily, he led her on and up-
ward and soon they saw ahead a round, star-
flecked patch of sky. On either side the
jungle thinned, then gave way to a grove of
conifers, great pines with plumy tassels, and
the hothouse odors oppressive below were
replaced by the cool, sweet scent of piny
balsam. The carpet under their feet distilled
these aromatic perfumes as they trod it. Out
they came on a fiat shelf of the mountain
when the wonderful panorama burst upon
them suddenly in all the marvelous beauty
of its nocturnal glamour.

Below and beyond stretched the lake in
the chalice of the high hills. A distant glow
as from an active crater marked the dying
pulsations of the Bund, but the fireworks
had ceased and far beyond the mountain-
tops were nebulous in the first faint promise
of the dawn. At this hour and from this spot
the savage majesty of the place came into
its own, dwarfing Utopia in its splendor, piti-
fully soothing it as its hectic fever ebbed.

Ruth stood silently staring out before her.
Jerry, still holding her unresisting hand, was
staring, too. So great was her absorption
in the splendor of the spectacle that she
scarcely seemed to hear him speaking until
startled into amazed attention by the sound
of her own name. He was slightly in ad-
vance of her, sharply out against the paling
sky while she, her cheek almost brushing his
shoulder, stood in the darkness of the pines.

“Oh, Ruth, Ruth,” said he, “why must we
be such bitter enemies!”

Ruth snatched away her hand. “Are you
talking to yourself?” she demanded, and
slipped down her mask. She knew that he
had not looked at her face.

Jerry turned slowly. “No,” he answered,
“to you. And you might as well take off
your mask. The dawn that is coming might
as well try to hide itself from me behind one
of these trees.”

She knew that he had not meant any °

poetic figure of speech. The boyish plaint
in his voice assured its truth.

“But Jerry”—she gasped—“my voice, my
clothes, my being hel:e alone, the way I have
acted——”

“Oh, you've caught a cold, I suppose, or
stramed your voice or somethmg And I
guessed the reason for your being here. You
came to see the thing in all its full horror,
and try to devise some antidote if it were
humanly possible, which it is not. It is too
late.” 3

“You thought that? Immediately?”

“Almost. For a second, though’—his
voice was humbly apologetic—‘my blood
ran cold.”

“You mean it occurred to you that I—
that something terrible had happened me?
And you were not glad?”

“Glad!” He drew a deep breath. “I felt
as I did once when I got a Boche bayonet
through my shoulder and thought that the
next lunge was going through my heart. But
that was only for a moment. As soon as I
got time to think I knew that it could no
more be, than that I could have cried ‘Kam-
erad!’”

“But what did you think? Why did you
dance with me and bring me here and hold
my hand and—and kiss it?”

“I wanted to help you,” he admitted peni-
tently. “Help you get what you came here
for; loathing and disgust of the whole rot-
ten show, and I thought I might as well
throw in myself for good measure. You
seemed to want it. I guessed that it was
your idea to scrap me with the rest and
make the job complete. It seemed to me
that, perhaps, that might be the best thing
for both of us.”

“Why for you?”

“So that for me you would cease to exist.
I thought that I had pretty .well managed
to get you out of my mind. Then the fam-
ily came down here and the old fever started
up again. So I decided to finish it all, you
can guess how. Don’t make any mistake,
Ruth; there was nothing noble and self-
sacrificing about what I meant to do. It
was to bring you here and give you a taste
of the darker side of Utopia; to frighten you
for once in your life, if such a thing were
possible, and at any rate to shock and hor-
rify you.”

Ruth pushed back her mask and stared
intently into his face. “Why didn’t you,
Jerry?”’ she asked.
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“I couldn’t. Back there on the Bund I
might have managed it. But here, alone
with me in this wild place”—he drew his
breath deeply—“I felt for the first time in
my life that I really loved you. I wanted
to spare you all that. Not that I cared
about myself, but for you. Besides, it wasn’t
necessary. You were feeling the reaction of
this thing and didn’t need that as well. Did
you?”

Ruth raised her beautiful bare arms and
pressed her hands against her throbbing tem-
ples: Failure seemed raising its stricken
head. “You—kissed my hand——" she
murmured, fighting hard against the rising
tide that seemed to threaten everything.

“That was a little good-by kiss. I had
made up my mind to tell you everything,
just as I am doing. Of course, there can
never be anything between us. We are like
water and sulphuric acid. But at least we
might part friends. I think that I have
always loved you and that I shall always
love you, but we are in enemy camps. I
am anything but partisan of this one, but
on the other hand I have no sympathy for
yours, It has done incalculable harm.”

He turned and stood for a moment look-
ing toward the other end of the lake, where
sixteen miles away the containing hills were
beginning to lighten. The still water shone
as if from some pale, diaphanous radiance
far beneath their depths. Faint, luminous
waves passed in slow vibration across the
sky, rapidly changing from indigo to ame-
thyst, the stars winked out and disappeared.
Birds were testing their morning notes and
high overhead a flock of flamingoes glowed
like drifting embers, their roseate plumage
reflecting the sun rays soon to bathe the
earth. A little breeze flecked the surface of
the lake and brought with it a freshness
which seemed to wash away the heavy odors
of the night.

Ruth felt her soul expand like the grow-
ing day. She flung down her mask and set
The time for
masks had passed. New impulses tingled
through every cell and fiber. She had never
felt so pulsingly alive. Her dark forebod-
ings seemed to dissipate like the mist
wreathsi on the shores below.

She looked at Jerry’s clean-cut profile
and thought how strong and virile and tem-
pered it had grown. She glanced at the
broad, scarred wrist and hand when it
flashed across her mind that this mutilation

had been suffered in the great struggle
against arbitrary, autocratic rule of which
the motto was: “Our way is right because
it is ours.” Had not that been her own,
though in an opposite extreme?

Jerry turned suddenly and their eyes met.
The swift rising sun shot a bahd of flame to
the zenith and found reflection in their faces.
Ruth smiled.

“Another day, Jerry,” she murmured.

“Ruth, why do you look at me like that?”

She raised her gleaming arms and her
smiling lips quivered. The tears gushed into
her eyes.

“Because I love you, Jerry. Can’t you
see, dear?”’

Her lashes swept down and a tear which
sparkled like a jewel detached itself and fell
upon her bosom. Jerry gathered her in his
crushing arms. Her face turned up to his
with thirsty lips, while her hands caught his
head and strained it even closer in a frenzy
of possession. And when breath was gone
she still clung to him, gasping broken words
of endearment, the thought of which three
days before would have shocked her to the
core.

The world was a rosy, shimmering mist
shot with great tongues of living flame. She
seemed to be flying through an electrified
space with a musical rush of wind and the
substance of myriad cellular explosions,
which brought the slaking of some intense
affinity. Her entity became the sport of
elemental forces each molding it joyously
into something new and complete.

Thus recreated, she presently recovered to
find herself at Jerry’s side and principally
in his arms, sitting on the fallen trunk of a
big pine, her hair tumbled about her shoul-
ders and her breath coming in spasmodic
gasps. With the returning rush of conscious-
ness came the curious sense of a different
personality. It was another Ruth who sat
there on that log staring at Utopia with
misty, uncomprehending eyes.

CHAPTER XVI.

Life in Utopia was beginning to pall on
Mr. O’Connor. There was nothing of the
dolce far miente Southron in this energetic
Irishman. He liked the rigors of a northern
winter climate, the tang of cold air and brisk
exercise.

In Utopia there was little of the soft do-
nothing about his existence, as Jerry had
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found him occupation in the auditing depart--

ment directly under Rosenthal himself, for
which big Mephistophelean Jew he had,
oddly enough, come to conceive a lively
friendship and esteem. But the Utopian
idea had always been distasteful to him, and
as its license steadily increased so did his
discontent at being associated with it.

Timothy and Arden were a source of con-
tinual surprise to him. They were both
acting for Campbell now and with almost
equal success, Timothy’s beautiful, spiritual
face, lean, rangy body and unquestioned,
artistic talent filling a constant demand for
romantic roles, and both photographed to
perfection. At first O’Connor had watched
them narrowly for some symptom of demor-
alization by the life and place, and when
after some months of steady work this failed
to show itself, he was more puzzied than
relieved.

“Bless my soul,” he said one day to Camp-
bell whom he met frequently at the official
club of the Utopians, “if the visitors to this
place only took it as we do, it would be a
most delightful resort.”

“Until it failed for several billion dol-
lars,” Campbell answered. “But it is all up
to the patrons. They have it in their power
to make Utopia any sort of a place they
choose. There is no pressure but their own
inclinations put upon them to misbehave.
Utopia does not maintain a single vicious
person or establishment except the Temple of
Fortune, and people can gamble anywhere.”

“Right you are—and not know it at the
time. I once did that with a velvet business
in northern France. The late Kaiser Wil-
helm II. was the gambler. But ’tis strange
about how some people knowin’ there is mis-
chief afoot cannot rest easy until they are
in it to the ears, while others, though livin’
in its very broth, do not seem conscious it is
there.”

Campbell smiled. “You are thinking of
your son and daughter,” said he.

“Y’ are’a good guesser, Mr. Campbell.
Now there is Arden full of red blood and
the joy o’ life, and Timothy an actor and
the writer of poetry, which between us two
I do not always approve, both of them young
and impressionable, and neither seemingly
aware that their surroundings are morg sin-
ful than Boston Common of a Sunday morn-
ing.”

“They are not, to them,” Campbell an-
swered. “No doubt to Timothy they are

much less dangerous because they are not so
insufferably dull. Nine people out of ten
are driven to cussedness out of sheer bore-
dom. The tenth might have a natural lean-
ing that way. This is a good place for the
vicious tenth to come when it gets away with
them.”

“I believe y’ are a champion of the
scheme! But what d’ ye think will be the
effect of it all month in and month out on
my two chicks?”

“Negative. Just absolutely nene at all.
And the chances are that all this sort of
thing will never make any appeal to them
afterward. Anyhow, you needn’t worry. It
hasn’t hurt them so far, and they will not
be here but three weeks longer if they de-
cide to stick on with me. I’ve decided not to
renew my contract for the exclusive motion-
picture rights, I've licked the cream off
this jug and am going to shift the whole
outfit to Los Angeles. Another year will see
us pouring a couple of million troops into
Mexico, I believe, and I'm already starting
some Mexican stuff to back the prophecy.
Talk about gambles! But I've made my
killing here.”

This was after dinner the night of the
Fourth, and if the honest Irishman could
have seen his daughter at that moment he
would have heartily indorsed the truth of
Campbell’s remarks. For with Utopia a
seething mass of riotous pleasure fanatics
spending their forces on every side with the
lavish extravagance of the volcanic fireworks
in the middle of the lake, Arden alone on the
roof of the little cottage was peacefully darn-
ing her father’s socks.

It is quite true. Arden, the beautiful and
charming moving-picture star, the most
promising of the Campbell débutantes, was
under the roof awning busily plying her
needle by the brilliant glare of Utopia at
nearly midnight of the glorious Fourth. She
was performing this housewifely task with
pleasure and pride that she darned her fa-
ther’s socks better than anybody else who
had ever performed the service.

Aside from the patriotic significance of the
féte, the O’Connor family scarcely were con-
scious of it. After dinner Mr. O’Connor had
gone as usual to the club for a game of bil-
liards, his usual custom. Jerry was attend-
ing his meeting, and had said that if kept
late he might sleep in the studio, while Tim-
othy had been invited to dine informally at’
the executive mansion of the poet-president
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of Haiti, Doctor Acajou, who had shown an
interest in the boy’s literary and dramatic
efforts. Arden having had a long siesta on
this holiday was not sleepy and had turned
her attention to her father’s wardrobe.

She had about finished her filial duty,
and, though not at all sleepy, was thinking
of bed when she heard the hum of an electric
launch which appeared to stop under the
porte cochére, or, to be more accurate, the
porte aquatique which overhung the lake.
Thinking that it was Jerry who had decided
to return, she laid down her work, and, walk-
ing to the parapet, looked over. A long, slim
electric speed launch was reversing its motor
as it came to a stop and a man in white
was standing ready to step out.

“Is that you, Jerry?” Arden called.

“No,” came the answer in a familiar
voice. “It’s I—Dacre.”

“What do you want, Fitz?’’ ‘Arden asked.
“T am just going to bed.”

“No rest for the weary,” answered Dacre’s
cheerful voice. “Campbell has sent me to
fetch you. He’s been looking over the orgies
on the Bund and says it’s the maddest jum-
ble yet, and as the air has cleared he’s going
to shoot a few furlongs of film for the
Deliria play. Same we did a‘ couple of weeks
ago at the last shindy. He wants you to
slip on the most décolleté gown you 've got
and come right over.”

“Bother,” said Arden.
be down in a few minutes.”

She hurried to her room and took off her
simple muslin dress, then spent a few min-
utes at her make-up. Her hair did not mat-
ter much, as it was naturally wavy, and
in this picture tumbled and disordered. She
selected the same gown she had worn be-
fore; an azalea-colored chiffon which repro-
duced well by Campbell’s chromatic process,
and a mass of ruffles to give it a billowy ef-
fect. It was daringly décolleté for a girl
of her proportions, and Arden had_ been
dreading its effect on her father and Jerry
when they should see the picture, the more
so as in this particular scene she was tossed
about a good deal by the athletic Dacre.

It did not take her long to get ready, the
wild romping of the scene making all nicety
of detail superfluous, and twisting a tulle
veil about her head to keep her artfully
disordered hair from tumbling on her shoul-
ders until the time came, she went down and
got into the launch. They shoved off and
headed for the blazing maelstrom opposite,

“Very well, T’ll :

meant.

Arden steering while Dacre hghted a ciga-
rette.

“Thank the Lord, we’re nearly through
with this inferno,” said he. ‘“Never thought
I could get fed up on joy wild and unre-
fined, but I am. Aren’t you?”

“It really doesn’t matter much to me,”
Arden answered. “That part of Utopia
never interested me in the Jeast. The only
times I've seen anything of it have been
when we were making a picture, and then
I’ve been too busy to notice it.”

Dacre laughed. “What were you doing up
so late?” he asked.

“Darning father’s socks.”

Dacre leaned back and roared. * ’Pon
my word! Darning father’s socks—with
Utopia reeling around you like one of those
giddy pin wheels on that barge! Darning
father’s socks by the light of flaming souls!
You beat the French peasants plowing in-
a rain of shrapnel and dodging duds with the
plowshare. An old Jacques Bonhomme
groused to me one day about being unable to
do a decently straight furrow. But we’re
all getting frightfully pof-au-few in this
screeching monotony! I was washing my
whippet when Campbell rang me up. I
asked if he could muster the-rest of the
crowd, and he said: ‘Yes, they’ve all said
their prayers and gone to bed.’”

“It will be rather nice to have some real
excitement  again,” Arden - observed.
“Bronchos and floods and rock climbing and
things like the Cosmos Company.”

“Rath-er/” Dacre agreed. “For my part,
though, I must say I could do with a good
salmon stream or a big, rangy hunter and a
pack in full cry on a keen morning in No-
vember. I’ll have it one of these days by
grace of the deus ex machina.”

“The what?”

“The god in the picture box. The dear
old cam. - Just as soon as I get all paid
up I mean to chuck this and go back. And
then I shan’t be happy!”

Arden did not answer. She knew what he
A month before he had urged her
in his eager, enthusiastic way to become
Lady Dacre, and had taken her refusal with
no great apparent discouragement nor alter-
ing of their comradely relations.

“You'd be awfully keen about it all, Ar-
den,” he assured her, “and it would suit
your father and Tim to a T. The dad could
shoot and fish and hunt and Tim could perch
out in the park and scribble sonnets ‘and
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madrigals -and things. We’d have old Jerry
over to stick statues all over the shop and
make us a pocket edition Utopia for our
guests to get drunk in. You and I—”

“You would get restless and I would get
fat and stupid,” Arden interrupted. “Merci,
m’sieu, I would as soon think of marrying
a pigeon.”

“éou might do worse, you know,” Dacre
retorted. “Pigeons have the most powerful
homing instincts of anything that flies, bar-
ring only a Boche army air plane.”

“They do too much strutting on the eaves
for my taste, from the mate’s point of view,”
said Arden. “Better take the wheel, my
amorous youth, before I spike one of these
gondolas and spoil the party. Mercy, did
you ever see such a howling mob? They
look like a lot of brilliant bugs.”

“‘Bug’ is a good word, and aptly de-
scribes ’em. This island must jolly well itch,
Makes me think of the trenches. Wonder
the good Lord doesn’t smear ’em with a sort
of divine pommade d’Helmerich. They have
their uses, though. They’ll all be supeing
gratuitously for Campbell in half an hour,
and, thanks to the million and odd different
kinds of lights, they’ll never know it until
some of ’em find themselves kicked out of
their jobs or getting sued for divorce.
There’s Campbell now on the jetty looking
hurried. Fancy we’ve kept ’em waiting, but
father’s socks had got to be darned. You
are a darling, Arden dear. I’ll try not to
leave any black and blue spots on your
pretty arms this time, but then you know
there’s something in that dress besides moon-
beams and gossamer.”

CHAPTER XVII.

After bidding Ruth good night, Ralph
went immediately to bed but not to sleep.
His room was cool, but his brain hot and
feverish, and though he lay for some time
motionless inviting repose, this removed
itself further and further as the minutes
passed. i

What he had seen of Utopia disturbed him
even more than it had his sister, though in
a different way. He recognized in it a monu-
mental evil made possible by the error of too
rigid legislation restricting the liberty of
popular and personal amusement, and the
autocratic suppression of what was classi-
fied as profitless pleasure, and he fully real-
ized the strength of its malignant existence.

Well, here was another great problem

to face, and so far as he could imagine, no
immediate solution for it. Silly, suffering
humanity had always been burdened by dev-~
astating war or profligate peace and prob-
bly always would be until God should have
distilled from its substance such spiritual es-
sence as divine purpose required, placed this
apart and fused the rest.

Ralph did not feel himself under any or-
ders to march against this new and unex-
pected enemy. He had fought to make the
world safe and clean, and others by their
stupid blunder had spoiled the victory. A
preponderance of female theory had ruined
the results of male achievement. If the
women had been content to use their tre-
mendous power in the controlling of minor
social ills instead of trying to exterminate -
them, Utopia would never have come into
existence.

1t seemed now to Ralph that at this mo-
ment every man’s fight against it was for the
protection of his own, and that his individual
own was Arden. His soul grew sick at the
thought of her in the maw of that grinning
monster. If its blandishments affected Ruth
as he had just witnessed what could be the
limit of their influence on Arden who was
naturally pleasure-loving, impulsive, and
with none of Ruth’s rigid principles and
strong self-control. Where was Arden to
look for protection and restraint? Her fa-
ther, an ‘old sportsman, now probably him-
self demoralized, Jerry, a social outlaw, with
the principles of a cave man, and Timothy,
a weird, irresponsible youth, as Ralph es-
teemed him. And her profession one, as he
considered, demoralizing in itself.

It was quiet about the hotel, everybody
having departed for the Bund and its con-
tiguous distractions. But he had left his
blinds open and the vivid illumination from
five miles across the lake increased his nerv-
ous tension and he got up to shut it out.
Then, observing that the light still streamed
from Ruth’s windows, he decided that a lit-
tle talk with her might soothe him, and
crossing the salon between their rooms
knocked at her door. There was no re-
sponse. Ralph rapped again, then entered.
Ruth was not there.

If Ralph had found her lying strangled on
the bed he could scarcely have been more
aghast. His mind leaped at once to a con-
clusion. The unaccustomed wine and spir-
its she had taken had reacted on a mind
shocked from its well-ordered state by the
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scenes which she had witnessed and impelled
her to return to them alone. She had acted
through irrational impulse, the insistent idea
of alienists, Poe’s Imp of the Perverse. That
afternoon she had told him that the place
excited her and begged that she might see it
all, or, rather, pronounced her intention of
doing so. This agitation coming at a mo-
ment when she was nervously tired and
mentally discouraged, and fomented by the
unprecedented alcohol, had momentarily un-
balanced her.

His eyes fell upon the domino which she
had flung upon the bed. He picked it up
and saw that the mask was gone. Then,
a crumpled scrap of yellow paper caught
his attention. It was a twenty-dollar bill.
Ralph remembered that after leaving the
theater she had expressed a desire to visit
the gambling saloons but that he had firmly
objected. This might have been her motive.
But whatever it might be, she had procured
her money, masked herself and stolen out
to return to the Bund.

The chances of his finding her there
seemed to him about one in a thousand, but
there seemed nothing to do but iry, so he
dressed hurriedly, and, going to the landing,
boarded one of the swift gondolas which
made' the crossing in about twelve minutes,
“double vitesse, double pourboire,” he said
to the black gondolier, as though he were
the driver of a tired Paris cab horse. Per-
haps it may have gained him a minute or
two, but a racing hydroplane would have
seemed sluggish to Ralph in his desperate
anxiety.

“Curse this damnable hell pit!” he
growled, as he stepped out onto the furious
Bund with its whirling throng of fantas-
tically attired men and barely attired women.
He clove through them like a comet, leaving
a wake of mocking and angry cries. En-
tering the vast Temple of Fortune, he found
it filled with devotees, but the crowd was
in no spot dense, the hundred tables afford-
ing room for all. Still, in his frenzy, he was
charging in and out among them with a scant
courtesy, which left a trail of shrill or mut-
tered imprecations when a squarely built
man in immaculate white serge touched his
elbow.

“I must ask you not to be so rough, sir,”

said he politely, and, drawing back his coat,

exhibited the burnished star of authority.
“You are just the man I want,” said

Ralph. “I am looking for my sister and

think she is somewhere in this place. A
hundred dollars for you if you find her in
fifteen minutes.”

“She shall be found in less if she is here,
sir, but we are not allowed to accept gratui-
ties,” answered the man, one of Utopia’s
big battalion of detectives, many of whom
were of the secret international police. “Her
description, if you please, sir.”

Ralph gave it minutely. “Don’t be anx-
ious, sir,” said the agent. “If she is not
in here, I shall send out a general call. If
you will please to wait on the terrace in front
of the southwest corner entrance, I shall re-
port to you there.”

This appearing the wisest and most effec-
tive course, Ralph thanked him and did as
he suggested. There were a number of peo-
ple on the terrace watching the antics of
the revelers which at this part of the Bund
were thickest because of the crashing or-
chestra on a huge stand opposite. No sys-
tem nor order was evident in these gambols,
which seemed a composite mass of human
whirlpools, bare flashing limbs and bodies,
often dripping from recent immersion in the
lake, weaving and spinning in mad, chaotic
confusion. Powerful projectors sprayed
them with multicolored lights, often dazzling
them into violent collisions which were taken
as a feature of the outrageous fun. Many
were in gossamer swimming suits and with
others often costumed would occasionally
engage in some sort of a crazy contest, and,
surging to the low parapet, fling each other
into the lake.

It seemed to Ralph that no phantasma-
goria of drug or fever could ever conceive
the like. It was incredible that these were
cognate humans of his own race; actual
folk at other times, with serious affairs, most
of them Americans. Then as he watched
there entered the more open space imme-
diately below him a more specific cluster
which moved forward gayly, but as though
with some purposeful intent. From their
clothes and general bearing he took them to
be of the gay upper class; some yachting
party perhaps who had come here for an un-
censored spree; the most culpable of all,
to his stern finding.

The women were young, beautiful, and
richly gowned; rather too richly for that
tropic temperature, and held themselves with
a certain elegance. The men also had their
claims to masculine beauty and distinction,
One young fellow with yellow, wavy hair
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and a classic patrician face seemed strangely
familiar to Ralph. And the dark-haired
beauty on his arm—she with the exquisite
throat and shoulders e

A devitalizing flame struck through him.
It was Arden! Arden, the love of whom had
brought him to this anathematized play-
ground of hell! And the man with her was
Lord Dacre, and the rest were no doubt
other players of Campbell’s troupe who had
come in coterie to take part in these abomin-
able frolics. Ralph leaned against the col-
umn sick and stunned. What satanic
glamour invested the place? What dark
powers were walking up and down to snare
the souls of the unwary? Ruth and Arden,
the two young and beautiful women upon
whose inviolate modesty he would a year
ago have staked his soul’s salvation!

Petrified with a sort of fascinated horror,
he watched Arden as the group pushed for-
ward in a sort of definite formation, laughing
and calling to each other gayly. Then of
a sudden one of the many powerful electric
projectors fastened them with its curious,
unearthly light when, as if animated by the
induction of some mysterious and diabolic
force, they were galvanized into sudden ac-
tion, violent and irresistible.

To Ralph it was horrifying, uncanny. It
was not only the swift, startling change from
the semblance of dignity to wild abandon
but its simultaneity. It never occurred to
him that they were acting their roles; that
the peculiar spotlight was their signal to put
in motion gambols carefully rehearsed; that
the unsuspecting patrons of the place were
assisting at the spectacle. The camera was
cunningly concealed in a big bass drum di-
rectly in front of the terrace, and Ralph him-
self was giving an excellent interpretation of
a scandalized spectator of this extravaganza,.

Faster and more furious it grew. This
was the last scene to be “shot,” the climax
of the play where in an excess of drunken
folly the truant girl heroine is flung into the
. lake by her suitor who is under the false
impression that she is a swimming specialist
in a moving-picture troupe. For a while she
is supposedly drowned, et cetera, et cetera.,
ed nauseam et vocem populorum. Ralph,
first horrified then seized by a sudden fit of
fury, would have leaped down from the ter-
race to Arden’s rescue but for the fact that
she was shrieking with laughter and ap-
parently enjoying the tossing about at the
hands of Dacre and the others.

Her profuse black hair had tumbled about
her rosy shoulders in a heavy, wavy mass.
Her chiffon grown was torn down the back,
and as Dacre swung her aloft in his powerful
arms she kicked off one pink satin slipper
which flew high in air to be scrambled for
by the ‘delighted crowd of unwitting supers.
Then, laughing and struggling, she and
Dacre whirled against the parapet in a sort
of impromptu dance when suddenly he
swung her high and over. The shrieking
crowd surged to the spot, and at the same
moment a crisp, military voice said in
Ralph’s ear:

“I have news of the lady, sir.”

CHAPTER XVIII.

Ralph spun about, breathing in gasps, to
find the agent standing stiffly at his shoulder.
Like all of Rosenthal’s military police, the
man was a former noncom of the allied
armies, as was evident from his military
speech and bearing.

Ralph straightened on his feet. He knew
that Arden was a splendid swimmer, and,
besides, he could not have got anywhere near
the spot if he had wished.

“What have you learned?” he asked.

“She was seen on the Bund about twenty
minutes ago with a gentleman who is here
a great deal and known to be of good char-
acter. They got into a launch at the land-
ing and put off heading straight up the lake.
That is the last we have seen of her, sir.”

“Who was this man?” Ralph asked.

“T am not permitted to say, sir.”

“You are quite sure of the lady’s iden-
tity?”

“The description tallies exactly, sir.
About five feet nine in height, full but well-
proportioned figure, with small waist, very
fair blonde, stylish low-cut dress of pale
green with stockings and slippers to match,
pearl necklace, small platinum wrist watch
set in diamonds on black velvet ribbon, black
velvet mask. Each of these details was
verified, sir, by the agent on duty near the
landing.” '

“You appear to have a vigilant police sys-
tem,” said Ralph.

“Guests wearing evidently valuable jewels
are closely watched, sir, and we are always
on the lookout for crooks. There is no dan-
ger in that respect about the gentleman the
lady was with. He is an American of A-1
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reputation; the lady being who she is, is no
* doubt a previous acquaintance.”

“Is there any way in which I could be
informed of his identity?”’ Ralph asked. “I
am Colonel Ralph Putney, of Boston, and
the lady is my sister. It is impossible that
she could have gone on the lake with a
stranger.”

“The inquiry has been reported at head-
quarters, sir,” said the agent. “The officer
on duty now is Captain Scott. He might
consent to give you the information.”

Ralph thanked him and stepped into one
of the small electric vehicles which presently
deposited him in front of a one-storied,
many-columned building, the ground plan of
which was a five-pointed star. A sergeant-
at-arms on guard took in his name and er-
rand, and a moment later he was ushered
into an office where an officer of military ap-
pearance was sitting at a desk. Ralph
briefly stated his case, and the police cap-
- tain, evidently an Englishman, nodded.

“Have you and Miss Putney any mu-
tual friend employed here by the manage-
ment, colonel?” he asked pleasantly.

“Yes,” Ralph answered. ‘“Gerald O’Con-
nor, the sculptor, is an old family friend.”

“That is the man,” said the captain.
~ “They probably met on the Bund when he
was on his way home from a building direc-
tors’ meeting, and he has probably taken
her for a spin on the lake. You may set
your mind at rest. The chances are that you
will find her safely in her rooms at the
hotel when you return. Our fair guests have
a little penchant toward giving their chap-
erons the slip. We try to keep our eye on
them as best we can, and I must say it takes
a bit of doing.”

Ralph was infinitely relieved. “I’m sure
I don’t know what possessed my sister to
do such a thing,” said he. “I brought her
down here to bring one of her girl friends
back to the fold; O’Connor’s sister, by the
way, who has been playing with the Camp-
bell Company. But I am afraid the errand
is a futile one. I saw Miss O’Connor on the
Bund to-night with others of the troupe, and
she was not behaving as though she hated the
place.”

Captain Scott leaned forward. “What?”
he cried. “Oh, I say, colonel, you must have
been mistaken. Arden O’Connor is the spirit
and essence of all domestic virtues. She
never goes on the Bund.”

“She was on it to-night,” said Ralph
curtly, “until that young cub, Lord Dacre,
threw her off it into the lake.” ;

The captain flung himself back in his
wicker chair and roared. Then, catching
sight of Ralph’s rigid face, he checked his
mirth with difficulty. “My word, colonel,”
said he, “but you have had a pleasant eve-
ning of it. That was all film stuff—camera
business. = Campbell’s contract expires
shortly, and he’s evidently trying to cram
all he can into the time that’s left. This
is rather an uncommonly hectic night and,
no doubt, he wanted the mob and the light,
so he routed out his gang and put them
through their stunts.”

Ralph stared at him, amazed. “Good
Lord!” he gasped, “I never thought of that.
Now you’ve told me, I remember there was
an intense, peculiar light thrown on the
party. All the same, though, it was pretty
stiff.”

The captain nodded. “It’s all pretty stiff
down here,” said he.

“ ¢Stiff’ is scarcely the word. What do
you think of it, yourself, though considering
your,position I suppose I ought not ask you
that.” g

“Why not? Police work is a world-wide
service. We’ve collared more than one big
criminal here. Frankly, I think it’s hell.
The worst kind of a rosy, perfumed hell.
This island ought to be submarined or mined
by a volcano like Atlantis. But it’s all you
Yankees’ fault. You made it a possibility
with your young girls’ seminary rules and
regulations. We managed it better in Eng-
land, if I do say it myself. Once peace
was signed, we promptly eased the lid in-
stead of screwing it down tighter. You peo-
ple did the latter, and this is the result.”

Ralph sighed. “I guess you’re right,” said
he. “Well, thank you, captain, and my com-
pliments on your system. It’s the only thing
I’ve seen here to admire.”

They parted with mutual esteem, for
Ralph was himself the type of man whom
the efficient officer himself admired. Ralph
would have liked to prolong his call and
went out rather wistfully, police headquar-
ters with its military atmosphere being the
only spot he had found in Utopia where the
atmosphere was in any way congenial. But
once outside the clean-cut military environ-
ment so dear to-his soldier nature, he became
intensely worried again.

Ruth might be quite safe with Jerry, he
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reflected, and then again she might not. She
had been in a disorganized state of mind, and
he had always considered Jerry a sort of
moral anarchist. He had never respected
authority in any form, Ralph remembered,
and, no doubt, there must have been some-
thing wrong with his war record or he would
have come out of it with more rank. He
was probably one of those brilliant dare-
devils who is promoted after every battle
and reduced a week later in the camp. The
sort of man to whom Napoleon is reported
to have said: “For your valor and success
in saving the day you shall receive the cross
and the rank of general, and for. your dis-
obedience of orders you shall be shot at
sunrise.”

Such a cavalier was not the sort for a
woman of Ruth’s temperament and present
mood in Utopia at two of the morning after
a carnival night.  For all of Jerry’s early
wildness, Ralph had never heard of his be-
ing guilty of a low or dishonorable-act, but
" there was no telling what recent associa-
tions might have done to a character of no
fixed principles. Captain Scott would natu-
rally stand up for him as a friend and fel-
low Utopian. Thinking the situation over,
it seemed to Ralph that the danger instead
of being removed was merely specified.

Still, it might be as the officer had said,
and, there being nothing else to do, Ralph
drove to the nearest landing and took a
gondola for the hotel, where on going to his
sister’s room he found it as he had left.
Ralph was nearly demented. The thought
of Ruth straying about Utopia with Jerry
at that hour was insupportable. It was
equally excruciating to sit there impotently
and wait for her return. Action, even though
futile, was imperative to his state of nerves,
so he went out again and instructed a gon-
dolier to scout back and forth across the
lake working up to its western end and pass-
ing close to any launches which might fall
within their scope. This plan did not prom-
ise much result, for, although most of the
traffic was between the Bund and the Cote
d’Azur, where the hotels were situated, there
were scores of craft flitting variously about
with guests endeavoring to blow away the
fumes of dissipation in the fresh morning
air. But Ralph, while realizing that this
course might prolong his suspense, found it
preferable to the nervous tension of waiting
in kis rooms.

The dawn came before long, but its beau-

ties were lost on Ralph. No delicate vibra-
tions of changing color stirred his ®sthetic
sense. He savagely bit off the end of a
cigar and spat it into the lake, cursing that
limpid medium and its containing country,
But he persisted in his fruitless quest, grimly
reflecting that Ruth herself might do a
little worrying on her return. It was broad
day when he reached his final objective point
where he told his gondolier to go back to the
hotel.

“If she’s not back now,” said Ralph to
himself as he made for his rooms, “I shall
go to police headquarters again and send
out a general alarm.”

He entered his room, then passed through
the suite to Ruth’s, where he halted with a
gasp of dismay. Ruth was not there. But
she had been, and very recently. Her dis-
carded finery was flung across the divan
and her jewels were strewn upon the dress-
ing table, she having in her haste apparently
forgotten to lock them up. Scattered bits of
wearing apparel had been picked up and dis-
carded in her choice of costume and her
fitted traveling bag was gone.

It had happened to Ralph to run point-
blank upon a hidden enemy machine gun,
but such a slight surprise was pleasant com-
pared to this. There burst from his lips a
crashing objurgation which invoked Divine
chastisement on Utopia, its works and opera-
tives. Then, his horrified eyes were caught
by an envelope pinned against the back of
the door. He ripped it open and read the
following:

BrorHER DEeaResT: Forgive me what 1 am
doing, as my only possible fault is precxpltancy,
perhaps selfishness, but I hope not. It is better
this way for everybody, and will spare no end
of bother and argument.

I could not sleep and wanted to see it all, so I
went out again and entirely by chance met Jerry.
Now I find that I have always loved him with-
out knowing it, and he has always loved me
tenderly and truly. He is another Jerry than
the boy you may remember.- He is a great big-
splendid man, and I adore him

We are leaving to be married in a cleaner
place than this. Jerry has secured a racing
plane with a skilled military pilot, and we shall
soon be far from Utopia, though not so very
far in time. This seems to me to be the best.
No tears and angry arguments, no protests and
imploring supplications, none of the fuss and
smug conventional indecency of a customary
wedding.

My theories were all wrong, but my heart
was right, and I am radiantly happy. So for-
give me, brother dear, and don’t be cross to us
when we return, which may be to-morrow. Lov-
ingly, Rurs.
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CHAPTER XIX.

Arden slept late the morning of the fifth,
Campbell having granted a holiday in con-
sideration of their interrupted repose. He
husbanded the forces and dictated the
régime of his players as might the coach
of an athletic team.

Timothy also was restoring his intellectual
forces from an exciting evening spent in the
discussion of lyric verse with the celebrated
poet president of Haiti. He had read sev-
eral of his latest poems to Doctor Acajou
and been delighted by the commendation of
that acknowledged master.

He and Arden lunched quietly together,
Timothy telling her enthusiastically of his
evening and a partly formed resolve to give
up picture playing and devote himself en-
tirely to literature. He had not confined
his efforts to poetry, and some recent short
stories had mét with most encouraging suc-
cess. Campbell also had accepted two of his
scenarios and suggested that he should avail
himself of his practical apprenticeship to
concentrate on screen play writing.

“Oh, dear,” sighed Arden, who loved her
household gods, “since we have got to be
scattered, I almost wish that I had married
Ralph.”

“Plenty of time yet,” said Timothy.

' “Why not whistle him back? He’d come.
Men like Ralph don’t change.”

Arden looked rather pensive. “Perhaps
not in heart,” said she, “but they do in
mind. Ralph’s mind rules his heart.” She
laughed a little tremulously and with no
accent of mirth. “Can you imagine Ralph
marrying a picture-play actress who had
made her début in Utopia?”

“Yes,” Timothy answered, “I can. That
is precisely the sort of marriage that the
Ralphs of this world desire and ought to
make. They would get lopsided if they mar-
ried their own strait-laced sort—and their
children would be natural-born corespond-
ents.” He dipped into his avocado mayon-
naise. “I can also imagine Jerry marrying
Ruth,” said he. “In fact, I count on it.”

“Well, you have lost your bet,” Arden
answered. “You told her that she would be
here within six months, and it is that to-
day.”

“Perhaps she is here,” said Timothy, not
looking up from his succulent alligator
pear. “Ralph is.”

“What!”

“It is true. I saw him last night, or,
rather, this morning & jeun, holding up a
column on the terrace of the Fools’ Para-
dise watching Dacre waving you like a signal
of distress. He looked upset. When you
scaled off into the lake I thought he was
going to jump over the railing and make a
mess, but just then Sergeant Kenny came
up and distracted him,”

Arden stared at him with a face which
had suddenly lost its fresh color. “Oh, Tim
—are you sure?”’

“Positive.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Didn’t Want to disturb your slumbers.
What do you care? We’re about to break
up here. You’re going to California and
father’s going to France and I may go to
Harvard and take a special course in litera-
ture.” His deep-set eyes twinkled at the
corners. “If he is here for another try, you
might as well take him on, Arden. You
really ought to marry somebody before it is
too late. Don’t take chances like Ruth.
First thing you know you’ll be getting fat.”

Arden was not listening. At Timothy’s
drawling announcement she felt as though
Utopia had suddenly gained something to
make it strong and clean; a presence; a
stern master soul; a rush of crisp, cold in-
vigorating air against its tropic fetor.

“Why do you think he came?” she asked,
a little breathlessly.

“Well, I don’t believe it was to drink or
flirt or gamble. He probably came to look
you over, and, if so, he had a jolly good
chance. He got a sort of shooting-star ef-
fect—""

“Tim, don’t!” Arden’s face was crim-
son and distressed. “What must he have
thought! Not even that horrid, sophisti-
cated crowd guessed that we were making a
picture. Could he have believed I was do-
ing it for fun?”

“No compliment to your art if he thought
you were getting mauled like that for
money.” His voice mimicked Campbell’s
dry, cutting rehearsal diction with its hint
of involuntary mockery when directing
something he disliked solely for its popular
value. “Interpret joy, not fear, Miss O’Con-
nor. Lord Dacre is strong and willin’. If
you fall, you will be covered with glory and
insurance. More glad abandon, please.
Never mind the gown. Remember you are

having a ripping time. Get set for the giant
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swing, Dacre.
again——"

“How terrible!” breathed Arden. “Do
you suppose that Ruth saw it?”” She clasped
her hands with all the anguish of a chorus
débutante in tights playing for the first time
in her native town. “Was I very dread-
ful, Tim?”

“Wait till you see the picture. To use
a poetic term, the enjambment was pro-
nounced as you went over the parapet. The
adjective was noticeable when the substan-
tive was suppressed. I did not see Ruth.
Perhaps she had been struck by the resem-
blance of Jerry’s nereids to herself and stolen
over to the grotto with her little hatchet.”

“Oh, dear,” cried Arden, really distressed.
“Ruth is quite capable of coming down here
to study out some plan of attack on this
place.”

H’up she goes and h'over

“A popular pastime of the restless re-

former. Let us hope that Scott may catch
her at it.”

The color flooded Arden’s face at men-
tion of this efficient officer whom she had
several times met and whose admiration for
her was unconcealed. Arden liked him be-
cause he was all soldier, like Ralph. But
unlike Ralph, he had a decided gleam of mis-
chief in his eye which she did not entirely
approve. A good many very attractive men
had made tentative approaches to her in the

past six months, but all had left her un- .

moved. There was scarcely any of the flirt
in Arden, not enough, Campbell thought re-
gretfully, for perfect artistic success.

‘“Are you still in love with Ralph?” Tim-
othy asked with unhabitual bluntness.

“I—no, I—I don’t think so, Tim. I
doubt if I was ever really in love with him,
but I have thought of him a good deal re-
cently. Perhaps it is because I am rather
tired of this place—and he is so unlike
everything here. I think he is the cleanest-
hearted man I ever knew. I always thought
he would be quite perfect if he weren’t so
strict about some things. It was as if life
was a big court-martial and he the presid-
ing officer.”

“He’d have given it a fair finding,” said
Timothy, “and that’s more than can be said
for Ruth.

“Yes, Ralph is fair. I’'m afraid I wasn’t.
There’s not a stingy cell in Ralph’s make-
up, but neither is there an inconsistent one,
and it really wouldn’t have been consistent
to invest a quarter of a million for the benefit

of his relatives’ heirs. I see things differ-
enltfl),r’ since I've become a money maker my-
self. :

“No,” Timothy agreed, “you really can’t
blame him for that, though you can for his
way of putting it.”

“I'm not so sure, Tim, It was honest
and straightforward, and rather an unde-
served compliment to the common sense he
gave me credit for. Not a man I know
would have put himself in such an unbe-
coming light.”

“He’d have been too clever.”

“Precisely. Ralph isn’t clever. He
doesn’t need to be, with his force and mind.
A clever man would have told me that he
had about decided to put his money in that
new company and advance what father
needed for living expenses against his in-
terest, so that there was no longer any rea-
son why we should not get married, and
then if I had refused he could have changed
his mind. Such a thing would never have
occurred to Ralph, any more than it would
to suggest that we all make our home to-
gether, and then after we were married have
managed to alter the arrangement in one
way or another,” :

Timothy nodded gravely, but his eyes
twinkled more than ever at the corners.
They left the table and went out on the
veranda, where Arden picked up her mend-
ing. She loved to mend for these three male
children of hers. At present she was en-
gaged in changing the frayed cuffs of Jerry’s
shirts for new ones. Theading her needle,
she returned to the interesting topic. :

“It must be nice for a woman to feel her
husband cannot change,” said she musingly.
“So unlike Utopia and our picture plays.
There men are such roosters; always crow-
ing and flapping and sidling around and al-
ways on the lookout for a new hen. Ralph
is like an eagle with his fierce set face and
bleak, steady eyes, and an eagle never mates
but once, and with all of his haughtiness
not too proud to keep the eggs warm while
his wife stretches her wings.”

“He looked as if he were going to peck
somebody on the head last night,” said Tim-
othy. “Hadn’t-a plump argus-pheasant like
you better hunt cover while he is here?”

Arden shook her dark head. “He is not
hovering over me,” she answered, “or he
would have swooped immediately. He is
here to chaperon Ruth. She insisted on
coming, so he had to come, too. Poor Ralph,
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how he must loathe it all. Do you know,
Tim, he has always reminded me of an
early Christian knight. Not a Galahad or
Percival exactly, but rather a Crusader, who
denied himself what most men want and
took it out on the Saracens.”

“He can’t be any great shakes as a lover,”
Timothy ventured.

Arden flushed. “Men like Ralph——”
she began impulsively, then checked herself,
leaning over to bite her thread.

“Do their love-making after carrying their
brides across their thresholds,” Timothy
finished. “I imagine you are a bit that way
yourself, young lady.”

“Now Ruth " she looked up and knit
her brows perplexedly, “I wonder what Ruth
would do if a man kissed her, Tim?”

“If it were the wrong man,” said Timo-
thy, “she would kill him on the spot. If
he were the right man, it might take a little
longer——"’ He glanced over his shoulder.
“What is it, Jessamine?” he asked in creole.

The sable sylph handed him a yellow en-
velope. Timothy glanced at the address,
then tore it open. Arden, watching him with
curiosity, could not tell whether the news
was good or bad. His lean face turned very
white, but his big, shadowy eyes glowed
strangely. He swallowed once or twice, then
began to laugh, at first with coughing barks,
then more strongly and evenly and with in-
creasing repetition of sound like one of the
old-fashioned gasoline motors getting into
its swing. :

“For heaven’s sake, what is it?”’ Arden
demanded.

Timothy’s cachinnations ceased as if some-
body had turned off a switch. He stared
at her owlishly. “Listen,” he said. “A
wireless from Jerry.

“San Juan, Porto Rico. 12 m. July 5. Ruth
and I just married. If Ralph calls, render all
aid, comfort, and condolence. Returning with
wife to-morrow afternoon. Best love to all
from Ruth and me. JERRY.”

CHAPTER XX.

Ralph was a soldier and accustomed to
shocks. Moreover, he was possessed of a
certain grim, battlefield sense of humor, so
after the first stunning jar of Ruth’s burst-
ing bomb had passed, he pulled himself to-
gether, reread her letter with a dry grin for
his own merry night’s entertainment, and
proceeded to undress.

At any rate, he was relieved of further
anxiety and responsibility, and after all,

more tragic mishaps than matrimony might
happen in Utopia. Perhaps it was all kis-
met and would have happened anyhow.
Those rough, reckless, happy-go-lucky, and
devil-may-care chaps seemed often to have
a fatal fascination for hyperrefined and self-
sufficient women. Ralph’s conception of Ruth
was that of a sort of militant angel, sex-
less like its species, but with feminine traits.

In powerful contrast, as he thought, was
Arden, and his mind being now relieved from
duty as sentinel over Ruth was assigned to
Arden’s precarious position. Theoretically,
his last dissolving view of Arden followed
by Ruth’s coup de théatre might have been
expected to rouse Ralph in bitterest censure
of the O’Connor family, but actually it did
nothing of the sort. He was a fair-minded
man and acknowledged that he and his sister
had played the aggressive part. ' The O’Con-
nors had been forced to earn their living
according to their takents and opportunities
and had asked no social or other support
of their old friends.

He and Ruth had gone deliberately to
Utopia to interfere in their affairs, and here
was the result. Ruth had literally flown
with Jerry, and here was he forced to admit
himself more desirous to marry Arden than
he had ever been before. He had not taken
‘her refusal as final, but even had he done
so, the last year had proved to him that-she
was his vital necessity. He took no further
interest in work or play. Life had become
a mere mechanical routine. The society of
other women annoyed him and the sight of
happy family units filled him with lugubri-
ous envy. His wealth was a nuisance and
a mockery. Ralph was a natural husband
and father, a hater of clubs and bachelor
forgatherings, and though, liked and re-
spected by other men, cared for their con-
tact only in some form of strife: war, busi-
ness, or politics.

And now two other powerful and hitherto
superfluous emotions were added to increase
his want of Arden: jealousy and protection.
It had driven him nearly frantic to see her
in the clasp of another man, if only for a
silly theatrical role. It aroused the savage
instincts of the battlefield, not long quies-
cent. The war had left thousands of men
like this, easily roused to sudden and ruth-
less violence, especially those whose lives
were dull or womanless. Fortunately, there
were but few of the latter.

Even stronger than Ralph’s pardonable
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jealousy was his intense desire to take Ar-
den from a professional life so unsuited to
her station. He knew her nature pretty
well and did not believe that she really cared
for it. The difficulty was less here than
in how much she might still care for him-
self, and this being a totally unknown quan-
tity, Ralph with his characteristic common
sense did not try to ponder it, but went to
bed and to sleep in the early sunshine of a
very quiet Utopian morning.

He awoke at noon refreshed and ready
for action. While taking déjeuner on the
terrace a small black page who appeared to
be mostly teeth brought him the radio which
he had been expecting. This read simply:

. Jerry and I married in San Juan this morn-
ing. Returning to-morrow afternoon. Dearest
love. Rura.

Ralph finished his breakfast and going to
the office sent in answer:

Love and all best wishes for your happiness.
Shall not scold. RaveH.

He could not quite bring himself to offer
congratulations. He would have to talk to
Jerry first.

And now for Arden. Having learned at
the desk where the O’Connors’ little villa
was located, he stepped into a car and
quickly reached the house, where, as he
rolled up the shell drive, he discovered Ar-
den leaning over the railing in conversation
with Timothy, who was apparently about
to leave in a launch. They saw him at the
same time, when Arden came swiftly through
a sort of peristyle to greet him while Timo-
thy proceeded to attach his boat.

Arden, flushed and smiling, albeit look-
ing rather scared, gave him both hands as
he stepped out of the car with a curt “at-
tendez” to the driver. One might have
thought from her manner that they had
parted uneventfully the night before.

“Oh, Ralph!” she exclaimed. “Have you
heard?” :

“Yes, Arden,” he answered, pressing her
hands and letting them fall. “I found a
note from Ruth at the hotel after combing

the place for her all night with the aid of.

the police, and a few minutes ago I got a
radio.” >

“What do you think of them? Aren’t you
terribly upset?”

“Oh, no. They are both grown up. It
was a bit precipitate, but as Ruth says, it
saves a lot of bother.” He glanced over her

sBp

lake and they seated themselves.

shoulder. “Hello, Tim. You're looking very
fit. Must have gained twenty pounds.: Uto-
pia seems to agree with you and Arden.
How is your father?”

“All right now, I imagine,” answered Tim-
othy, shaking hands, “but he is apt to have
a stroke in about half an hour. I am just
going over to break the news. You en-
courage me, Ralph. I’ll be off if you’ll ex-
cuse me, and get my. nervous mission over
with.”

Arden led Ralph to the veranda over the
Ralph’s
absolute lack of agitation acted as a grate-
ful sedative to her own tingling nerves.

“Now tell me what you really think,” said
she. “Are you very much cut up?”

“I’'m not cut up at all. I think they
showed a lot of sense and avoided no end
of nuisance and publicity. When the mar-
riage notice appears to-morrow in the Bos-
ton papers, it will be thought that it was
all prearranged and that she slipped quietly
off to San Juan to meet Jerry there and
be married.”

Arden clasped her hands. “You are won-
derful, Ralph. So kind and thoughtful and
sure. You manage things so perfectly.”

“Not my own,” he answered, “nor yours.”

“Do you think so, Ralph?” Her long
lashes swept down to hide the light in her
gray eyes. “I am not so sure. If you had
asked me to marry you in an emotional,
loverlike way, I would have consented, and
then you would never have learned what a
different girl I was from what you thought.”

“How, different?” Ralph asked. “I
haven’t learned it yet. I always knew that
you loved gayety and excitement, and it is
no surprise to find that you have a lot of
artistic talent. It’s in your family. You
are just the same as you were before, ex-
cept you have probably gained in experi-
ence.”

Arden could scarcely believe her ears.
Either Ralph could not have recognized her
on the Bund, or else his whole viewpoint had
done a volte face. This last she could not
and did not wish to believe.

“That is true,” she said, “but lots of peo-
ple would not believe it.”

“Especially anybody that had happened
to see you on the Bund about one o’clock
this morning.”

Arden leaned forward, hands so tightly
clasped that her finger nails whitened. She
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felt that this was to be the critical moment
between them. “You saw me?” she asked.

((Yes'”

“What did you think?”

“I thought that you had got mixed up with
a bad crowd and lost your head for the
moment. It was awful. I cursed Jerry
for bringing you here and myself for ever
having left you. I was nearly crazy and
would have made a fool of myself if I could
have got to you. Of course I knew that
you were in no actual physical danger, but
I wanted to slaughter Dacre.”

“What did you do?” Arden murmured,
her eyes on the grass mat under her feet.

“Nothing. There was no time. They
would have had you out and on your way
before I could have got a quarter way
through that howling mob. Just then a de-
tective came to tell me that he had got news
of Ruth. He knew the man she had been
seen with, but was not allowed to give me
his name, so I went to headquarters to find
out. There, Captain Scott told me that she
had gone on the lake with Jerry. I men-
tioned having just seen you tossed into the
lake by a drunken fool of the Campbell
Company. He laughed and said that it was
merely screen stuff, so I was relieved on that
score. Then after hunting until broad day-
light for Ruth, I went back to the hotel and
found her note.” :

“Poor Ralph,” said Arden, “you must
have been nearly insane.”

“On the contrary, when I thought it over a
bitIwasratherpleased. Ruth had never taken
the slightest sentimental interest in any man
to my knowledge and frightened off a lot
of nice chaps that were attracted to her.
Her note explained the reason. She is a
one-man woman, just as I am a one-woman
man——" He said this simply as one stat-
ing a fact. “And if she hadn’t met Jerry
just as she did, the chances are that she
would have died an old maid, and there’s
no good in that.”

Arden nodded without looking up. ‘“What
if you had not learned that I was—that we
were making a picture?” she asked. “I sup-
pose you would have cursed the O’Connor
family root and branch.”

“No,” Ralph answered, “I’ve got past that
sort of thing. It is that sort of spirit which
has made this monstrous place a success for
its promoters. It’s the very intolerance idea.
The taking of one’s own personal views as
a paragon, and then enforcing it on every-

body else. On the way to headquarters I
blamed myself for having lost you by taking
it for granted that a girl of your full nature
should look at things from the same point
of view as a strait-laced, square-toed Puri-
tan fool like myself, whose principal claim to
matrimony was that he would be ‘a good
provider.” ”’

“But you would not have come here to-
day,” said Arden, raising her eyes.

“Of course I would! Before I learned
that it was all camera stuff I swore to come
here and put every last grain of whatever
compelling force is in me to make you marry
me, and at once! That was my entire and
only motive for coming to Utopia, and see-
ing you as you were last night made it a
thousand times stronger. It would have
made no difference what this place had done
to you. I wanted you. I felt that I couldn’t
live without you. There was no idea of
rescue or reform about it. I was ready to
make any concession you might ask; to live
here for the rest of our lives, if you wished
it. Anything to have you for my own dar-
ling, cherished wife. Nothing else mattered.
Nothing else matters now——" He leaned
forward and his blue eyes held a flame which
ghe had never seen in them before. It was
like the intense white focus of a burning-
glass; the concentration of a clean, clear will
with no flaw nor blemish in heart or sur-
face.

Arden’s eyes met it with a rush of exal-
tation. Here was the crusader of her dream;
the warrior ascetic, master of himself even
to the renunciation of principles rooted in
the very fiber of him and which his love
for her had weighed and found unfair. She
knew that he spoke the truth; that it would
have made no difference to what extent Uto-
pia might have corrupted her. This was the
Ralph of her dreams; the virile essence of
manhood calcined of pride and prejudice.

The tears gushed into her eyes. Ralph’s
curt, boyish unconsciousness of any added
grace gained by the ruthless stripping of the
arrogant egoism, which had formerly been
such a part of him, was infinitely touching

to her. It seemed almost a literal obedience
to the stern scriptural command: “If thine
eye offend thee, pluck it out.” He had

torn the poisoned arrow of intolerance from
his bosom, and the blood flowed after it.
Then, as their eyes clung together, Arden
knew that the victory was complete. A year
ago his would have been the coercing gaze,
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her own submissive. But now the old com-
pelling mastery was absent, or at least it was
neither his nor hers. It was theirs. The
. look which passed between them was like
a fusion of entities from which a new mu-
tual soul was born. The burning concen-
tration melted and diffused itself and became
an enveloping glow, infintely tender and
absorbful. It brought from Ralph a gush
of tender words, the first really such that
_Arden had ever heard fall from his lips.

They were halting and strange at first, not .

timid, but as though groping their way be-
wildered through those stern lips like pretty
village children who are trying to find their
way home through a camp of soldiers.

Then Arden went to meet them and gath-
thered them rapturously in her embrace and
they nestled where her lips and Ralph’s
clung and melted as a moment before their
eyes had done. Grim prisons may give up
joyous hearts when one has the key to their
portals, and Arden had the key. Timothy,
that adolescent sage, was not entirely right
in saying that she and Ralph would begin
their love-making after he had carried her
across his threshold. But being a poet, per-
haps he meant the threshold of the heart.

CHAPTER XXI.

Timothy, returning rather flattened out
from his shock-breaking errand, felt the
spring returning to his members on gliding
up to see the top of a black head barely
visible above the rail thrust at a slight angle
against a supporting fair one.

“‘Arma virumque cano ?? murmured
Timothy to himself, “and likewise to quote

.the Haytian proverb: ‘Derriére mornes,
gagner mornes.” Sapristi! 1 see where I
must make another trip!”

The heads parted suddenly as he reversed
his motor and glided up to the steps. Ar-
den’s rosy face peeped over the rail.

“How was he?” she asked, with a ripple
of laughter.

“T left him weak but convalescent,” Tim-
othy answered, making fast the painter, “but
this second bump is apt to produce a fatal
relapse.”” He made fast the painter and
came up on the veranda to find Ralph and
Arden in much the same position they had
occupied for the last hour. “What a pity
that you couldn’t have made a foursome of
it,”. he said regretfully. “However, my
warmest felicitations and all that sort of
thing.”

Arden sprang up and kissed him and he
shook hands with Ralph, then glanced up
at the sky and gave a weatherwise nod.
“Fixed fair,” said he, “you could get there
by five o’clock.”

“Get where?” Arden asked breathlessly.

“San Jan.”

Arden gave a litle shriek. Ralph stared
fixedly at Timothy.

“Think what a joke it would be on Jerry
and—well, everybody but me. And save
you the nuisance of thanking a lot of peo-
ple you don’t like for a lot of rubbish you
don’t want. All hands would be sore, of
course, especially Campbell and Dacre and
the society reporters and movie fans and
Ralph’s regiment and all the rest who would
lose the chance of making a fuss over you.
But think of the fun you’d have——"

“Tim, are you crazy?” cried Arden, and
stared at Ralph. He stared back with a
rather wild expression. Then both heads
turned and stared at Timothy.

“Of course,” said that youthful genius,
“if Arden is going to keep on playing, you
mustn’t listen to my rash suggestion. Think
of the mass of valuable gratuitous advertis-
ing. Campbell would be delighted. Inter-
views and pictures of your brief courtship
or reconciliation in Utopia—my word, I'm
sorry I spoke! It would be worth millions
to Utopia. The old baron would probably
give you a diamond tiara! There, put it
out of your heads—scat the idea!”

Ralph looked extremely thoughtful. If
there was anything he loathed it was be-
ing the center of a social fuss. But the con-
templation of such an ordeal as Timothy
outlined was unendurable to a man naturally
reserved and diffident about his personal life.
He agreed with Ruth ‘about the “indecency
of the conventional wedding.” The idea of
a modest man and woman making a spec-
tacle of themselves before an ogling crowd
on the very eve of entering into the most
intimate relations offended his sense of the
fastidious.

Arden feit this also and put it more
frankly than Ralph would have cared to
do. “I must say, I believe that Tim is right,
Ralph,” said she. “Jerry and Ruth showed
good sense. Why should we make a free
show of ourselves for a lot of smirking
idiots? Once we’re married we don’t care
because—well, we’re married.” The rich
color poured into her face.

“Precisely,” said Timothy with unction.
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“Everybody grins at a bride-about-to-be,
whereas a bride-who-is can grin at every-
body. There is no impertinent speculation
as to the immediate future. We can call
up the aérodrome and get a chase four-
seater which ought to land wus in San
Juan 2

“We—us?” Arden echoed.

“Of course. It is always preferable to
have a brother to give away the bride when
this is convenient. Ruth would probably
have lugged Ralph along if he had been at
the hotel instead of barking down the Bund.
Besides, it is my idea. Having a double
family wedding rather gives- the thing a
cachet and sounds less like an impromptu
elopement made under the influence of Uto-
pla——”

Ralph struck his thigh a ringing slap.
“By gad, he’s right, Arden. Instead of one
notice in to-morrow’s papers, there’ll be two.
It will appear to have been quietly arranged
to avoid publicity.  Of course, Tim’s to
come. I don’t think we can ever do without
him again. It’s the best plan, Arden. A
clandestine wedding at home would not do
at all, but we are a long way from home,
and, besides, it’s not as though we had mar-
ried on the spur of the moment. We've
been engaged before.” He rose to his feet.
“Carry on, Tim. Telephone over for the
fastest plane they’ve got in their shed and
an ace pilot. T’ll run back and get some
things and call for Arden here.”

CHAPTER XXII.

In the new Hotel de la Paix at San Juan
Ruth and Jerry were just sitting down to
their wedding supper when they heard the
voice of their waiter raised in expostulation
with somebody just outside the little bal-
cony which they had reserved. Then to
Ruth’s utter consternation came the crisp
tones of a man, resonant and authoritative.

“It’s Ralph!” she cried in dismay. “Oh,
Jerry, why did we send that radio to-day?”

“My fault, sweetheart,” Jerry growled.
“It didn’t seem possible that he would come
on learning that we’d been married. God
bless my soul—isn’t that Arden’s voice?”

“As sure as we’re alive and married!”
Ruth exclaimed. “Well, perhaps they
haven’t come to be disagreeable, but I must
say I think that Ralph is carrying his fra-
ternal duty rather far.”

She rose to her feet and moved toward

the door, Jerry at her elbow. Their waiter,
still protesting, opened it. There in a row,
stiff, straight, and soldierly like a squad of
the provost guard receiving orders, stood
Mr. O’Connor, Ralph, Arden, and Timothy.
At the last moment Timothy’s filial affec-
tion had triumphed. He could not leave
his father out, and he knew that this kindly
and loving parent’s heart would have been
broken had he done so.

Not one of the quartet cracked a smile.
Their faces suggested instead their having
just come from a hanging rather than a wed-
ding. This was their revenge for the shock
so recently sustained-—Timothy’s idea.

Arden was the first to weaken. Her lips
began to twitch and with a joyous laugh she
flung herself forward and caught her new
sister in her arms. “Oh, Ruth,” she cried,
“we’re all so glad!”

“All so glad——"" Jerry echoed, staring at
Ralph.

“Of course we are, old chap,” said Ralph,
gripping Jerry’s hand. “But we really
couldn’t let you get away with it scot-free
after the jolt you gave us, so we’ve run down
to wish you joy.”

Not a word about the actual object of
their visit achieved two hours earlier. This
was to be saved for the dénouement. Felici-
tations over, the maitre d’hotel was sum-
moned by the recuperating Jerry and waiters
wound up and set spinning.

“You see, Jerry,” said Timothy, as they
sat down, “if you two had bolted off to get
married from any other place than Utopia
we would have let you go your sweet way
undisturbed. As it was, we were afraid
people might think you had acted under
Utopian influence and without giving the
weighty step its due deliberation. But as a
private family wedding it is vested with a
certain dignity and elegance.”

“I hope that Mr. and Mrs. Putney will
think so,” Jerry answered.

“Father and mother have formed the habit
of thinking what I tell them,” said Ralph.
“That is my recompense for never having
had any fun.”

Ruth, sitting between Ralph and Jerry,
gave her brother’s hand a squeeze. “It was
sweet of you, Ralph,”, said she. “You make
me feel like that supreme egoist, the cat.”

“My own fault for overplaying my watch-
dog part,” said Ralph. “We have been
blown up by our own mines, my dear.”

Ruth glanced across the table at Arden,
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seated between Timothy and her father, then
gave Ralph’s hand another squeeze. “Oh,
Ralph,” she murmured, “if it could only
happen to you! Arden is lovelier than ever.
She seems to have found—what shall I say?
Her soul?”

Ralph sighed deeply and turned away his
head to hide the twitching of his lips. “Ar-
den and I shall never marry,” said he. “That
is done with.”

Later the talk became rhore generally se-
rious, turning naturally on Utopia. Tim-
othy alone defended the institution to which
the present glad event owed its being, and
this defense was in the nature of an apology
for the sake of argument.

“Leaving out the art excuse,” said he,
“Utopia is a world monument and testament
to the danger of extreme. It is better that
this should happen in Haiti than in Amer-
ica, and that might possibly have one day
occurred. You can no more suppress per-
petually the liberty of pleasure than you can
the liberty of thought. You may smother it
for a while, but one day it will burst out
in conflagration.”

“That may be true, Tim,” said his fa-
ther, “and I will not deny but what the
rotten place is to some extent a sort of na-
tional safety valve. But a safety valve that
is always wide open is a sorry thing for
the machine.”

“Economically it’s a parasite,” said
Ralph. “Look at the flood of American dol-
lars pouring into the place, and to feed
what?”

“Principally Rosenthal,” said Jerry. “I
ought not bite the hand that feeds me, but I
must say the old boy is our national tape-
worm. Fortunately -he’s philanthfopic, but
his successors may not be.”

Ruth rested her elbows on the table and
looked across at Timothy. She had always
felt a certain respect for the mental
chinery of this youth and this now had
come almost deferential, since she had lost
her bet.

“Have you ever thought of any solution
for Utopia, Tim?” she asked.

Timothy smiled. “That is the first thing
one does think of on going there, isn’t it,
sister dear?” he asked. “Unless one lets the
place or some member of its colony get
away with one——" His eyes twinkled.
He had always enjoyed teasing Ruth.

“Touché, Tim. Well, what is the rem-
edy?”

“It has two ingredients, both of which are
natural abundant American products: money
and intelligence. The first step would be
to introduce the European café and pleas-
ure-garden system throughout America; the
second to use the excise revenue resulting
from this to buy out Utopia.”

There was a- moment of silence, then
Ralph remarked that the Utopia Company
might not be willing to sell.

“I think they would,” said Mr. O’Con-
nor, “though naturally they would stand
out for an enormous profit. I have heard
Rosenthal, who owns the controlling inter-
est, say as much. He is not the big arch-
devil so many think.”

“Merely introducing the continental café
system as Tim suggests would hit the place
hard,” said Jerry. “Who knows but that
it might be a knock-out blow. A good many
men have told me that they came to Utopia
merely because they were sore at not be-
ing able to get a drink at home. Of course
they could go to Cuba or Jamaica, but Uto-
pia is easier and quicker to get to, and they
think that while they are about it they
might as well see the show.”

Ruth sighed. “It is terrible to think of
letting drink in again after we have worked
so hard to root it out,” said she, “and it is
sickening to know that the people who
founded Utopia should make an enormous
profit. Practically it amounts to paying
blackmail.”

“It would rather be paying for our own
big blunder,” Timothy said. “If through
misjudgment or wrong reasoning you have
contracted a wasting disease, it is better to
pay a surgeon to operate on you than to
have it go on poisoning your system and
wasting your strength! Especially if you
happen to be rich. That is what Utopia is
doing to America, and it has got to be cut
out. It is hke a chlgoe in a tender part of
our anatomy.”

* “More like a cancer than a jigger,”
snorted Mr. O’Connor. “I’m fairly liberal,
but I’ve had my fill of Utopia and am going
to get out. Most of us there feel the same
way about it; Scott and Mitchell and all the
rest. I'm not quite sure but what the old
baron is a little fed up on it himself.”

“It’s not normal,” said Timothy, “nor is
it precisely decadent. It’s purely reac-
tionary; a sort of counterweight to our own
abnormal enforced virtue. As long as that
continues, Utopia will flourish.”
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“What would the government do with it
after buying it?’”’ Arden asked.

“Better treat it like the Augean stables,”
growled Mr. O’Connor. “Raise the dam
fifty feet and cover it up.”

“No,” said Jerry, “it might be turned into
a big subsxdlzed health resort. Lots of in-
valids would find benefit in the climate and
baths. One of our doctors told me that the
place would be ideal for patients with
Bright’s or rheumatism and asthma and dia-
betes and heart disease and throat and bron-
chial weaknesses.  The warm dampness
would bar it for lungers. It might possibly
become a popular resort for the winter.”

Ruth drew a deep breath. “Well,” said
she, “you all have my permission to do
what you like with Utopia. My resignation
as a reformer is on the table. I seem to
be one of many who have made a mess of
things and I shall leave the straightening
out of them to others of wiser methods and
less extreme.” She looked at Jerry and
smiled.

Mr. O’Connor rose. “Timothy and I
must be getting back,” said he. “We are

still workers there, and have our duties to
perform.” Then, seeing a look of surprise
on Jerry’s face, he added: “We came in a
separate plane.”

“Yes,” sighed Tlmothy, “father and 1
must return to the infected area. I have
an unpleasant morning’s interview with
Campbell. Ralph and Arden have decided
to stop here for the night.”

Nobody spoke for an imstant, then Jerry
said dryly: “Such a joke is scarcely up to
your brilliant wit, my boy.”

“Nor to your intelligence, dear Benedick,”
retorted Timothy. “What do you think we
really came for, anyhow, since you hadn’t
the decency to invite us to your wedding?
Oh, the supreme egoism of love! Since
when have you had an exclusive option on
the clergy of this place?”

There was a breathless sxlence then Ruth
sprang to her feet with a little shriek and
exclaimed:

“Timothy—what do you mean?”

Timothy smiled sweetly at his brother. “I
think this little supper is on you, Jerry,”
said he. “Look at Arden’s hand.”

THE EFFICACY OF PRAYER

N a mountain section of Tennessee there are two subjects which the natives are always

l willing to discuss:

the efficacy of prayer and the right of any self-respecting adult

man to make moonshine whisky and sell it—or drink it.
Tom Lacey was the principal religious expounder of the county, and the topic

on which he was particularly loquacious was the value of prayer.
the neighbors praying for everything, from a good apple crop to a warm winter.
chief antagonist on the prayer issue was Sim Atkinson.
prayers the people in the vicinity had offered t
petitions which, to date, had not been answere

At one time he had
His
Sim kept a list of all the
é) the Deity, and a second list of all the

Soon after the peace notes began to fly thick and fast between Washington and Ber-
lin, Tom Lacey met Sim in a mountain road, and inquired:

“Sim, air you keepin’ up your blaspheemy?”

“I ain’ sartin whut you means,” responded Sim, “but I tell you hyuh an’ naow,
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