e R T AP LR o T
R hce - S

TWL\JL‘ : \']O\
APPY(ORIES -
15¢




?l"

Finish This Story for
- Yourself —

The girl got $6 a week and was lonely. “Piggy " -—you can
imagine his kind—was waiting downstairs. He kne_w where
champagne and music could be had._ l%u_t that’ night she
didn't go. That was Lord Kitchener's doing. But another

" 0. HENRY

tells about it in this story, with that full lmmvic.._lge of women,
with that frank facing of sex, and that clean mind that have
endeared him to the men and women of the land.

From the few who snapped up the first edition at §125 a
set before it was off the press, to the 100,000 who have L':‘z'_‘,c'i‘]_\,'
sought the heauntiful volumes offered you here=—irom the
stylist who sits among his books to the man on the street—
this whole nation bows to O, Henry—and hails him with love
and pride our greatest writer of stories.

This is but one of the 274 stories, in 12 big volumes,
you get for 25 cents a week, if you send the coupon.

TO THOSE WHO ARE QUICK

KIPLING (o

GIVEN AWAY

Never was there an offer like this. Not only do you get
your 274 O, Henry stories in 12 volumes at less than others
paid for one volume of the first edition, but you get Kip-
ling's best 179 short stories and poems and his long novel
—without paying a cent. You get 18 volumes, packed
with love and hate and laughter—a big shelf full of hand-
some books.

Send Coupon and you will under-  Send the Coupon
stand as never before why other and you will un-
nations are going wild over derstand why O.

im. Henry is hailed as
Why memorials to him are being “The American Kip-

prepared ; why universities are plan- ling;" "“The Y. M.
ning tablets to his memory: w hy ( Boccaccio:"

text books of English Literature Short Story ;

are including his stories: why Liteclture ;
colleges are discussing his place T
in literature; why theatrieal

“Discoverer of
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Kipling, bound in cloth, 1§
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"' “Master of the
‘Creator of a N

ante in New York's Strects
"The American de Maupassant:’

. firms are vving for hts to “The Homer of the Tenderloir
Review dramatize his stories; why “Founder of a2 New .-inl.1
of newspapers all over the SAmetica’s Greatest Story-
Reviews, country are continually eller;” “The 20th Century [la-
: . offering big sums for the roun-Al-Rashid who takes vou to
30 Irving Place, right to reprint his every corner of his beloved Rag-
New York stories. dad—New York.”
Send e,
s 0. 1 Send the C With
0. end the Coupon Without Money
Alsothe -vol

You get both sets free on approval. Tf veu
don’t laugh and cry over them—if von don't
read and ré-read and love them—send them
back. Otherwise 25 cents a week pays for
them all. Don’t wait—send the coupon to-
It's
only the avalanche of disappointed let-
ters that made us extend it this long,
Send the coupon today—and be glad.

Review of Reviews Co, 30 Inving Place, New York
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SNAPPY STORIES ADVERTISER

Why be Sixty-five in Body when Less than Thirty in Years?

You are Only as Young as Your Cells
are Alive, Energized and Plastic

Why Take Less Than Your Full Share of Life and Pleasure? Are you living a full

and successful life? AVhy not always be at your best?’—thoroughly well, energetic?
Why not invest in yourself and make the most of your every opportumity? It is
easy when you know how. The Swoboda System points the way. It requires no

drugs, no apphances, no dieting, no study, no loss of time, no special bathing ; there
is nothing to worry you. It gives ideal mental and physical conditions withouf in-
convenience or trouble.

THE SUCCESSFUL AND ENJOYABLE LIFE

Your living, enjoying and earning power depends entirely upon your energy, health,
vitality, memory and will-power. The Swoboda System can make you tireless, im-
prove your memory, intensify your will-power, and make you physically just as you
ought to be. I promise it.

NOT SELF-CONSERVATION, BUT SELF-EVOLUTION

Early To Bed and Early To Rise may have at one time made man healthy, wealthy
and wise, but now, it is otherwise. To-day, early to bed and early to rise and regu-
larity ef habits gives a man high blood pressure, hardening of the arteries, and
makes him mentally narrow, irritable and too ready to criticise—premature old age
and early demuse.

Nowadays, as in truth always, if 2 man desires to be healthy, wealthy and wise
he must evolutionize.
' WHAT OTHERS HAVE TO SAY:

£ . _ “Conscious Evolution has done al! for me that you promised and I am simply ssdist-
-p ._!, 'nﬁlﬂ_’dm [cuhlﬂilrbeheveatmmlf.ilhmmdemhumdaagihme.
_~ I am in better condition than I have been for twenty vears and am chuck full of
energy and ambition, I'aahuwuumatur;!mtom:iutbemmmmh-—‘l
pleasure. I have no money to burn or throw to the birds, bot if you were to offer
me onc thomsand doflars i good hard cash and put me back where 1 was hefore begin-
mng your system, I would say, “Nothing doing." 1 cnjoy the work yom bave mappod
out for me and am impatient to get at it
"!shnbeainy-afxgumoidnm.ﬁﬂcmt.udifmmnm-emwwu
would say, ‘forty, and, as a fact, [ am better, stronger, and have more encegy than
the average man at forty.  have only you and your system to thank for these tBings,
and T want to thank you from the very bottom of a grareful heart for what you have
dome for me. I am a man now in every scuse of the word, wheseas | was tely a
fraction of a man sad a small frection before profiting thru Consciotis Evoiution.”

S

“The strangest part of it all is that my bearing is greatly improved. The musdes of
y%%ud%uem.mlhw-hihn:
liver, kidneys, Beart or any other srgams, except my makes a Jowi coll
three simes a day, I have Jost all desire for stimulants, ol
“One year age T was an old man of forty; roduy I am a youth st forty-one” -

E of yo is the mos
mm- most scientific, and a2 the same
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Why Become Prematurely Old in Whole or in' Part?

Age in Years and Age in
Body are not Identical

Ponce de Leon’s Fountain of Youth
Died With Him. Your founlain of vouth
will die with veu. Each man's fountain of
vouth is within himself. Through Conscious
Evolution only can vou drink to the full of

the fountain of vouth.

WHAT OTHERS HAVE TO SAY:

“I am seventy-one years of age, and in three weeks
vour system has apparently made a new man of me.
[ am so enthusiastic over Conscious Evolution that it

is difficult for me to control myself, and not do more
than you say. T want to thank you for the interest you
are faking in my case. When I wrote you for your in-
structions I was in a very desperate condition, I have
never been sorry for one minute that [ have written
you. On the contrary, T want to thank you for what
you are doing for me. I am getting along fine; I am
a wonder to myself. It does not seem possible that

there could be such a change in any one in such a short
time.” Originator of Conscious Evolution

MY NEW COPYRIGHTED BOOK IS FREE

It explains THE SWOBODA SYSTEM OF CONSCIOUS EVOLUTION and the
human bady as it has never been explained before., It explains MY NEW THEORY
OF THE BODY AND THE MIND. It will startle, educate, and enlighten you.

My book explains HIGH BLOOD PRESSURE and HARDENING OF THE AR-
TERIES, as well as OLD AGE conditions and how to overcome them.

You will cherish this book for having given you the first real understandi_ng of
yvour body and mind. It shows how you may be able to obtain a superior life; it ex»
plains how you may make use of natural laws for your own advantage. :

My book will give you a better understanding of yourself than you cm_lld obtain
.}~ from a college course. The information which it imparts cannot be obtained else-
where at any price. It shows the unlimited possibilities for you through conscious
evolution of your cells; it explains my discoveries and what they are doing for men

and women. Thousands have advanced es in every way through a better
realization and conscious use of the principles ch T have discovered and which I
disclose in my book. It tells what Conscious Evolution means and what it may do for
vou. It also explains the DANGERS OF EXERCISE and of EXCESSIVE DEEP
BREATHING. F ,

I offer my System on a basis which makes it !%le for you to lose a single
penny. My guarantee is startling, specific, positive and fraud-proof.

Write for my FREE BOOK and full particulars to-day before it slips your mind.
Make up your mind to at least learn the facts concerning the SWOBODA SYSTEM
OF CONSCIOUS EVOLUTION for men and women.

. ALOIS P. SWOBODA, 1379 Aeolian Hall, New York
'!"n read Snappy Stories is a cachet of martnus




SNAPPY STORIES
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HERE are scores of famous authors whose names hold an honor-
I able place in American literature, but the humorous writers
can be numbered almost on the fingers of one hand. It is an
editorial axiom that a humorous story is the hardest of all to get, and
7 so in offering Hugh Kahler's “The Stronger Sex,” the novelette that
* will open this Second March issue, we feel that we have achieved
something on which we may especially pride ourselves. “The Stronger
Sex” is one of the finest humorous stories we have ever read. Its
style is pointed without being cutting; its humor clean and spontane-
ous without being forced or of the horse-play variety, and it's a real
story that holds you, quite apart from its ability to tackle your risi-
bilities. We are proud of this story. We know you'll enjoy it.

/' And then, as an offset to this tale in lighter vein, we have some of
_ the finest and strongest short stories we have ever published. For
instance, “A Knowledge of Life,” by Walter A. Roberts, is a vivid
story of the sudent life that in happier days centred about the Boul'
: Mich’ and Montparnasse. Tragic, perhaps, for all life is made up of
b either comedy or tragedy, but with a real lesson and a real warning.

“This Is My Wife,” by Rex T. Stout, is an especially strong story
: of cabaret life in New York; and the second “Confession of a Fashiona-

. ble Practitioner” is as startlingly original a story as we have ever
ventured on.

“Again we have to congratulate ourselves upon a new author, %
Kent, who makes his first appearance in any American magazine wi
the little story “Woman-fear,” a most intimate and appealing study

- of the fears and hopes, the joys and sorrows, of a young bride; while
“The Blind Heart,” by Andrew Soutar, is a worthy sequel to his other
stories, “The Law” and “The Safe.”

Among the other short stories that we think you will especially
enjoy, we might mention “Quid Pro Quo,” by Tarleton Collier; “The
Girl from Arle,” by Dale Dy d Dream | led,” by 1d
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THE DRAGON’S CLAW
A Novelette
By Jack Rowes

I
USK was falling. Across the
water, beyond the two darken-
ing headlands guarding the
Golden Gate, the sinking sun flung its
avalanche of color—crimson, violet,
gold, melting into tender turquoise
where the outer edges wedded deeper
| blue. Over the rippling stretch of in-
~ coming tide amethystine shadows flick-
~ ered through the golden mist. Along the
4 m::;f the Exposition, hghts were al-
b lﬁﬂﬁy - from the buildings, while
in the “Zone” the entrances to the
: , of amusement shone with the
ird hopelessness of electricity at-
ng to mﬂl the natural light of de-

terious, black-shadowed under heavy-
fringed lids; the unconscious pathos of
her pose—all made a picture so unigque
that Ransom Fuller turned in the
shadow of the peristyle and, concealed
behind one of the huge ornamental urns,
took in the details in appreciative enjoy-
ment. He was not a man to let any ob-
ject that attracted him escape him, and
this young creature with her creamy
pallor, her magnificent, dark, dreamy
eyes and crimson, flower-crushed mouth,
was the most exquisite thing he had ever
seen in this land of nature’s beauties and
lovely women.

The afterglow faded, and to the right
the top of the Tower of Jewels flashed
mto sudden light as the electrifying of

the huge, creamy-tinted buildings began,
but still the girl lingered, and still the
tip of Ransom Fuller’s cigar glowed
through the gathering dusk. Neither he
nor the girl saw two figures gliding
along the peristyle. Not until steps fell
on the tiled flooring beslde her, was she

point in the open corridor,
turn her head when one




2 THE DRAGON’'S CLAW

The columns of pale turquoise

and faintly tinted terra-cotta seemed to

" crash down in an avalanche of cosmic

.' chaos. A deathly faintness gripped her,
N then—silence.

Her body relixed. The two men,
quiet, well-groomed, good-looking, car-
ried her towards the entrance, where
one of the electrically propelled chairs
built for two passengers awaited them.
As they brought her out, a small crowd
of belated sightseers gathered around.

“A lady’s fainted.” ... “Some one's
. been taken sick.” . .. “What a lovely

X girl!” The murmurs grew as they

caught sight of the ruddy hair and death-

pale features.
A brown-uniformed policeman push-
J ed his way through the gaping loiterers.
o, “What's the trouble?” he questioned.
The younger of the two men tumed
impatiently, with an anxious glance at

the girl.

“My sister,” he explained rapidly.
“She fainted as we were walking
- through the peristyle of the Art Palace.
L She's lable to these attacks. Nothing
: dangerous—just a little weakness of the
heart. I'llgcsthcrhome as quick as

LA pm Here, you"—as the man in
v ~ charge of the conveyance waited—
a2 1 that chair up here and help me
e in. . . . Now, then, if you'll be

Ww to d:sperse this crowd—"

'Chr eu, all of yer,” he invited the
hlrhaﬂy “Yer blockin' the

S~ A tall, athletic figure
~ shouldered its thr
. "Whatsh “{mmm

Sl

was enough. It was she whom he had
watched in the peristyle. The chair be-
gan to move even as he laid his hand
on her wrist.

“Stop!"” he commanded as trenchantly
as the other. “This glrl is ="

“Of course she is,” jeered the man
who had assisted to place the girl in the
chair, and had then stepped back into
the crowd. “Drive on, Jim; don't mind
the mutt! I'll look in after dinmer to
see how Ella is.”

Fuller, his hand on the girl's limp
wrist, found her pulse almost impercep-
tible.

“There's something more than a mere
fainting fit here,” he said briefly, his
keen gaze on her peculiar pallor.

“Let go of her hand,” commanded

ively stopping the light machine.

The girl's supposed broth&f turned a
livid face. “What are you trying to
do? Take yourhandstﬂtlﬂsthalr or
I'll have you arrested.™

With a guick movement, Fuler strip-
sleeve

“My sister may die!” he bellowed.
“Take this madman out of .iq way!
Bill, he‘re—-—-—"

A
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the machine started forward, under the
impetus of the “juice,” he turned to the
paralyzed official.

“Arrest this man,” he ordered tersely.
“I'll run the chances of its being a mis-
take. This girl's in no faint. She's

drugged. That's a hypodermic punc-

ture.”

With an oath, the man leaned for-
ward.

“None of that!” exclaimed Fuller, as
the fellow reached for his hip-pocket.
“There are too many witnesses for you
to make a get-away if you pull a gun.”

Appalled at the turn the incident was
taking, the crowd fell back. The police-
man at last gathered his scattered wits,
and moved forward.

“I’E@lle the ulunees she's not,” re-
 torted Fuller. “Arrest this man, and
~ I'll appear against him. TI'll stake my
' ‘on the fact that this girl has
'.' mm I'm a physician—"
~ Revolyer in hand, the man in the chair
,whthegmuml with one bound;
~ but before he had cleared two steps the
him. He struggled to free himself from
the hedtograsphlm,but

where she is stopping. She ought to
have attention at once.”

The officer’s brow cleared as he read
the engraving:

Ransom Ogden Fuller, M. D.
fiice, 3 Grand Avenue
Los Angeles, Cal.

And penciled hastily in one corner,
“The Inside Inn, Exposition Grounds.”

“Sorry to have held you up, sir,” he
said. “Pass on. The chief'll communi-
cate with you in the morning.”

Producing handcuffs, the policeman
deftly snapped them on his prisoner.
The man threw Fuller a baleful glance,
then his face cleared as he saw that in
the excitement of his arrest his pal had
managed to make a clean get-away.
Things might have been worse, he told
himself. With Chin Ling Wu at the
wheel, surely the game was not lost.
Bill would make his report, and the
“Boss” would find a way out. He re-
signed himself to sulky silence.

Doctor Fuller gave a quick glance
about, then, failing to find traces of the
vanished “Bill,” shrugged his broad
shoulders. The crowd gave way as the
electric chair slowly forged ahead. Only
a short distance, and the entrance to the
hotel gleamed invitingly brilliant,

As he stopped the light wicker ma-
chine, the front door “Buttons” hurried
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fortunate that they recognized her. I'll
notify her family. This raw attempt at
kidnaping will be something of a shock
to her relatives.

“Miss Salisbury’s fainted,” he began,
without any préliminaries, as the maid
appeared. “Where are the members of
her family? Who is with her?”

The maid hesitated. “She’s alone,
sir, I think. She’s been with one of the
parties that stop here to see the Exposi-
tion, but the others left to-day, and she
told me she was goin’ to stay until an-
other party, run by the same people,
arrives here next week, when she’s to
join them an’ go on back East. Her
party only stayed here ten days, an’
she said she hadn't seen all she wanted
to. She hadn't any relative or intimate
friends with her, sir.”

“I see.” The Doctor thought rapidly.
Evidently there was no relative to
notify of the extraordinary attempt at
kidnaping. @ Her mourning indicated
recent loss, while her joining a party
for sight-seeing purposes pointed to the
probability of her being alone in the
world. He crossed to the spacious
wardrobe trunk. On it was the letter-
ing: “L. S, Boston, U. S. A.”

“Some distance,” he mused as, leav-
ing the maid in attendance, he went to
his own room for a hypodermic syringe.
“An Easterner traveling alone, and a
beauty! A tempting bait, no doubt, to
vhitt:.’-slavers on the lookout for vic-

‘The maid, looking up, saw the frown
on his brows as he reentered the cham-
ber. ring his absence, she had un-
dressed Miss Salisbury, and, as the girl

1

~lay supine in her dainty night lingerie

among the pillows, her perfect ;_vhysique

black brows knit thoughtfully as he re-
garded the sleeping girl. She looked so
young, so strangely helpless, as she lay,
utterly relaxed, the sheer, lacy night-
robe, low-necked and short-sleeved, re-
vealing the sweet, clear lines of creamy
neck and shoulders, the rise and fall of
the perfectly modeled girlish breasts as
she drew each breath of tranced obliv-
ion.

What was she? What mystery lay
behind those long, dark-fringed eyelids?

What secret tinged the life of this ex-

quisite young creature?

The girl’s intimate personal belong-
ings spoke of refined tastes, with money
to gratify them. The solid silver scat-
tered lavishly over the dressing-table
was of chaste design and bore the mark
of a silversmith of national reputation.

That a girl of her apparently comfort-
able circumstances should be traveling
alone, unchaperoned, puzzled the young
physician. Possibly she was married;
perhaps even a widow. “Mrs.” often
sounds like “Miss” on servants’ lips.
His glance darted to her hands. The
left one was concealed beneath the
sheet, her right, within touch of his own,
lay small, appealing, ringless.

He leaned over and mechanically
placed his fingers on the palse. It was
normal in its beat, and her respirations
told him she had sunk into a natural
sleep. One long strand of her unbound
hair lay in a coppery coil, brushing his
hand as he withdrew it from her wrist.
Obeying an impulse, he lifted it, the

i silken curls ini
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Fuller found his face just above hers,
his big, dark eyes aglow. “Hungry-
looking eyes,” one of his patients—a
woman somewhat épris of the stunning
young physician—had called them. With
no thought that his conduct was unbe-
coming his profession, for the moment

he forgot his degree of M.D. and re-

membered only that he was, first of all,
a man., He wondered how those red
lips—for the natural color had returned
—would look if they should suddenly
break into a smile. Parted just a frac-
tion, the glimmer of pearly enamel
gleamed through illusively enchanting.
So near that his own breath mingled
with hers, Fuller came to his senses with
a start. God! He had almost kissed
her. He had been on the point of per-
fmﬂmmst caddish act of his en-

:
:
}
|
L

brant current of his magnetism seemed
to revive her. A faint fiush came into
her cheeks, and the dreamy glaze in her
eyes cleared into sudden comprehension.

“IlI! I've been ill? But I can’t re-
member anything—wait a moment—yes,
I was standing in the peristyle, looking
across the water. I must have fainted!
But I've never done such a thing in my
life. What happened? It seems to me
I remember feeling as though all those
pale biue and pink columns were falling
on my head—"

She stopped, staring into space. He
gently laid her hand back on the sheet.

“You mustn’t try to think or talk of
your illness to-night, Miss Salisbury.
You're out of the woods now, and you’ll
feel quite yourseif in the morning, if
you'll rest. Plenty of time then to tax
your memory. If you think you'd like
a night nurse to stay with you, I can get
one for you within half an hour. I'll
stay with you until she arrives.”
He rose in readiness to go to the house

“A nurse? Why? Am I ill enough
for that? How odd! I don't feel sick—
only swimmy and light-headed. But
even that's better. Still, if you think I
need a nurse, of course you may call one
in.. Won't you tell me what happened?
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She clasped her knees, gazing up at
Fuller, wide-eyed. “Do you know who
they were?”’ she questioned anxiously.

He shook his head.

“I haven't the slightest idea, Miss
Salisbury. I hoped you'd be able to
clear up that part of the mystery. But
the police will find out. They've got one
of the men now safely under lock and
key. Won't you try to dismiss this

whole affair from your mind and get
the rest you so much need? Perhaps I'd
better call in that nurse—she may be
able to accomplish more in the line of
persuasion than L."”

He paused again as she shook her
head.

“Do you think that if you'd been the
one who had had ‘knockout drops’ in-
jected into you—that's what they call it,
isn't it ?” she appealed to him—*“you'd be
wjllmgtosettledowncahnlyandgoto
sleep without wanting to know the whole
truth about what had happened? I don't
believe you would. You lock like a
clever man"— he flushed, but she con-
tinued excitedly, seeming oblivious of
the compliment she was paying him—
“and I'm sure you'd have enough natural
curiosity to try to find out who did such
a thing to you, and why. It's such an

outrageous proceeding! I can’t think of
z:u who'd want to do such a despi-
thing. 1 wonder, if T should get

.W.ﬂdrmnowa.nddrivetothepo-

lice-station, would they let me see the

man who is locked up there?”

- She eyed him anxiously. He smiled

s he crossed to the telephone.

“] see you're not to be trusted alone”

—he could not wholly keep the relieved
nent from his veice—"so I'm go-

'iu!!ntnurse. I shall tell t

to look at the clock. “It’s almost eleven
o'clock,” she added hastily. “Please,
Doctor Fuller, don't telephone for a
nurse. 1 know I shall not want her
around. I don't need her—and I've al-
ready taken a cordial dislike to her—"

The last words were so like a child’s
plea: “Please don’t—I will be good!”
that Fuller’s lips twitched. But he un-
hooked the receiver.

“At least, now you're awake, you
must have something to eat,” he said,
and he gave an order in a tone so low
that Miss Salisbury heard only an in-
distinct murmur.

Satisfied, she leaned back on her pil-
lows. Then she suddenly awakened to
the fact that she was in a negligée which,
while undeniably showing off her love-
liness to advantage, was hardly the cos-
tume in which she would have chosen
to appear before a stranger even with
the shelter of an M.D. to play propriety.
She desperately caught up the linen
under her chin, and snuggled down be-
neath the sheet, casting as she did so a
longing glance at her bureau-drawers,
where her damty Wrappers were repos-
ing. Ina few minutes the supper would
be brought in, when she would be ex-
pected to sit up, bolstered by the pil-
lows, and she simply would-nof appear
heforemyman in such scanty attire.

“Won't you be good enough to fetch
me a wra) ifrom the dresser?” she
asked. “I shallneedztm&emp-
per you've ordered comes up.”

“Of course.” He rose and crossed the
w. “In which drawer shall I find
“The second.”
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Japanese ones for sale in San Francisco
that I put off buying any until I arrived,
and I haven'’t had time for shopping yet.
That's one reason I stayed over. But
I've forgotten. You dom’t know any-
thing about me, of course. 1 joined a
touring party in Boston to see the West

violet as, bending over her to arrange
the pillows behind her more comfort-
ably, he again caught the odor of
freshly crushed blossoms. As she took
the cup of black coffee he poured for
her, he hastily glanced at her left hand.
On the third finger glittered a large soli-
taire, something in its saturnine bril-
liance expressive of the youmg man
whose photograph was on the dresser.
Evidently she was not a widow in
mourning for her husband, but a young
girl about to become a wife. An unac-
countable desire to rise and demolish
that particular picture made him give an
imperceptible movement forward.
“Oh!” she exclaimed as she noficed
it. “You're not going to leave me yet,
are you? I do so want you to tell me
all about my—my accident. But, of
course, if you have other calls to make

“I haven't. I'm entirely at your ser-
vice.” He sank back, ashamed of his
sudden mad impulse. “You have the
distinction of being my only patient just

I'm really off on a vacation, but




but I shan’t dare to step outside the
hotel until the other party arrives.”
Fuller bent over her reassuringly.
| “I’'m going to take it upon myself, if you
will allow me, to look after you per-
F sonally until your party comes. That’s
: a physician’s first duty—to take care of
| his patient—and I have the reputation of
i being pretty thorough in my treatments,
; And now you are to begin by trying to
get some sleep. 1'm going now. If you
: feel ill or nervous and want to call me
up during the night, my room number is
246. But I hardly think you'll need me.
When you awake, I'd like to have you
call me up, anyway. Will you?”
A “I surely will,” she replied. “And I
. most deeply appreciate your kindness to
& ~ me, Doctor. It's very nice of you to
L let me feel that I can call on you at any
time, although I hope I shan’t have to
' be so heartless as to disturb you before
8. - breakfast. Good night, and thank you!”
Py - + She turned her head, but he saw the
'~ gquick tears in her eyes,
1 “Good night and—God keep you!”
. ~ Not until he had softly closed the
- door of her chamber did he realize that
4 ‘he had unconsciously spoken the last
three words aloud. But she had seemed
neither astonished nor offended; nor
~ could he know that as the door clicked
- after him she echoed his words aloud,
finding comfort in their tenderness.

I:l-\i 3
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e d 11
e - ‘ﬁ_m nine the next morning before
1 e m to another perfect California

e ﬁu&u heavy-eyed, she looked out
open window, breathing in the

of the exquisitely fresh morning
ler chamber window gave the
the Lagoon and Art Palace, and
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“Yes, I'm feeling very well, thank
you. . . . No, I haven’t breakfasted yet.
I'm going down now to the dining-room.
. .. You have some news to tell me?
.. You're downstairs yourself? I'll
see you down there, then ;" and she hung
up the receiver with a little glow of an-
ticipation.

He was not in the lobby as she passed
through, nor did she see him wuntil,
seated at her small breakfast-table, he
sauntered in and paused beside her.
With a little gesture of .welcome, she
motioned to the chair opposite her own.

“Will you have a cup of coffee with
me, Doctor Fuller?” she asked, as she
poured the steaming, aromatic beverage.

“Thanks—if I may. I had a very
light and early breakfast this morning,”
he replied; then added casually, as he
took the cup from her: “I’ve been to the
police station, Miss Salisbury. I thought
I might be able to save you the trouble
of taking the trip. You're looking so
well I think I can venture to tell you

- all T have learned. It isn’t very much,

after all.”

“Oh, what—what did they tell you?
Did you see the man?”

He nodded. “Yes. The chief of
police had the man in to question him.
We couldn’t get much out of him, but
the chief hopes to find a way to make
him talk. He thinks he's no novice at
the game, and that he’s probably been a
government guest at San Quentin be-
fore. The chief’s put out a drag-net for
the man who escaped—I gave him a
description—and thinks they'll have him
too before long. So you're not to
worry” His fine, dark eyes looked
straight into hers as he gave the admoni-
u?rl:ud, ‘;The affair is ended, and I'm
a rom A ‘
Fidhm) : I'm about

o R R R




JACK ROWES 9

“I mever accept any case unless my
patient agrees to carry out my orders
implicitly, and you may not care to fol-
low my prescriptions. For instance, I
think a little run out to Golden Gate
Park in my machine would clear your
head of any remaining dizziness and
bring the color into your cheeks. To be
out in the air is the best tonic for a case
like yours. If you approve the pre-
scription, I'll bring up the car; if not,
I'm afraid I'll have to consider myself
dismissed.”

With more anxiety than he dared to
show, he sat quietly awaiting her reply.
With long, downcast eyelashes, a color
which needed no tonic to aid it mantling
her cheeks, she answered:

“If all your prescriptions are as pleas-
ing as this, you must be the most popular
physician in Los Angeles! I can think
of nothing which would appeal to me
more than a drive out there on a morn-
ing so divine. That is one of the places
I haven't visited yet, but I hear it’s re-
markably lovely. You are very kind to
suggest taking me. You're sure it will
not interfere with any plans you may
have made before you—you met me?”

His face lighted with swift pleasure

~even as a ray of sunlight struck Miss

- Salisbury’s diamond solitaire, flashing a
. satanic prism into his eyes.

“I've found the keenest pleasures often
come without previous thought. Thus,

m a mﬁnn. I drift without

the coast, was the Pacific, so much deep-
er in its sapphirine waters than the green-
ish Atlantic to which she had been ac-
customed.

From the military reservation the
clear, sweet call of a bugle announced
that a drill was in progress. At a point
of vantage, Fuller stopped the machine,
and they spent a half-hour watching the
drilling and maneuvering of the troops.
As they sped on towards Seal Rock,
Miss Salisbury inquired idly:

“What’s the building on the bluff?”

“That’s the Cliff House, rather a pop-
ular place for people who drive out from
the city to dine and see the moon over
the water. It’s hardly the time of day
for that attraction, but perhaps you'd
enjoy lunching there.”

Seeing the sparkle of pleasure in her
eyes, he drove up to the hotel. Out on
the broad, roomy piazza, seated at a
corner table where they could watch
and enjoy the antics of the hundreds of
seals sunning themselves on the little
island, they lunched and chatted, Fuller
exerting himself to draw the girl out on
topics which showed her natural tastes;
she enjoying to the full the rare charm
of his personality. Now that no future
dangers threatened, she was actually be-
ginning to be glad 'that the accident had
happenedtohertobﬁsgth:snewac—
quaintance into her life. Naturally ar-
dent and social, she had tasted the full
bitterness of what loneliness can mean
to a g:rl cast entirely on her own re-
sources in a huge caravansary like the
- Grounds. Fate had m
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up at sunset. The sky was a mass of
gorgeous hues, crimson banners merg-
ing into golden flame. In the far dis-
tance, Tamalpais caught the glow onmn
high, rocky crest; to the right, across the
bay, behind the little island reservation
for convicts, lay Alameda. As they
neared the Exposition Grounds, the sun
‘ sank behind the river of molten flame,
. the pathway through the Golden Gate.

“Thank you for the pleasantest day
T've had in San Francisco.” Miss Salis-
bury offered him her gloved hand as
she was about to enter the lift in the
“Inside Inn.” “I simply can’t thank you

] adequately. It's just one of those days
- one remembers. Your prescription is
' the nicest one I've ever taken.”

“I trust you'll feel like repeating the
dose—with variations. I'll call you up
to find out how you are feeling in the

. morning, if I may.”

" Deoctor Fuller, cigar in mouth, walked
. the short distance to the Art Palace and
p- again stood on the spot where he had
first seen Miss Salisbury. He had not
told her the whole truth regarding the
conversation he had had with the chief
of police. The man they held in custody

vas a well-known crook, long under sus-
picion as a cadet in the white-slave traf-
TR ut always ing to escape ar-
~ rest by the adroitness of his methods.

L e i an o ol -

But Doctor Fuller had quietly detailed
himself for that duty. First procuring
a license to carry a concealed weapon,
he had gone to a sporting-goods shop,
where he invested in a revolver of the
latest design. Slipping it, along with a
box of cartridges, into the pocket of his
motor-coat, he felt that the question of
Miss Salisbury’s bodyguard was satis-
factorily settled, without worrying her
with the knowledge of the necessity for
such precautions, Had he known with
what powers he was contending, what
horrors lay in the following days for
him and the girl he sought to protect, he
would have accepted the chief’s advice.

Each of the following three mornings
Doctor Fuller called Miss Salisbury on
the telephone, and jokingly “prescribed”
a plan for the day which should give
her pleasure; and she, accepting the
“prescriptions” in the same spirit in
which they were offered, saw the won-
ders of the great ition, from the
gay amusements in the “Zone,” to her
own State Building far down at the
other end of the grounds; enjoying it
all with the companionship of a man
who wholeheartedly shared her pleasure
even while his hand was always in readi-
ness to close around the weapon in his
pocket. ;

Propinquity necessarily creates inter-
est between two sympathetically attuned
natures. Miss Salisbury was no excep-
tion, nor was Fuller, although he cursed
himself for proving such an easy victim
to a girl who he had reason to believe
e

ers of sightseei the
beauty of the goldm-wns; Californian
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ping to-day. I'm going to look through
some of those fascinating Oriental
places where they sell Chinese goods.
You've been so kind in taking me about,
I feel you need a change, a real vaca-
tion—"

“If you'll let me take you in the ma-
chine, it may save you time,” he sug-
gested hastily, “and it would be a great
favor to me also. 1 want to get a few
things to bring back to my sister in Los
Angeles, and as I haven't the faintest
idea of what would please her, I wish
you'd help me to select something.”

“Of course, I'll be very glad if I can
be any help—" she conceded doubt-

fully.
. “You certainly can—of the utmost
: And I'll efface myselt whenever you

] want i:o get rid oi me,” he added apolo-
lly. “You mustn't let me inter-

fere | your own shoppung Just let
~ me stay in the

“I really haven't much to do except
. buy some trifles, and look,” she con-
- M“Idalovctolookatpmtty
things,” she ended, with a naively fem-
inine touch.
And Fuﬂerﬁi not think it necessary
-mmm her with the fact that he had
created a sister to meet the
Sltl‘la.thl‘l

him when she was traveling abroad. Af-
ter their marriage he was sent to India,
where I was born. But the Indian cli-
mate didn't agree with my mother, so a
couple of years afterwards he gave up
his commission and came to America.
Mother loved these flowers—they're sa-
cred, you know—and they named me
Lotus because she was so fond of them.
It’s an odd name for a girl, isn’t it? But
I like it because I love them, too, and
somehow it brings her very near to me.
She died when I was very small.”

She bent over them, touching the pet-
als with tender finger-tips.

“It's a charming name, and one which
perfectly suggests your personality,”
said Fuller softly. “You resemble them
surprisingly, too  That creamy white
one, with the pink-tipped petals, is ex-
actly like you. We have Lily and Rose
and Violet and Marguerite for feminine
names; why not Lotus also?™”

His voice held such a caressing inflec-
tion, she turned aside to hide the flush
in her cheeks. He certainly had a way
with him, this man, and she suddenly
wondered it he made himself as attract-
ive to all his feminine patients, Could
she have known some of the experiences
through which he had passed, her big
eyes would have lost their dreamy qual-
ity and something else would have dilated
them; but Fuller had learned the secret
of the successful ; ' mns-—the

-diwonofsﬂeme.

“Wou!dn’t ﬁhamnim?’he
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the far East—the real East—the East of
the statues in the Court of the Universe
—the camels and elephants and veiled
ladies and slant-eyed Orientals! The
land of mystery! Oh, I wish I could go
through Chinatown before I leave San
Francisco! I'm dying to see the quaint
houses, and the funny little Chinese
babies, and the opium-smokers! Could
I go there? Would it be safe, do you
think 7"

He smiled indulgently at her enthusi-
asm. “It’s safe enough to visit the
places where visitors are generally ad-
mitted,” he conceded. “I've never been
through there myself, but I know it's
vastly interesting. We can get a guide
to show us about some day—"

“Your pardon, sir,” the Chinaman
who was waiting upon them with the pa-
tient immobility of his race ventured to
4 iﬂmupt deferentially; “but if you de-

per sire a guide through Chinatown, the best
A way to arrange for the trip is to engage

one of the men employed in this shop.
’Tﬁq are all thoroughly reliable, and it
 is safe mlurea courier who comes with

5 an advemsement for his patrons.
f one of his most valued
is head tilted back with con-

hat might be a good idea,” s
m appealing to Fuller. e
venture down there all alone,
ut danger of getting lost, could we?
n could show us a lot of places
' ‘ﬁ see but shouldn’t know
. What do you think?”
shouldn’t attempt to go
1 with you alone,” said

ing purple wistaria vines and an oyster-
gray one decorated in snowy cherry-blos-
soms.

Satisfied with the information re-
ceived from the affably polite Oriental
who was head of the firm, Fuller re-
turned to Miss Salisbury.

“It’s all right? I'm so glad! Could
we go now?” she queried enthusiastic-
ally.

“You'd best have that cup of tea first,”
returned Fuller. “You want to be forti-
fied, for it's quite a trip. We'll put it
off to another day, if you prefer. No?"
—as she shook her head. “You're sure
you're not tired? Then we might dine
at some restaurant down there and spend
the evening exploring, I think. Do you
like chop-suey "

“Must I eat it with chop-sticks? And
will they serve Soden?” she asked, laugh—
ing. “But I forgot! Being a
you probably don’t approve of Sodew.”

“Not for a regular beverage; but
when he's off on a real vacation even a
doctor can loosen up occasionally,” he
retorted. “‘Shall we drive over to Tate’s
first? We can meet this man there in
half an hour and take him along with
us »

Covered with smiles and bowing re-
peatedly as he escorted them out, Sing
Wing, which he apologetically informed
them was his cognomen, placed their
various purchases in the machine,

“Which kimono did you decide on?”
inquired Fuller idly, as he threw in the
clutch and the car started off. He pri-
Vatd}' hoped she had chosen the violet.

“Both!” She sighed ecstatically. “I
simply couldn’t make up my mind be-
tween them, so I tnld him to
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tered Fuller savagely, “and asking my glittering barbarity of opalescent color

opinion, thinking that, as I'm a man, my
choice might also be ‘that of her fiance.
She can’t use me that way!”

Aloud, he replied so disinterestedly
that Lotus looked at him in sudden sur-
prise: “They’re both very pretty, of
course, but I fancy blue might be more
becoming to you than either. Men are
always fond of blue, you know.”

“Oh!” The exclamation was linger-
ingly prolonged. “I thought you liked
them both.” Her evident disappoint-
ment pleased him. “And, besides, I
can't wear any other colors—yet, you
know. I—I'm still wearing mourning.”

Her voice dropped, and it held the
suspicion of tears.

“You won’t after you are married, will
you?”

 He looked carefully ahead, avoiding
her eye as he skilfully guided the car
in and out of the traffic.

“Married "

It was such a low murmur the noises
of the crowded thoroughfare drowned
it before it could reach his ear. With
fast-beating heart, Lotus sat silent, her
creamy skin tinged with rose. ihat
ﬂhm? Was he—was he becom—

LN

ie "I

as the concealed electric lighting struck
them from every angle

“I hoped you'd like it.” Fuller,
ashamed of his burst of ill temper, or-
dered an elaborate tea, then exerted him-
self to atone. It was his misfortune, not
her fault, that another man had shown
his good taste before Fuller had had an
opportunity to meet her himself.

The girl, warmed into renewed life
by the artistic charm of the unique café,
the excellent Orange Pekoe tea, and the
appetizing little sandwiches and pastries,
lost her sudden sense of shyness and met
him more than half way. Whether the
tea d la Russe went to his head or the
new, dreamily softened velvet of her
glance had that same effect, Fuller as-
tonished himself by leaning forward as
the orchestra began a seductive waltz,
and asking:

“Do you dance, Miss Salisbury?”
haven't—not since—for some
months—" Then something in his eyes
compelled her to add hastily: “But I
adore it. I—I'd like to try it—if you
care to.”

He did; but not until they were half
through the dance did he acknowledge
to himself that his sudden passion for
waltzing had been due to his overwhelm-

mgdamhuholdﬂmwmmhk
mhessmdt
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though a new tune was beating out a
ingly insistent invitation.

“We'd better be starting for China-
town, don’t you think?" she suggested
evasively to his query of whether she
were tired.

Downstairs, the blandly-smiling China-
man, now attired in conventional Euro-
pean fashion, was waiting for them,
They placed him on the far side of the
roomy seat, Lotus next to Fuller. Thus
they drove to that eastern portion of
the city known as Chinatown, into whose
inner mysteries even the police of Fris-
co never venture unless in an armed

“I would suggest you leave your ma-
chine here, sir,” Sing Wing smilingly
informed Fuller, “while we walk about
among the shops.”

“T've heard,” said Lotus, with a side-
long glance at Fuller, “that there are a

: I'd hike to see what
one of those is like, if—if it’s all right
for us to go there.”
Wing’s face became a blank, and Ful-
ler shot her a warning glance.
ly is supposed to know about
ings,” he admonished in a rapid

a;g
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“You keep them as a sort of showe
place ?” hazarded Fuller.

“Bat that's not what I want to see.”
Lotus’ full, ripe lips pouted. “I want to
go where they don’t expect sightseers,
where they won't all be dressed up in
readiness to make an effective impres-
sion. I want to see the real undergroun
Chinese life and homes and people—"

“You can't,” said Fuller decisively.
“That's impossible. That's something
even the police do not meddle wath.
You're seeing all that Europeans are al-
lowed to. We'll go to see where the
opium dens used to be, then dine at a
Chinese restaurant, and end up by at-
tending a performance at their theatre.
That will be quite enough for one day.”

Secretly admiring Fuller's firmness,
Lotus meekly followed Sing Wing,
amused and entertained by the queer,
narrow streets with the atmosphere and
scents so suggestive of an alien race, the
odd sights, and the sounds of matives
conversing in their guttural language.

At a low door with a swinging lantern
painted in hierogiyphics beside it, Wing
knocked in a peculiar manner. A coolie
opened the door, and they passed into a
narrow passageway, Wing leading them
mto a small room in the back of the
house, where there were bunk-like
berths arranged about the walls, and
long, slender pipes on braziers, waiting
for the opium-sieepers who would not

With reverent fingers he p i S A'

.
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1 magnificent, mandarin’s coat of barbaric
. richness. The groundwork was of yellow
) satin—the Chinese color of royalty—and
. it was a mass of heavily embroidered
| dragons’ bodies, the eyes emeralds and
} rubies which winked up with baneful
} glare. Lotus caught her breath.

“Oh, if I could only find a coat like
that!” she breathed ecstatically. “I’'ve
always wanted a mandarin’s coat for an
evening-wrap—""

“You wish to buy?” Sing Wing, ever

}{ anxious to please, had understood her

' whisper. “There is a shop near here
where a friend of mine, who imports for
the wealthiest class of Chinese, has man-
darins’ coats of the choicest. Would you
care to visit it?”

“I should like it very much. It is not
Y one of those places just fixed up for
i show?”

" ng shook his head. “It is the be-
ginning of the native quarter—the lo-
cality where wealthy Chinese gentlemen
have their homes,” he explained, as Ful-
Jer looked his keen inquiry. “But it is
) we safe for you to go there—with

”'au;, he added. “I can take you there

. ‘you dine at the restaurant.”
leasure gleamed in her large,
Fuller, satisfied, nodded, and
assed out of the stiflingly

anxious not to lose sight of her, hurried
after.

As he and Sing Wing turned the cor-
ner, a long, narrow alley stretched out
before them. It was quite deserted. Lotus
had disappeared as completely as though
the earth had opened and swallowed her
up.

111

WitH a swift glance which swept the
bare walls painted in Chinese characters,
extolling the shop’s importations, Fuller
noted that no door broke its space. One
step carried him back to the street, but
no graceful, black-gowned figure lingered
at the shop-windows.

Murder in his heart, an oath on his
lips, Fuller turned to Wing.

“Damn you! Where is she? Where
has she gone?’

He grasped the Chinaman’s arm with
fingers of iron as his right hand intui-
tively sought the chill weight which
sagged in his pocket. Wing, though he
must have realized that death was very
near in that instant, met the black wrath
in Fuller’s face with the bland immo-
bility of the native Oriental.

“Where has she gone?” he repeated
calmly. “I don’t know. I didn’t see her.
I was standing behind you, looking at
those small swords.”

One step forward and Fuller’s loaded
revolver pressed against Sing Wing's
yellow temple. They were well around
the corner in the alley in which Lotus

,hmddiappemd.andawmﬁymof
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With a swift movement he grasped
Wing’s collar. Even with the cold bar-
rel against his oily skin, Sing Wing’s
features did not flinch.

“No one can hold me responsible for
anything which may happen to one of
my party when he or she goes off alone
and leaves me,” said Wing slowly. “And
I wouldn’t fire off that gun if I were
you, sir. I've a lot of friends in this
neighborhood—we're in the native quar-
ter—and the Chinese are not fond of you
foreign devils. If you shoot, I won't
answer for your life. And that would
not help to bring Miss Salisbury back
tD You,"

Fuller lowered the revolver, still hold-
ing Wing firmly. The latter made no
attempt to break away, but stood regard-
ing his captor stolidly.

“Miss Salisbury! How did you know
her name ?”" demanded Fuller harshly.

For an instant a gleam shot through
Wing’s beady eyes, gone almost before
it revealed itself.

“That was the name on the packages,
sir,”
“But we took the packages along in
the machine! There was no address on
them.”

“No, sir, not on those; but she had
other goods sent to her hotel.”

Fuller regarded Wing for an instant,
then, hauling the Chinaman along, he
plunged down the alley. It led for half
a block through walls covered with
crudely-colored advertisements, then sud-
ds_mlyepenedmtintoanotherstreet run-
ning parallel to the one they had left, and
much like it in character.

“Where’s the policeman on this beat?”
His voice so dry he could scarcely articu-
)

“Show me the quickest way to the
nearest one around here!” commanded
Fuller savagely.

But it was a good half-hour between
Lotus’ disappearance and the time they
succeeded in finding a policeman. He
listened to Fuller's hurried story in si-
lence, whistled for a brother officer, and
when he appeared they both accompanied
Fuller and Wing back to the commer
where Lotus had mysteriously vanished.

At a whispered word from the first
officer, handcuffs were slipped on Sing
Wing before the Oriental could protest,
and, leaving him locked securely to the
burly guardian, Fuller drew the other
officer aside.

“T've reason to believe Miss Salisbury
has not wandered away by herself, as
Wing suggests. This is no accidental
case of getting lost,” said Fuller sternly,
a white line appearing about his clear-
cut mouth. “An attempt was made on
her by white-slavers only four days ago.
I happened to be on hand when they were .
carrying her away, and prevented them
from accomplishing it. But Chief O’Con-
nell warned me they might make another
attempt, and not to allow her to go out
anywhere unaccompanied. I've been
with her constantly ever since.” He
ended with a groan. v

Haggerty was sympathetic in spite of
his long service on the force. He went
over the wall, carefully sounding the
stucco-work over the bricks, but the solid
masonry gave forth no trace of hollow
spaces,

He shook his head doubtfully. “It's
one o’ them mystery cases we can't ferret
out,” he confessed. “If it's any comfort
:;.yel.a:’ll tell yer in confidence that in

15 last month three young girls h:
disappeared not far from this very
They’ve never been heard from, al
we've turned this part of the Chinks
town upside-down. It's me own
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know Chinatown's built more down un-
der the earth than on top, don't ye?”
Fuller, sick at heart, impotent to do
anything but listen, nodded impatiently.
“Well, there's six tiers that we know
about, one built right on top of the other,
but how many more holes below and
what deviltry goes on down there in the
lowest depths we never even try to guess.
We know there’s every kind of vice the
brain of the foreign divils can think up,
and the slave traffic isn't wholly confined
to their own race. There's many a young
white girl down there that’s come from
a good home up on top of God’s earth,
but once them Highbinders gets hold of
them, it's the end. When they're—fin-
ished—they bury ’‘em down there.
'Course I'm not sayin',” he hastened to
add, as he noted the abject misery in
Fuller’s face, “that that's what's hap-
pened to Miss Salisbury; but it looks
suspicious considerin’ she's had
it tried on her before. Them Highbind-
ers mever risk kidnapin’ any girl until
they've got a line on her, and they're al-
‘ways careful to pick out one that hasn’t
m"mwtaﬁd:upamm

feels like goin’ off on a spree that's a bit
out o' the ordinary—you know! You'd
be surprised to know how many of the
richest fellers comes here for that pur-
pose, sor. Haven't ye got no friends
here who could take ye about as though
they was showin’ ye a good time?”

Fuller pondered. He had many ac-
quaintances in the city, but no friend
close enough to take into his confidence
in regard to Lotus. Haggerty's keen
eyes searched the young doctor’s set,
stern features anxiously.

“No friend who knows th’ ropes down
here?” he probed hopefully. “A man
like ye must know some one who could
take ye off on a bat!”

With the echo of the phrase, the keen,
caustic features of Ralph Donaldson,
boyish schoolmate and now star reporter
on one of Frisco's leading newspapers,
rose up before him, the light of a former
good fellowship in his smiling gray eyes.

“The very man! Do you know
Donaldson of the Argus?”’ Fuller asked
hurriedly.

“Sure I do. Every man on the force
knows him. He's a member of the
secret reserve police himself. Ye know
him? Glory to God! There’s th’ man
fer ye. Call him up as fast as iver ye
can. We'd better be goin’, sor;” for
Fuller, loath to leave the spot, lingered
vainly. “Ye'll niver find her this way.
If it’s as we think, some divil has her
safe in his hole by this time. The sooner
ye get hold of Donaldson, the sooner
yﬂl be likely to find her.”

&wu Haggerty moved off with Ful-
r to where Wing and the other ﬁw&'
them, he muttered to himself:
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when he finds out the truth and loses
his head. Poor little girl! I niver seen
one o' them get out o' here alive yet!”

IV

ArL this time,-had Fuller and Hag-
gerty been able to peer through the
ground below them, they would have
seen Lotus Salisbury lying in a tiny
room until the fumes of the chloroform
which had saturated the cloth about her
mouth should have worn off sufficiently
for her to be brought before her future
owner and master, Chin Ling Wu, the
“Boss” of decadent Chinatown, trafficker
in souls, master of destinies, the dragon
of the underworld.

A withered, clawlike hand noiselessly
opened the door, and a stooping Chinese
hag, in whose crackling parchment skin
the fingers of depravity had creased
cavernous wrinkles, slipped in silently,
standing above Lotus Salisbury and star-
ing down at the creamy, pale features.
The reddish golden hair puzzled her.
With curious, prying talons she stealthily
lifted the girl’s hat.

Lotus opened her eyes. The next in-
stant her shrill scream rang through the
room. The hag smiled at her, a facial
contortion so horrible that Lotus covered
her eyes; then, forcing herself with a
strong effort of will to open them, she
looked about her. She saw the gaudily-
decoratedwallsofatmy room hung in
pictured rice-paper, writhing dragons
mwhng in serpentine convolutions

across its golden surface. Over in one
corner a squat, grotesquely-carved Chi-
nese god g‘lowemd in d:a.bohcal ugliness,

gestive to be agreeable. There were no
windows, the only ventilation being the

open door.
“Missee wakee? Likee dlink?”
Reiterated gesticulation convinced

Lotus the creature was suggesting food
and drink. She shook her head decid-
edly, then unsteadily rose to her feet.
She would take no nourishment in this
place lest the food be drugged.

With surprising celerity, the old
woman reached the door and passed out,
shutting it after her and shooting the bolt
on the outside before Lotus could follow.
There was a small aperture covered with
an iron grating, through which the girl
peered, but only a narrow passageway
met her view.

Summoning all her strength, Llotus
shrieked aloud, but only the vibration of
her own call answered her. She shaook
the barred grating furiously, but it re-
sisted " all her efforts. Many girlish
hands had pitted their puny strength
against its iron immutability.

Lotus looked about her in {frantic
search of some other way of escape,
mounting on top of the luxurious, pil-
low-smothered couch to examine the
ceiling, but the hangings covered only a
painted wall. The room was simply a
box, the door the only exit. An antique
Chinese temple - lantern of wrought
bronze was suspended fm the centre of
the ceiling, wicks floating in perfumed
oil supplying the dim h@_n_. ‘Daylight
never penetrated to that cavern, and
Lotus, suddenly remembering that she
wore her watch, looked at the small time-
piece. The hands stood at eight.

Eight o’clock! She should now be

?‘-ated opposite Doctor Em in some
as

wmeofthemnmy
of him? How had he :
ﬂmgﬂﬂﬂusm.'

n
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tacked, perhaps killed? She shuddered,
pressing her hands before her eyes. Not
that! Anything but that! He was so
fine, so tender, so brave—

“Plitty tlings makee lithle Chinee.”

It was Ah Loo, her arms piled high
with varicolored silks and trailing sashes.

Behind her, ranged silently against the

walls, were five sturdy Chinese women
of low caste. A chill passed over Lotus
even as she resolutely shook her head at
Ah Loo.
‘l I won’t change into those things, if
| that’s what you want,” she said steadily.
Al Loo flung up her hands. Before
Lotus  could resist, two women had
passed behind her, each catching a hand;
two others, with movements so swift she
could only gasp her outraged astonish-
ment, ‘tripped her up and laid her flat on
theground, holding her down effectively
while Ah Loo and the fifth woman
searched for the invisible iastenmgs
holding the outlandish clothing of the
sm mugn devil.

“You clomee ’long now,” coaxed Ah
Loo, evidently the only one who dared
attempt English. “Mathler say we
makee you clom damn click!”

Lotus sat up, dazedly putting her hand
to her head. They had taken down her
hair, and over the blue satin of her
gorgeous wrap it shimmered like bur-
nished gold. The women pointed at it,
chattering like magpies. The hubbub
made her head swim, but she voiced one
last defiance:

“I shall obey no orders issued by your
master! T shall not go to his—whatever
it is he expects me to go to. He can kill
me if he chooses—I wish he would!”

With a little moan, she buried her face
in her hands.

A word from Ah Loo, and before
Lotus realized how they had accom-
plished it she was raised from the floor,
hoisted in their arms, and being carried,
helpless as a baby, out of the room,
down the corridor, and through the bar-
red iron door at the end into another
winding passage, dark, noisome and
smelling of dank earth. All along this
second passage tiny, grated windows ap-
pmredatmterva‘lsmthewalls small,
white blots, like pieces of paper, tacked
up beside them. Behind the apertures
a dim light glimmered, bntmtsnﬂidmtly

for Lotus to glimpse the interior
of the dens. She shook with a nameless
fear; what unspeakahle things might not
be concealed in their depths! And she,
Im &%nrf—m wlut scenes of

|
|
I
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door hardly perceivable in the gloom.
Throwing it up to its entire width, she
leaned down, caught Lotus’ hands, and,
with the help of the other women, raised
her from one step to another until at last
her head appeared above the open space
and she was jostled through. The women
scrambled after her, closed the trap-
deoor, and, catching her up again, con-
tinued their shambling progress through
a cellar until they came to a narrow
staircase. They mounted in shuffling si-
lence, their padded feet making a curious
thudding vibration on the wooden treads.

At the top of the staircase a barred
and bolted door stopped them. Ah Loo
rapped cautiously, giving an unintelligible
answer to a muffled voice from the out-
side. The door was thrown wide, re-
vealing to Lotus’ astonished gaze the
luxurious interior of a home belonging
to a Chinese gentleman of the wealthiest
class.

In one moment she had been trans-
ported from the murky dreariness of an
mdergrmd prison to the richness of a
miniature palace. The rooms through
which they PRSsed though small, were
crowded with unique curios and price-
less articles of wertu, which, even to
Lotus’ inexperience, suggested the re-
sources of an Aladdin. The dark polish
of the bronzes, the superbly embroidered
teakwood screens, the cunumgiy executed
tapestried walls, done in infinitesimal

and the women actually seemed to fade
away, so noiselessly did they retreat,
Lotus, intent only on this man facing her,
did not notice their withdrawal, nor that
the heavy screens taking the place of
doors had been pushed back into place.

v

Caix Linc Wu eyed her serenely, his
gaze including every detail of her attire,
from the glories of her unbound hair to
the small Chinese slippers incasing ‘her
feet. His scrutiny lingered, criticised,
annotated, seeming to pierce beneath the
flimsy covering to every curve, every
luscious line of grace, of her exquisitely
modeled figure. A scarlet flood mounted
to her cheeks. This cold-blooded ap-
praisal of her person was an insult un-
der which her very soul revolted. (She
threw up her head, and, clutching- the
sheer fabric about her, silently showed
her unutterable contempt by I:llmlng her
back upon him.

For some moments the stillness of
the room was unbroken. Her nerves
strained to the breaking-point: for inac-
tion, in times of crises, is deadly. Lotus
felt that in another secor' she would
shriek aloud. The sound of Wu’s meas-
ured tones relieved the tinsicn. He
spoke in perfect English, tic cnly sug-
gestion of a foreign tongue being a slight
difficulty with the letter r.

“My servant tells me you refuse our
native dishes. That is unwise. Hysteria
and tears are also matural enemies to
your most powerful assets, youth and
beauty, which are to bem as divine
gifts, Miss Salisbury. This is the last
time you will ever hear that name uttered
byhnmlaps Ymm
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yielding, with more adaptability than you
are displaying, but that will come later.
Those who will not bow to the stress of
circumstances must break.”

Lotus shrank back.

“Those who are clever quickly adapt
themselves to strange surroundings, es-
pecially the very young,” he went on/
“I would that you were only fifteen.
Still, your beauty has matured and will
increase when lapped in the luxury with
which we surround our high-caste
women. Come, I will ring for fresh
chopssuey and cumquats, and afterwards
I'myyself will teach you the secrets of the
poppy-fields. You know not the delights
of its dreams. There is no other earthly
sensation to which it can be compared.

! Iy who have known them all, say this!
Yau shall taste the blisses of the celestial
heights. Waking, you shall sway the
destinies of men ; sleeping, you shall float,
disembodied, in that ethereal pamdlse
ww-’you will return only for the ful-
ent of your own destiny. Come,
;1& me to your future in our
- Sodew, of which this is a rare, im-

, bald head, offered it

ink! You drugged me
W eyes, lmm

that there might be no miscarriage in my
plans. I found you were alone, travel-
ing with a tourists’ party. I gave orders
to American servants whom I often em-
ploy, lest suspicion fall on my race, that
you should be brought here. That at-
tempt failed, as you know. I then placed
one of my own most trusted servants in
the employ of a friend of mine who keeps
a shop especially interesting for tourists,
knowing that some time you would in-
evitably visit it. Had you not done so,
I should still have found other means
to get you. That was only one of my
‘plants,” as you call it in the English lan-
guage. It was my servant who decoyed
you into visiting this locality. He also
took up the attention of that meddling
young fool of a doctor from Los Angeles,
who prevented my plans from being suc-
cessfully carried out the first time. He
cannot, however, interfere again.”

Lotus shivered. He could mean but
one thing, for, had Fuller been living, he
would not have rested until he had found
her. For a moment the world went
black.

The next she knew she felt Chin Ling
Wu's touch on her arm as he held the
wine-cup to her lips. With a furious
gesture she dashed it away. The price-
less china fell on the rug, spilling the
contents. Her spirit knew no cow-
ardice, but her flesh cringed as she
caught the expression in his lashless,
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hold of the most powerful mandarin
within the walls of Pekin.”

“Pekin! My God! Are you planning
to send me to Pekin "

“As a most particular favor. 1 was
sure you could notsunderstand thc great
honors which are in store for you.” He
beamed unctuously, his oily skin glisten-
ing in the close atmosphere. “When I
first saw you I knew you to be the
woman Lu Tung had ordered me to bring
him from America. He has set his heart
on just such a face and figure, such
wonderful coloring, as yours. You are
unique. You were born to wear the im-
perial yellow, if only as the favorite in
the august palace of Lu Tung. He is a
great artist in every line which the world
has to offer of its best! You Americans
know not the meaning of the word
‘civilization.” Our own dates back to
long before the days of Confucius, many
centuries before the Christian era. You
are but children: we are the adult race.
You shall see the wonders of our great
cities. You shall have servants by the
score to wait upon you. You will not
even be permitted to cross the room
without attendants. Under Lu Tung’s
teaching, you will learn the hundred de-
lights which are yet to you a closed door.
For you he will give many hundred tael
if you prove to be as beautiful as I be-
lieve. Up above, in the world of human
civilization, ‘modesty’ is a word to be
reverenced; down here, hidden in the
secret bowels of the earth, it is super-
fluous. This is no time for an exhibi-
tion of crude, hysterical modesty. It is
@ question concerning only the worth of
your intrinsic value in my opinion: how
many tael I may ask for you of the rich-
est mandarin in Pekin. You may be

worth much—you promise well—but
~ often one finds some cr _nf confor-

robe clutched about her, her great, dark
eyes blazing insanely. Her voice, when
she conquered it, shook with passionate
wrath:

“You have a different woman to deal
with, O Chin Ling Wu, from any of
those unfortunate, tame-spirited victims
with whom you have hitherto dealt! I
refuse to defile my own self-respect by
obeying you. I'm not afraid to die. But
you'll find you can’t break me unless you
kill me. Either give me death or set'me
freel” _

She flung out her bare arms in a superb
gesture, her courage restored now that
the crisis was at hand. An odd, guttural
grunt from Wu answered her.

“You talk nonsense.” He clicked out
the words curtly. “Do you think'I'm
fool enough to turn you loose with the
knowledge of the secrets of my house-
hold which you possess? As to death,
I never destroy valuable property. You're
not the only girl who has tried to defy
me. Many have been quite as trouble-
some as you. Do you know what has
become of them? No? You cannot
guess? As you passed through the sec-
ond corridor on your way to the trap-
door, you may have noticed some small
openings in the walls, with barred grat- '|
ings before them? Yes. But you could ;‘
not see within? Had you done so, you
would not have needed me to enlighten
you. TIn each cell lies a young girl as
good, as innocent, as foolishly preju-
diced against our honorable, ancient cus-
toms, as you yourself. M each of
those girls has passed my personal ap-
probation. On the outs;dc of their cells
a small card bears their mew name,
weight, physical condition, and points of
excellence, signed by the greatest au-
thority in Chinatown, Chin Li "ﬁl
Each and every one of ‘them wa
ﬁxdy annoying in the

» Mﬂd
would find M g
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as they breathe in the elysium of the
poppy-seed. Most of them are girls from
a class lower than your own—I do not
often attempt to remove a girl of inde-
pendent means. I should not have taken
you had I not been satisfied with the re-
sult of the ingquiries I made. You are
the only one of the type Lu Tung com-
manded me to bring him which I am
satisfied to offer him. You promise
much. But a successful business mer-
chant is content only with results. We
are alone, safe from intrusion. Should
yom ery with all your strength to your
gods, no one would come to you. But
you would not be so foolish. This is my
private apartment, into which no one
ventures save at my command. In a
myouwﬂlbeathbertytoswathe

what you are: an exquisite woman proud

of her own beauty, happy in the knowl-

m!htahemalmnghummmre
above price.”

Shakug with horror, Lotus glanced

wmooﬂxerﬂlonghtunm
: Madmwarﬂslt.her
' ' to Wu. Think-

mailheldashortswordmtts

Here was a way of escape if the worst
threatened.

“Patience is an admirable trait,” Chin
Ling Wu's perfect English floated across
to her, “but there are cases when it ceases
to be a virtue. I have no more time to
waste. Shall I call in my servants to
carry out the commands I have given
you? Obey me at once, or 1 shall be
forced to do so.”

Lotus, her hand tightly clenched over
the weapon, flung back her answer be-
tween set teeth:

“Never! I will nof obey you! I am
not your slave! I will not desecrate my-
self in my own sight, I—

The sound of a Chinese gong vibrated,
metallically resonant. Chin Ling Wu
laid down the padded wand as Ah Loo
entered. Quick, guttural mutterings
passed between them, and she vanished.

Anger at white heat gleamed from
Whu's slits of eyes as he glared at Lotus.
Shaking with a nervous tremor, she
awaited her fate, her gold-crowned head
thrown bravely back, her trembling
fingers clasping the leathern hilt. And
Chin Ling Wu, keen analyst of feminine
moods, tried her with that most difficult
test of all—the test of profound, con-
tinued silence in which the Orientals are
adept. Not a breath disturbed that at-
mosphere of sinister voluptuousness. At
the end of five minutes it was only by a
supreme effort of will that Lotus held

ﬂrﬁghuvyscrmsswmddr. M

‘hmmn uwdoimmulpﬂ
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voice, and at its chill inflexibility the girl ~
shivered. “These ars the girls of whom
1 spoke. Each has been brought from
her cell below to prove my truth. Each
one was like yourself. Some, wiser than
others, obeyed me ;.others, more foolish,
refused to bend. 1 broke them as I now
will break you. What follows you have
brought on yourself alone. This is the
discipline with which I punish disobe-
dience.”

Enthroned on his dais like an emperor,
Wu uttered a string of orders to his na-
tive women. They moved towards Lotus
in stealthy unison. With a bound, she
sprang in among the young white girls.

“Why don't you all de something?”
she flung at their appalled inaction,
“We're all Americans—all of us! Are
you going to let this monster lock you
up forever without a fight? It's better
to die together now than to live on in
this creature’s power!”

One of the women seized Lotus by
the shoulder, as another, grasping at her
loose coat, sought to tear it away, With
a gasp of rage, Lotus turned on them
like a beautiful fury.

“Dont you dare touch me! . .. Did
they treat you all like this?”

She appealed to the girls.

Some

the arm of one, a gash across the cheek
of another, testifying to the serviceabil-
ity of the blunt old weapon.

Holding them at bay with her crim-
son-stained blade, Lotus laughed hyster-
ically.

“I told you I'm different from the
rest!” she flung across at Wu. “If you
try such a thing again, I'll stab myself
instead of those devils!”

With one agile movement, Wu swung
himself to his feet. Her threat, although
she was not aware of it, was the moast
potent weapon she could have found.
She must not be allowed to mutilate der
beauty. :

“So!” His tones shook from 'the
tempest of anger seething within him.-
“So! We shall see! You shall ‘be
thrown into a cell like the ones in which
these slave-girls are locked. There you
shall lie alone, in the darkness, in dis-
comfort, until you come to your senses!
There you shall be taught to smoke the
opium-pipe, whether you refuse it or
not! . .. Al Lopl. .

The old native crept up to him. Wu
whispered his instructions, a glow of sat-
isfaction flitting over his features as Ah

fering types, all with the glamor of
youth and health, all apparently fright-
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fusing babel of Chinese expletives. But
one voice, which she knew by its sibilant
timbre to be Wu's, muttered some crisp
phrases which turned her sick and cold
as she was borne away.

Down the staircase, then lowered care-
fully through the trapdoor, down the
stepladder ; then the grate of a bolt shot
back, and at last she was laid on a mat-
tress, and the hands which had pinioned
her fell away. With quick scuttlings the
women fled from the cell of this white
girh-who was crazed with the spirit of
seiven. furious fighting devils.

y#And Lotus was alone .to think over
those pregnant sentences which had been
repeating themselves in ceaseless routine
sineel she had been carried from his pri-

e B e

There was a moment of silence while
she waited, tensely anxious. Then a
whisper came from the wall beside her:

“Hush! Ah Looll hear and punish
you. You mustn’t make a noise.
They’ll drug you if you do.”

Lotus dropped her voice.
you?” she murmured.
get in here?”

“I'm Charlotte Smith. Alameda’s my
home, across the bay. I was on an ex-
cursion-boat when I met a man who—
who flirted with me. He sat down be-
side me, and we talked, and finally he
asked me to go to dinner with him. I—
I accepted—I thought he was so nice
and jolly! He took me to dinner in a
little restaurant, and—that’s all I knew
until I woke up here.”

The voice broke in a sob. Lotus’
hands clenched.

“And don’t you want to get out?” she
asked. “Aren’t you going to make a
fuss about being locked in here and—and
all the horrors that are coming?” ,

“What's the use? I did make an aw-
ful fuss in the beginning. But you, or
any one else, can’t get ahead of Wu. If
we cry and scream, he punishes us by
taking away the opium.”

“Do you smoke?"” asked Lotus, hor-

“Who are
“How did you

el beeinthmaghmdallthﬂ
thing you've | and all that’s
much if you only have your pipe. And
Wu gives us all we want. He's willing



Wu comes down only once a day to see
how we're getting on. There's no chance
for escape. [ think we're directly un-
derneath his own house, It's one of the
show-places in Chinatown, you know,
but nobody suspects he's got a subterra-
nean passage beneath his cellar. There's
more than one, too. One leads down to
the water-front, for Mary Snow was
brought in from a boat, and she wasn't
doped as much as she pretended, so she
knew she was being carried in through
a great, long passage. Hush! Ah Loo’s
coming. If she thinks we're talking,
she'll take away my pipe.”

Silence reigned. Sick at heart, Lotus
sank down on her mattress. Would she
ever become like this girl, resigned to her
destiny, living only in the ecstasies of
her opium-dreams? Again Wu's threat
rang through her brain:

“Later I shall come to you to teach
you obedience.”

A dew of terror broke out over her.
She knew he would keep his word.
There was no way of escape. She
looked wildly about. Against the wall
the pale light of the brazier drew her
gaze, a nascent glimmer in the dim
gloom. If opium but held the power to
kill! But death came through that chan-
nel only after long months of wasting
oblivion, and she knew the drug would
never be allowed her in sufficient quan-
tities to injure her physical health.

* Fascinated by the dull gleam, she lay
watching it with half-closed eyes, until,
half hypnotized, it seemed to her that the
glow permeated the cell like a living
P"iﬂzﬂlﬁty She stretched out her arms

“Light! Flame! Fire!" she 1

' eihfdlytim"ﬁvﬂ” et iy

‘ 0 word lay her release. Death
‘#ﬁm was a horror, yet it was a horror
be preferred to a life of unutterable
Mm ‘To set her mattress on fire,
then smother to death in her cell—

e
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herself, for all—she would make the at-
tempt.

Her eyes sought the low ceiling. It
was not too high for her to reach easily
with hands thrown above her head. She
got up and tried it, her fingers touching
the heavy paper. What lay directly
above? She drummed with tentative
knuckles. It sounded hollow.

Giving herself no time to waver, she
caught up the brazier by its slender
bronze legs, and, extending it above her
head, held it immovable, the heat from
the flame making brownish indentations
in the paper ceiling. Presently it began
to curl, then catch, and finally the hole
widened sufficiently for Lotus to see the
narrow width of the hollow between the
ceiling and the flooring above. It!was
of wood, but even the tiniest flame will
eventually burn its way through 'sea-
soned timbers, and Lotus, patiently hold-
ing the brazier, saw the wood shrink and
catch, writhe and curl, as the sparks ate
their way upward through the heart of
the flimsy wood.

The odor of scorching paper, the
smoke of burning timber,
upon her. Gasping, she set down the
brazier while she wet one sleeve of her
coat in water standing by in a jug,
holding it with one hand before her f'ﬁ'e,
she again erected the brazier in the
other. Presently the ceiling had curled
apart until a sizable hollow appeared.
Then it occurred to her to seize the small
rug and thrust it into the aperture, thus
hastening her work of dﬁstrwelini. Act-
ing on the impulse, Lotus | ed it,
and, stuffing it into the hole, . od
whole heat of the brazier to its rough

“What's all this smudge?  Whew!
Its ehoﬁagnel Im’t hreathe |

Well burn o de
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The girls’ shrieks rang through the
small passage. Shuffling steps padded
along outside. One glance was enough
to tell Ah Loo that the girls were in
grave danger. Shooting back the bolts
of their cells as she ran, she flung back
their prison doors, then, not pausing to

see what became of them, scurried away -

k at top speed.

' Lotus blindly stepped into the cor-
ridor, the wet sleeve still pressed against
her! face. Eyes smarting, half choked,

. she:yet paused to make sure that no girl

[ had been left imprisoned. From every
door a girl crept forth, crazed with fear,
ready to beat her way to air and free-
dom.

“Follow me,” called Lotus. “Ah Loo’s
left the barred door open. Come before

~ sheican get help. To the trapdoor—up

| the staircase—quick !”

They hurled themselves after her.
Down the corridor, up the stepladder,
into the dark cellar, and up the narrow
mm ﬂ;y fled, fear lending them

Ah Loo was in their midst, wringing
her hands at sight of Chin l_mg Wu's
white, set face and glittering black eyes.
She was evidently trying to persuade
him she was not at fault for the break-
ing out of the fire, but he paid not the
slightest attention to her. In the hands
of his followers were fire-extinguishers,
incongruous modernities beside the odd,
picturesque costumes. The gesticulat-
ing crowd passed through without a
glance towards the screen behind which
Lotus cowered.

Now was her chance, Summoning all
her courage, she crept out. She believed
she must be on the ground floor. She
must find her way out while the house-
hold was busy downstairs. She noise-
lessly flitted through the small rooms,
but if they contained windows they were
concealed beneath painted panels.

At last, with a gasp of disappointed
astonishment, she found herself within
the magnificent room which was Wu's
private apartment. She looked about
vainly for some other passage of escape,
so interested that she did not hear a
stealthy step creep up behind her.

“So, Lotus Bloom, you tried to set my
house on fire. My girls are set loose;
some of them cannot be found. My
men are smothering down beneath the
ground, trying to put out the fire. We
cannot call in the fire company, for that
would reveal the secrets of my business.
In a &wmmmtsm:;ed:tnwouldhw
been beyond control, all Chinatown
a blazing inferno. And all due to the
most  troublesome woman-fiend of the
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his gaze that of a tiger intent on its
prey. :

“I can’t—I can't—don't touch me!”
she sobbed, her nerves gone at last. And
she screamed again as she saw those eyes
coming nearer, the look in their depths
shriveling her soul. His arms, lithe as
steel, closed about her. Fighting, writh-
ing, she fought him off, her screams
echoing through the house.

Wu was too intent upon his purpose
to notice he had not quite pushed the
screen back into place after his en-
trance, but Lotus saw the crack and
redoubled her cries. And then, as Wu
flung her, powerless, back upon the dais,
a hubbub of noises arose which brought
him partially to his senses, half crazed
as he was.

Lotus felt her strength going, a deadly
faintness numbing her. With one last
strangled cry, she relaxed, as the screen
was pushed back.

Chin Ling Wu, his face distorted like
that of a heathen god, glanced over at
the intrusion. A crowd of men stood in
the entrance. With an ugly snarl, Wa,
balked of his prey, glared his defiance.

“Drop that girl, or I'll shoot!”

Wu impassively stared down the bar-
rel of a revolver as a couple of men
sprang forward and clapped handcuffs
on his yellow wrists. The revolver
dropped, and the man strode over to the
crumpled heap lying inert on the dais.
One look at her face was enough for
Ransom Fuller to know that his search
was ended. But Lotus, at sound of his
voice, had fainted.

Donaldson, his thin, keen face alert,
tuined from the tableau, jotting down

S ﬁm‘!ﬂd& for the b!g story which

One of the girls nodded. “Six more,
but we all got out when Lotus set the
underground dens on fire,” she whim-
pered.

“The divil she did! There’s a girl for
ye!” Haggerty's admiring glance swept
over the inert form on the dais, over
which Fuller was working to bring back
consciousness. “Come on, boys; them
Chinks is all down below fightin’ the
fire. We'll round "em all up and make a
clean sweep o' this dive. We've got th’
man we've been trailin’, the biggestudivil
o’ them Highbinders, caught withuth'
goods on!” He scowled at Wu, whahad
recovered his Oriental impassivity.
“Take him out and keep him safe in th’
bubble-wagon while we run in the rest.
Hike along lively, now.” 7 AOY

As Chin Ling Wu, guarded om both
sides, was hustled out of the room; he
did not even throw a glance at the girl
who had been the cause of his downfall.
Donaldson had already disappeared with
Haggerty and his men, prepared for a
clean sweep belowground.

With no thought for anything save
Lotus Salisbury, Fuller gently forced

L .
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ing, of elemental nature. A number of
minutes later, Lotus, sighing ecstatically,
murmured in Fuller’s ear:

“How did you happen to find me,
dearest? I thought Wu had his servants
murder you.”

“Not a bit of it! He didn't bother
with me—it was you he was after. As
soon as you disappeared, I got after the
police and my old friend Donaldson, and
we put the Chinese guide through a
third-degree grilling. But he was too
clever for us to get much information

| out of him, so we got permits to search
l Chinatown, and Donaldson, who knows
) it better than most white men, and who
has had reason to suspect Wu before,
‘brought us here. If we had not found
you, we should have dynamited the wall
inc the alley where you disappeared.
There must be a passageway under it—
“There is. That’s where the girls are
imprisoned. Wu has a lot of under-
gmm&passageways running from be-
neath his cellar in different directions.
They took me in through a door in the
alley-wall. I saw it when we were on
the other side. Then they gave me
chloroform, and—and I didn’t remember

mmunﬁllwokeupn—down

. Eu—m-tensed about him. Again
%mm fears and terrors of the
rs in the sweetness of the pres-

-rudely awakened from
of Mas a babel of
-‘mnhnﬂb’m

For the first time he realized Lotus
was wearing Chinese costume. His fine
features darkened as certain possibilities
flashed across his mind. Lotus under-
stood, and shivered.

“I set fire to my cell, hoping we might
get a chance to escape or else be killed
quickly,” she said so simply the horror
behind her words was doubly poignant.
“I couldn’t live the life Wu intended for
me, and he wouldn’t let me go. And—I
think the greatest of all reasons why I
didn’t care what became of me was be-
cause I—I believed you—were dead.”

Cheek to cheek, she whispered the
last words in his ear. For a long mo-
ment he held her close, immovable, then
helped her to her feet, his eyes still
dim. She leaned on his shoulder as he
threw an arm about her waist to steady
her.

She smiled at him tremulously. “You
see—how much I need you;” and her
shadowy eyes, languorously lovely, re-
vealed more than the words.

“I intend to make myself so thorough-
ly necessary I'll be absolutely indispens-
able.” His muscles tightened about her
suppleness. “To-morrow morning I'm
going to apply for a license. 1 don't
know what the laws are here in Frisco,
but as soon as we can arrange it I'm go-
mgtotakeyouawayonahoncymmm
Coronado. It’s a heavenly spot, and
we'll forget all that’s occurred here. I
can’t understand how you've come to
care for me. I'm so happy myself, I can
almost feel sorry for that other fellow
wh\ﬂms lost you—"

“Other fellow? What are zﬂh
ing about? 1 dm’% mniemmi.
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“You thought I was engaged to John
Whitney? Oh, my dearest! One of the
reasons I came on this trip was because
1 wanted to see if I cared enough for
him to miss him when he was away from
me. I haven't—not a bit! I felt sure I
didn't care for him in—in the right way,
but he—he wanted me to make sure. I
have—now.” She glanced at Fuller
shyly. “And this ring"—her voice sank
tenderly—"this was my mother’s en-
gagement ring. That's why I value it so
much. Perhaps I ought not wear it on
that finger, to give a false impression,
but I've always felt I couldn’t let any
man take it off and—and replace it with
another until I was—sure. It was a—
kind of guard against—the wrong man,
you see.”

Slowly, with lingering tenderness, his
fingers closed about the slender band.
As he drew it off, Lotus looked in his
eyes, a smile behind her tears. Slipping
the diamond upon her right hand, he
drew an odd signet ring from his little
finger. As the heavy circlet slid over
her slim third finger, Fuller lifted her
hand to his lips.

“Until I can replace it to-morrow with

]
ES

THE DRAGON'S CLAW

in the sky, and the streets were bleak and
deserted. Now that the glamor of the
swinging paper lanterns, the lights twink-
ling from half open doorways, were no
longer visible, this bit of old China lost
its charm, revealing itself in all its taw-
dry sordidness.

Through the heart of the Oriental sec-
tion, then through the city iiself, Fuller
drove at a speed impossible in the day-
time, but before they reached the be-
ginning of the Exposition Grounds the
rising sun was casting its first gléams
across the bay. Out beyond them, o
the right, the Golden Gate was spread-
ing its arms to welcome another day.
Across the amethystine waters, in the
misty distance, Tamalpais flushed im0
tawny crimson. v daBile

As they passed the Tower of Jewels
raising its slender head, priceless gem of

slowed their speed.
“See!” Lotus Mid her hand on his
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THE STRANGE TRAMP

By John W, N. Sullivan

T was out in the Connecticut hills that
I came upon the Strange Tramp.

At first I was not even sure that
he was a tramp. He sat with his back
against a tree, his mouth open and his
eyes shut, snoring like a new type of
orchestral instrument. The tattered
remnants which constituted his conces-
sion to propriety were obviously the last

phase of a suit of Harris tweed.
~:Near him, on the grass, was the ob-
ject which made me pause. A dainty
yellewmwed volume presented its
b&ﬁk title at me—"“Les Fonctions

s

In my youth I had won distinction in
the Mathematical Tripos, but when I

 found that a thorough mathematical
- equipment has rather less market value

rudimentary acquamiame with

T've mwmmw“mm

I continued, nodding at the book on the
grass.

“Not bad,” said the tramp, with faint
disparagement, “but the notation is hope-
lessly old-fashioned.”

He rose slowly to his feet, placed his
hat on his head and his book under his
arm. He eyed me a little quizzically.

“Are you coming along?”

He waved an explanatory hand in a
general easterly direction, and I fell into
step beside him.

“Yes, it’s sufficiently rare to be a lit-
tle startling,” he said, answering my un-
spoken thought; “but I am a tramp be-
cause | am logical.” .

“Just so, just so,” I assented.

“No,” he continued placidly; “not in
the least because I am mad. Originally.
I admit, I became a tramp by necessity,
but I remain one because my knowledge
of philosophy is too great to allow me
to do anything else.”

“Philosophy has much to answer for,”
I said gravely. We mlk’cdaiew steps
in silence.

“Of course, if you're going to be
rude,” said the tramp, a trifle wearily,

“I shall have to tell you the story n{my

life.”
1 nodded encouragingly. “Fire away;
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and it was not until the first few clouds
of tobacco-smoke had floated out on the
still air that he commenced his story.
He spoke with a faint flavor of serene
dogmatism, and a certain precision of
phrase which reminded me singularly of
the lecture-room.

“As you seem to have no particular
intelligence, and have, nevertheless, done
some mathematics, I take it you are a
college man. I'm one myself. I went to
Harvard on a scholarship, and special-
ized in mathematics because I had gen-
uine ability. I really liked the stuff. I
do now, for the matter of that.”

“The strong bias some of us have for
the perfectly useless has never been sat-
isfactorily accounted for,” I murmured.

“It is probable that I should never
have made a great reputation,” he went
on, ignoring my interruption. “I am not
sufficiently emasculated to find all my
desires satisfied by tracing the vagaries
of “x.” But one has to mortify the flesh
on six hundred a year.” He puffed med-
itatively. “You, of course, never had
less than four times that.” He turned
to me with a peculiar smile.

“Except when I was teaching,” I as-
sented reflectively,

He looked at me with some stern-
ness. “So you've actually done teach-
[ e i e

J o of us; thmlgh. 1 "l
he mused, “that deliberately to help a

He looked affronted. “Bemnard Shaw "
He repeated the name in a tone of con-
tempt. “My dear sir—really, 1 hope I
go a little deeper than that! Bernard
Shaw has not even a rudimentary ac-
quaintance with psychology, or he would
not be a Socialist. No—really, I may
say, without vanity, I am quite an in-
telligent man, and—"

“I beg your pardon,” I said humbly.
“I did not realize—"

“Quite so, quite so,” he said airily,
waving his hand with a gesture of com-

plete understanding, his irritation in- .

stantly appeased. He puffed medita-
tively for a few seconds before he con-
tinued:

“As I was saying, I lived in Cambridge
on a scholarship—six hundred per an-
num. With my parents’ help, I furnished
two rooms, and I looked after myself
entirely—cooking my own meals, making
my own bed, and everything. Of course,
I practised a rigid economy. Have you
ever tasted nut butter?” he asked sud-
denly. :

I shook tny head.

“It’'s awful stuff, but I almost came to

like it. I've eaten worse since. Well, I
didn’t do so badly. 1 was sufficiently a

He eyed me critically.

musical ?”

“I like music,” I replied. “I'y
studied it to any extent, but
fond of listening to good m

His face clouded.
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I began to find him a little impossible.
- He resumed his faintly professorial
tone:

“My moods of reaction against the ab-
stract nature of my studies were at times
intense. Chopin, in particular, weak-
ened my power of self-control. At times
I was a tingling mass of desire, and I
could not afford to purchase gratifica-
tion. There was obviously nothing for
it but to find a girl who was unconven-
tional or weak enough to be led—well,

. astray, as they say.”

voice which caused me to glance curi-
ously at the remarkable being at my side.
“I found her without much difficulty,”

- he continued, and then paused.

I eyed him covertly as we walked on
in silence. His mouth wore a sneer, and
there was a hard look in his eyes. He
stared straight in front of him, and he
| had ceased to smoke,
| He broke out abruptly: “You've read
. ‘Love and Mr. Lewisham,’ of course?”
% query was put with that apparent

I had notwed before.

d him a box of matches.
. continued, shielding the

» end of _thebook;sab-

There was a strange quality in the

ith his hands and puf&ug-

“Well, of course—" I was amazed at
this outburst.

“Yes, of course,” he repeated. “Peo-
ple like you are not moral; you are only
superstitious. What do you think mo-
rality is? TI'll tell you,” he went on,
without waiting for a reply: “it’s a code

. of action which suits the convenience of

the greatest number. There is no other
definition which will hold water for a
moment.” He glared hostility for a
space.

“And so I refused to marry the girl,”
he repeated.

I maintained surprised silence, and,
with an impatient wave of his hand, he
resumed more calmly:

“But I had to leave the college. I had
enemies, and they were bound to find
out. There was one beast in particular,”
he said venomously, “a flabby-minded,
literary person who was troubled by a
conscience. The swine!”

The last vestige of his detached man-
ner had vanished. It was evident his
memories were very vivid.

“And so you became a tramp,” I re-
marked.

“What else was there to do? It was
a choice between that and the humilia-
tion and wretchedness of an inferior
teaching job. T did not hesitate. As a
tramp, I can at least preserve my self-

“You prefer chopping wood for a
meal 7" T asked.

“Certainly—not that I always chop
wood,” he said, with a slight resentment.

w@dhm&ﬂnﬁnmoﬂh ,
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“Do you ever give lectures in mathe-
matics?” I inquired sarcastically.

“Not exactly,” he retorted placidly,
“but I once got bed and board for a weck
from an amateur astronomer for helping
him with his computations. I{e had
quite a decent little observatur)

“Do you give many recitals in this dis-
trict 7 1 pursued.

His frown came back. “No, I'm here
for a quite different purpose.”

1 looked interrogation.

“You sce,” he answered, with an air
of lucidity, “the girl never had a child.
Nothmg happcned I took care to keep
in touch. Indirectly, you know’

“Indeed!” 1 said, surprised. “But
what—"

“Exactly. There are two alternatives.
She may have been mistaken. That's
quite possible, you know. Or she may
have read Thomas Hardy. 1 hardly
think her natural depravity would be suf-
ficient. You remember—Jude the Ob-
scure,’ you know.”

I looked puzzled.

“A girl lies about it. She thinks the
man is bound to marry her then.”

“Oh, I see,” I said, suddenly compre-
hending. “And you think—"

“T dont know,” said the tramp
thoughtfully. Then, with an absurd
lapse into his stilted manner: “My sci-
entific training renders unsolved prob-
lems utterly repugnant to me. As a mat-
ter of purely intellectual interest, I wish
to find out the facts of the case.”

He seemed very concerned that I
should make no mistake, and it was with
an almost anxious air he awaited my
response,

“And how do

P Lt you propose to find

“I'm going to ask her,” he answered
resolutely. “I heard quite casually that
she was in New and I shall trust
to chance to meet her.”

“Don’t you think it a trifie brutal?” I
suggested. “You have no feeling for the
girl, and, presumably, she loves you.”

He turned on me angrily. “What does
that matter? Is it possible you are chiv-
alrous? Shades of Nietzsche!”

“Oh, that’s all bosh, you know,” I
said, a trifle hotly. *“Nietzsche was mad.
Women are not angels, but they are hu-
man beings.”

“You're married, I suppose,” he
sneered. ‘““Yes, yes, I know what you
would say. You are happier so, you
think. Perhaps you are, but it is only
by refusing to face the facts.” He be-
came precise. “Women are clogs and
burdens. They are entirely unscru-
pulous and utterly deceitful. They are
disagreeable necessities for the contin-
uance of the race.”

I burst out laughing. “The final result
of philosophy,” I mocked, “the ripened
fruit of the tree of wisdom!”

He assumed a bored air. “Your
method of debate is somewhat fatigu-
mg.”

We walked on in silence. To judge
from his face, the tramp was plunged
in gloomy meditation, and I was content
to think him over for a space. It so hap-
pens that 1 have a very high opinion of
women, largely based on my three years’
experience of married life. I could not
for an instant believe in the sincerity of
the tramp’s views, and I was convinced
that an ordinary decent woman could
change his ideas in a very short time.
With the bottom knocked out of that
part of his absurd philosophy, it ‘was
probable that the rest would go, and
that the tramp would cease to remain a
tramp. That, I confess, seemed to me
a desirable result. In spite of his ridic-
ulous pose, I found something likable
about him, and I was persuaded he was
a man of genuine ability. I conceived
the idea of presenting him to my wife.
I would offer to employ him for a week.
I felt convinced by asortof mﬁm.ﬂm

deserted. !mmmwimnt
time in the spirit of disinte W
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osity, even in men of science, I have
been a scientific man! In my thoughts
the tramp’s immediate future began to
assume an almost idyllic form, when I
found that we had arrived within half a
mile of New London.

I motioned towards a large, red-brick

house on my right and addressed the

tramp :

“I hope you'll come in and have some
lunch with me. I should like to hear
more of your way of looking at things.”

He stared at me doubtfully.

“I should like to find her to-night, if
possible.”

“Oh, that’s all right,” I replied heart-
ily. “There’s heaps of time, and I may

~ be able to help you.”

“You're very kind,” he said politely.

I ushered him into the library, as be-
ing the cosiest room in the house, and
the most likely to interest him. His first

r was to inspect my books,

Y mpmﬂnﬁgm with the famished eager-
ness of an educated man who had been
ﬁe‘mmthoutthem He kept up a
- run r o{thonsandcomments,
the oddest preferences and dis-
yet, withal, a keenness of in-
a breadth of reading which
astonished me, prepared
to ﬁnd him possessed of

He was in the

m_m uemed to have taken a dislike

N. SULLIVAN 35

“Good God!” exclaimed the tramp,
and let Mr. Chesterton's “Orthodoxy™
fall with a thud to the floor.

“It’s all right,” I said to him over my
shoulder. “My wife is a little nervous,
but—come, come, dear,” I continued, for
she was trembling excessively. “What
a nervous little thing it is! The gentle-
man is a visitor, dear.”

“A visitor!” she gasped.

“Yes,” I went on. “It’s hardly com-
plimentary—"

She disengaged herself from my arms
with a nervous little laugh.

“It’s very silly of me,” she confessed,
“but for the moment I thought—" She
turned to the tramp with a little smile,
but with a lurking fear still in her eyes.
“I really must apologize, Mr.—er—

“Osborne,” said the tramp, eying her
intently, for my wife is a beautiful
woman, and her confusion served only
to heighten her charm.

“Well, now, that’s all right,” I said
heartily. “Mr. Osborne is staying to
lunch with us, my dear, and perhaps
afterwards we can have a little music—
I should like you to hear my wife's play-
ing,” I broke off to remark to the tramp.

He smiled slightly. “So your wife is
a musician,” he said pleasantly, with a
faint inflection of surprise in his voice.

“You shall judge after lunch,” I re-

plied.

“Oh, T don’t suppose Mr. Osborne will
consider me a musician,” said my wife,
with a certain defiance. For some rea-
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“You do look—er—somewhat uncon-
ventional,” 1 laughed.

“Precisely,” he said. He regarded me
curiously. He seemed on the point Qf
making a remark, and then changed his
mind. He walked to the window, and
looked out on the lawn.

“I suppose,” 1 said lightly, “that, by
your philosophy, I am to be pitied.‘ I
am hopelessly in the toils. 1 am being
relentlessly dragged down—down from
the giddy heights of perfect egoism to
the level of an ordinary happy man.”

“Are you happy?” said the tramp ab-
ruptly, still looking out of the window.

“T am so entirely deceived as to be-
lieve T am,” I replied, laughing.

“You have doubtless been married a
long time,” he said.

“No,” I replied. “I first met my wife
about three years ago. We met quite
accidentally while I was on a vacation
trip through the St. Lawrence. Within a
month we were married. She was an
orphan, and there were no relatives to
be consulted. She was companion to the
lady with whom she was traveling, and
there were no other ties, Oh, I assure
you, my conduct was most unphilo-
sophical.”

The tramp turned and faced me with
a strange smile.

“It was,” he said slowly.

At the sound of the gong we moved
to the dining-room.

The tramp at first appeared somewhat
abstracted, but after his second chop he
started to talk. He talked extremely
well, and, in spite of her aversion, I
found my wife listening to him with an
altogether unusual air of interest. But
ever and again, as she glanced at him,
2 look something akin to fear would leap
into her eyes. There was evidently
something about the man which affected
her unpleasantly.
wg’" tramp noticed :llﬁsu but hde- se;a:ed

te unconcerned, and appeared, indeed,
to derive some peculiar cynical satisfac-

tion from it. T felt disappointed at the

evident antagonism between them, for I
had quite expected my wife’s charm to
convert the tramp into something more
human. But her most unexpected antip-
athy to my guest doomed this hope to
disappointment. It was with a feeling
of relief, on my part, that we made our
way to the drawing-room.

“Now we will have some music,” I
said cheerily. “My wife has only taken
up piano-playing of recent years,” I con-
tinued, turming to the tramp, who
nodded ; “but I think you will agree that
she may rightly be called a musician. . . .
What will you play, dear—something
cheerful ?”

“Whatever you choose, dear,” said my
wife, and seated herself at the piano
with a sort of defance.

During lunch the sky had rapidly been
growing overcast, and now the first low
roll of thunder annmounced the coming
storm. The heavy pattering of the rain
supplied an accompaniment to my wife’s
playing, and the bright and sparkling
cascades of notes that rippled from under
her fingers formed a strange contrast to
the gathering fury of the elements.

The tramp seemed strangely excited.
during the playing. At its conclusion he

remarked harshly : ,
“You should have played Beethoven.
Play the Appassionata !” .
“I can’t,” said my wife, and then, ab-
ruptly :
“Will you?” ¢
They looked each other squarely in the
eyes, and then, without a word, the tramp

took the place my wife vacated at the

piano. It was soon evident that the
tramp had not boasted of his musical

ability without cause. He played like a

man inspired. Perhaps the thunderous
accompaniment of the storm was partly
responsible for it, but never before had
music so profoundly affected me. As for
my wife, she sat like a woman in a trance.
Music always greatly excited her, but as
T watched her tense and rigid figure, her
flushed cheeks, and her glowing eyes,

.-
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fixed with an almost terrible intentness
on the tramp, I could not but heave a
sigh of relief at the final crashing chord
which brought the last movement of that
tremendous sonata to its close.

For a space there was silence.
the tramp turned to me.

“Listen! I am going to play some- .
thing very special.” He looked at me.
“I am going to tell you a lot of things,”
he said.

“What ™ said my wife loudly.
| He spoke very deliberately:

P “A lot of thmg&—orn the piano,” he
~ added, with a curious smile.

[ His smile changed to a mocking laugh.
L “A sort of Song without Words,” he
- said to my wife.

I could never describe the effect upon
me of that next performance. I am not,
perhaps, very sensitive to music, but in
that piece I saw something, I think, of
what great music may mean to a musi-

- cian. He started with a dreamy, tender

‘melody, a very beautiful lovve-mg,

'd:mgmg to a minor key, became
formed to something at once plead-

pﬂheﬁc. It suggested coldness
: ation, and the sense of a great.
bom‘e. And then again it -

Then
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it was with a wild yell that he reached
the final climax, bnnu]taneously with
the cessation of the music, my wife fell
in a tumbled heap on the floor.

I started to my feet, but the tramp was
by her side before me.

“Fetch water,” he barked, and mechan-
ically I turned and went. As I entered
the room with the water, the tramp raised
his head hurriedly. He had been bend-
ing close over her face.

“It's only a faint,” he said shortly, and
rose to his feet.

I knelt down and started to sprinkle
my wiie's hands and forehead.

“Bring me a cushion for her head,” I
said over my shoulder.

There was no answer. I screwed my
head round. The tramp had gone'

My wife stirred feebly. im,
moaned.

She opened her eyes and looked into
my face. “What’s the matter, Jim?"” she
whispered.

“You fainted, my dear,” I said.

She struggled to a sitting posture.

“And the other man—the tramp?” she
said, glancing fearfully around.

“He’s gone,” I said soothingly.

She gave a sob of relief, and hid her
face on my breast.

Suddenly she looked up. “But the
storm,” she said, “and he had no coat.”

“He’s a strange man, dear,” I said
gravely. “I think I'm glad he’s gone.”

- She scanned my face for a moment.

' she

“I'm very glad he’s gone.” She drew
mrh:tguwnmdmmdm

' h&dnﬂmm_
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wife does not like to discuss him. He ished by his lonely and wandering life.
certainly had a low opinion of women, As an old Greek has said: “An unbe-
and I sometimes think that his denial of lieving man merits the anger of the High
woman's truth and loyalty is fitly pun- Gods.”

Ko

" THE WOMAN HABIT
By John Lynch

Love is, after all, largely a function of nature.
= * *

The love of a courtesan is like a badly cooked dinner, that satisfies one’s hun-
ger but leaves one filled with disgust. _
E * * ~
To be known as a cynic and a woman-hater is to be despised by men, toler-
ated by women, and adored by young girls.
* * *

Tf men treated their mistresses as they do their wives, immorality would
go out of fashion for want of candidates.
* * *
1f woman must be censured for having commercialized love, man must be
held blamable for having made the enterprise profitable.
& * *

Primitive man found love so absorbing that he instituted marriage to give
him a chance to think of other things. ot
*

* *
Nomnanbearguedinmﬁdclity, butmostmencanbe cajoled into it.

W‘hcnawmnnbecomsanexpertm love, she may continue to mapuvlt.
- but her day for loving is over.
* ¥ *

If men were permitted to have two wives, one would not bear the- shgﬂli.é'
resemblance to the other,

= * *
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A PROFESSIONAL HUSBAND

By Harold Vickers

“j t,"'OU actually want to employ me
as a—a husband?”

Sinton stared at the girl in
frank amazement. She was not exactly
pretty, though her figure was distinctly
good and her face, if not of the even,
insipid charm beloved of those artists
who create magazine cover-designs, was
not without its attractiveness, especially
when the cheeks flamed as they did now,
under his startled gaze.

“That is it—exactly.” Her voice was
level, even, but her bosom rose and fell
‘ a trifle too swiftly for complete com-
~ posure, and her fingers interlaced nerv-
- ously in her lap. He stared again, his
mind a little stunned by the unexpected
. posal. To reapond to an advertise-

, mc ul!wg for “a gentleman possessing
~ unusual tact, discretion, and honor, for
. a mission of delicacy,” is naturally to be

- prepared for something out of the com-
mw he had not dreamd of any-

T

obviously a gentleman; she had realized
that at once. She saw now that his
clothes, though tastefully chosen and ad-
mirably cut, were worn and already a
little shabby. But his face invited faith
—a strong, honest, likable countenance,
she thought it, and his level blue eyes
met hers with a frank, open question in
them which her woman’s intuition bade
her answer.

“If I tell you, will you promise to
help me?” she fenced. “I don’t dare
to explain unless I'm sure—"

“I can’t promise unconditionally,” he
interrupted, as she paused for a word,
“but if what you ask is within the pos-
sibilities, I think you may count on me.
Try me, at all events, and if I cannot do
as you wish I can at least hold my peace
as to your confidence.”

“Have you ever been in Deptford:"”
she demanded irrelevantly, He shook
his head.

“I never even heard of it.”

“You—you haven't lived here long?”

“As I said in my letter, I've lived most
of my life in Peru. ME{ father w:ir:
mining neer there. 1 came up
'iix mﬁ ago, hcpmg to find a busi-

:fhtﬁemmdsamwdd
I'm practically penniless, friendless, and

avhymﬁvwﬁsb
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risk it!” she cried. “I live in Deptford
—it’s two hundred miles up-state—a
dead-and-alive little town exactly like
hundreds and hundreds of others. I'm
the ugly duckling in a big family—all the
others are pretty and popular. They all
married young—and well, as such things
go in Deptford. I didn't. Nobody ever
looked at me. They elected me as the
family spinster when I was fifteen, and
I’ve been Aunt Ethel, poor, homely,
hopeless Aunt Ethel, ever since. Do you
realize what that means in a town like
Deptford i’

“T can guess.” He smiled sympathet-
ically. “Our colony in Pasco wasn’t very
large, you know. People are very much
alike the world around.”

“Well, I endured it for years and
years and years—until it seemed as if I
couldn’t stand it another minute. And
when, by some miracle, a man—an ac-
tual, live man—did look twice at me, I
didn’t stop to ponder it. All that mat-
tered was that I was going to escape
from Deptford and involuntary aunt-
hood at last. When this—this man sug-
gested that T run away and marry him
secretly, I—I agreed. I had some money
—I forgot to say that we're pretty well
off, at least according to the Deptford
standard—and I packed a bag and left
a note saying simply that I was going to
Traybany to be married. That was all.
I wanted it to stun them, you see—no
warning, no explanations, just the blunt
announcement.”

“It would stun them, I'll admit,” he
smiled. “What then?”

She hesitated, flushing again. “Well,
I met him at Traybany, and in ten min-
utes T realized what I was doing; but
it was ten minutes too late! He—he was
wholly impossible. But T knew I'd
burned my bridges. I had to stand by
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“I—I'm very sorry.”

She smiled her pathetic gratitude for
the trite remark, and Sinton realized
that her smile was distinctly appealing.
It seemed to lighten her face like the
sudden glow of a friendly lamp,

“Qo 1 intended to stay on here, letting
them back in Deptford think that it
was all right. But I might have known
that wouldn't do—they were all con-
vinced that I'd made a fool of myself
over some fortune-hunter—exactly as I
had, and my uncle, who is also my guard-
jan and trustee, refuses to supply me
with money unless he is convinced that
I'm not wasting it on a worthiess hus-
band. He says that if my husband can’t
support me 1'd better come home; and if
my husband can support me, why should
I need money?"”

“But he has no right to hold back
your own funds,” protested Sinton.

“No; but, you see, he thinks it’s his
duty to protect me, and that's one way
of doing it. I've either got to produce
a satisfactory husband, to set his mind
at rest, or else go back to Deptford in
disgrace, to be pitied and sighed over
the rest of my days.”

“I see; and if your husband satisfies

your people, they will have no objection:~
to giving you your property and letting:

vou go away with him—is that it?”
“Yes. Of course 1'd take pains 1o
go far enough away so that none of

them would be likely to visit me, amd'

after a year or two I'd write them that
he was dead or something, and come

home, if I wanted to. You see, the only "

way I can get my money otherwise is
by making a fuss, which will show them
all just what a fool I've been. And I
won't do that! I won't be pitied and
patronized and—and auntied all my
days. T'll starve first!”

“Then, all I'd have to do would be
to play the part of husband for a brief

mﬁdmmw of
my good character that they’ll trust y
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“Yes. Of course I'll provide every-
thing you need to—to impress them—
clothes and things, you know. And I—
I'll be able to pay you very well as soon
as I get my money. It's quite a lot—
for Deptford.”

Sinton flushed in his turn. He was
acutely conscious of his sartorial defi-
ciencies, but every fibre of him rebelled

- at repairing them at a woman’s expense.
. She seemed to sense his thought.

“You mustn’t take offense,” she said

quickly. “It’s no disgrace to be hard
~ up—goodness knows I'll be soon if you
~ don’t help me! Of all the letters I re-
- ceived in answer to my advertisement,
yours was the only one I dared to fol-
low up. If you won’t help me, I'll just
. - have to—"
E-. "I’ll do it!”

Sinton came quickly to
“VVe’ll show your people

ﬂ umger to prayer when you came
e sobered suddenly and glanced
a pathetically wistful appeal
“I wonder if you'd mind—
very fond of me?”
. “Not—not just dis-
know, but—"
~ “I think I can man-

satisfy your natural curiosity regarding
1- wholammd whatlam. You have

does you credit, sir,” he said quietly.
“As to her money, that is none of my
affair.”

Uncle Henry leaped at the opening af-
forded by this indiscreetly chivalrous re-
mark. “Then, you don’t care whether
she gets control ‘of her funds at once or
later on?” he demanded quickly, his
keen old eyes glittering under their
shaggy brows. Sinton cursed his folly
roundly to himself, but answered with-
out perceptible hesitation.

“I want Ethel to have her rights, of
course,” he said. “If her money is due
her now, as I understand it is, I want
her to have it. I can take care of her,
of course, but she naturally wishes to
have her own funds, and I want her to
have whatever she wants, That is my
position.” :

“Um. I see!” Uncle Henry’s voice
was dry. “Well, it ain’t mine—yet.

Ethel doesn’t know what’s good for her,

and I do. I don’t know a thing about

you. You may be any sort of a rascal,

so far as I can tell. I may not have any :
right to bang on to her money, but I ]
guess you'll find I've got the power. Try
suing me here in Deptford and see what
you get!”

Sinton realized that he was endanger-
ing the success of the whole plan. He
forced himself to speak evenly. “I have
no intention of dragging family matters
into the courts,” he said. “Nor has
Ethel. We have come here merely to

myself. I have already explained to you
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Sinton realized that he had struck the
right note. He laughed apologetically.
“I'm afraid she thinks that your reluc-
tance is due in part to a desire to con-
tinue in control of her money; that pos-
sibly it is of use to you to be able to
make her investments and so on. Of
course she has said nothing about this
to any one except me—as yet, but—"

“That's fine, that is!” Uncle Henry
fumed. *“My own niece thinking I'm a
croock! And all because I'm looking out
for her interests!”

“You can’t blame her,” said Sinton.
“And so far she hasn't said anything to
anybody else about it. But of course
she's likely to talk sooner or Ilater.
Women are built that way. Of course
your reputation here can stand it,
though.”

“] guess it can!” But Uncle Henry
knew that it could not. One does not
do a big business in second-mortgages
and chattel loans in a farming commu-
nity without acquiring a certain repute
for unsavory motives. A considerable
number of people would joyfully believe
the worst of Uncle Henry. And that

monial intimacy—! It would be a situ-
ation not wholly pleasing to Ethel, he
felt sure. He had already seen enough
of the Hinkle régime to realize that the
customs of the household were decidedly
free from any taint of metropolitan ar-
tificiality. For a moment he thought of
rejecting the proposal, but two influences
deterred him. To refuse would be to
counfirm every hali-formed suspicion on
the part of this shrewd old man, and so
nullify the object of the masquerade;
and a sudden distaste for parting abrupt-
ly from Ethel completed the argument
for the affirmative. 1

“It is fair,” he conceded. “I’ll be glad
to stay on here until you're satisfied,
sir; and, though I think Ethel will prob-
ably regret interrupting her wedding-
jouiney, I feel sure she’ll be willing,
too.”

“Good!” Uncle Henry sighed with
relief. “Then, that’s all settled. I'll
just call up the house and tell Martha

the bride’s room, you know—all the girls
have had it when they came home from
their honeymoons.”

Room! And for a stay of weeks!
Sinton wondered what Ethel

about the room desperaiely. She had
contrived to conceal her feel ;
the evening, after Uncle Henry's trium-
phant announcement at the supper-table ;
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fight for your money through every
court. This was positively the only way
to satisfy him. And, after all, it's not
impossible, you know. We were on
pretty thin ice, anyway—this doesn’t
complicate the situation very much.”
She flashed an angry look at him.
“Not very much!” she repeated hotly,
under her breath. “How can we occupy
one room for weeks and weeks, and not
‘complicate the situation’? It's im-
possible—I won'’t go on with it! I'll tell

them the whole story and make them put

[' you out! T thought you were a gentle-
man!”

He flushed, but refused to lose his
temper. “I try to be,” he said quietly.
“Don’t leap at conclusions, please. It's
embarrassing for you, I know, but it’s
better than being made a laughing-stock
for the whole town, isn’t it? Better than
continuing to be treated as a pitiful
spinster, unfit to handle your own
money? Better than—"

. “Oh, you’'re hateful !” she sobbed, sud-
~ denly giving way to tears. “How could
~ you put me in such a position? Either
- way I'm disgraced. There’s no escape!”
“There has been no escape from that
~ danger since the moment you ran away,”

. he told her. “It will only make things
vastly worse to confess the deception
now. Your only chance is to bluff this
lhhg‘thfough with me. I thought it all
- out before I agreed to it, you may be
sure.”

. She shook the tears from her eyes

: d him proudly, defiantly.
that’s true. I'll be disgraced

3 will believe
e. Bn’& }’H

pen to occupy the same room, it doesn’t
require us to be sinners unless we
choose, does it? I've tried to protect
you throughout this affair, and I'm not
going to change my course now—you
may be quite sure of that.”

She stared at him. Then her eyes

. wandered about the room desperately, as

if seeking an escape from the hopeless
situation. “But—but—but,” she stam-
mered helplessly, “you can’t—you can't
possibly stay here—"

He smiled. “Why not? I've often
spent weeks at a time in native huts
where the whole family ate and slept in
the same room. I don't see the differ-
ence, except that this room is consider-
ably larger and happens to be equipped
with a comfortable couch on which I
shall sleep vastly better than I used to
on the clay floor of the native chozo.
I know it’s a bit difficult for you—you've
been brought up to confuse appearances
with facts—but you’ll find it’s not so
bad. Come—you’ve trusted me pretty
far already; trust me a little farther.”

She studied him. What she read in
his frank eyes seemed to reassure her.
Her own ceased to be wide with fright
and gradually brightened. “You—jyou
don’t think I'm—I'm a bad woman,
then?” she asked softly. “You don’t im-
agine that because I ran away to get
married and then ran away from the
marn, I’m—I'm the kind of girl that
doesn’t care—"

He laughed outright at her earnest-
ness, but there was a touch of sympathy
and admiration in his mirth. “My dear
child, T don’t think anything about it—
I know what you are. And it's because
Idﬂlmowuﬂmtl'mtmngmhuﬂto"
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sentence. He was silent for a moment
before he answered, his voice almost
tender.

“Your ideas are partially sound,” he
said. “All men—including me—are in-
stinctively brutes. A cad would revel in
this situation, because his instincts and
his intentions would agreeably coincide.
A gentleman—and you remember that
1 endeavor to be one so far as in me lies
—a gentleman must strangle those same
brute instincts by sheer force of will.
1t’s not exactly pleasant for me.”

She was instantly penitent. “Forgive
me—1 didn’t understand. I thought that
either you didn't intend to—to strangle
those—those instincts, or else you didn’t
find me worth getting excited about. I
see how you feel now, and I'm sorry,
and more grateful than I can tell you.”

He turned his back on her abruptly.
It dawned upon him suddenly that she
was vastly more alluring than he had
thought; that as she stood there, her face
flushed with her emotions, her eyes in-
nocent and admiring, the artless admis-
sion that it mattered to her to know
that he did not find her unalluring still
on her lips, the temptation to fling
scruples to the winds and sweep her into
his arms was all but overpowering. He
foresaw a difficult fortnight before their
enterprise should succeed.

“We'll have to get used to the idea
of using this room together,” he said
tonelessly, after a pause. “Can you—
manage without the lamp? It will be
easier if we can make the darkness
serve as a wall."”

_“Of course.” But there was a touch
of regret in her voice as she assented.
He quickly extinguished the light and
crossed to the window, so that she might
see him, silhouetted vagusly against the
dim illumination which etrated the
shade from the street-lamps outside.
Standing there in the gloom, he could
hear the faint whisper of fabrics as she
made ready for the night, the sound of

soft thud of her pumps on the rug. He
clenched his hands fiercely. It was go-
ing to be worse than his apprehensions
had painted it—this fortnight of pre-
tense.

“Here—here are some blankets.” He
heard the fall of a bare foot close behind
him as the words came timidly to his
ears, and turned to accept the burden.
Their hands touched as he took it, and
a sharp, electric thrill sped along his taut
nerves at the accidental conmtact. He
caught her own indrawn gasp and knew
that she shared, to an extent, the tension
which held him rigid as though with a
paralysis of all his muscles.

“Thanks,” he said hoarsely. “Good
night,”

“Good night.” He heard her patter

across the room to her bed and then the
involuntary gasp as she slipped between
the cold linen sheets. For a long time
he continued to stand at the window,
holding his bundle of blankets in his
arms and struggling with the impulses
which most sharply produce the nice dis-
tinction between a man and a brute.
Then, removing his outer clothing, lest
its appearance suffer from nocturnal us-
age, he wrapped the blankets about him
and flung himself down on the mucﬁ[
lie awake until the gray light of ,g‘;
morning came through the eastern r%g:—
dows. Only then did he venture so,fmeh
as a glance toward the sleeping girl.
She was utterly adorable in the art-
less innocence of sleep, her dark hair
framing the oval of her face against the
background of pillows, one rounded arm
lying above the coverlet, her cheek rest-
ing on the palm of the other hand. It
came upon him, in that moment of un-
derstanding, that this was the one wom-
an of his life, the one woman who had
made it unthinkable that there should

would not be his so long as even the emp-
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scoundrel she had technically married.
When she woke he had gone, to face the
clumsy witticisms of Uncle Henry, an-
other early riser, concerning the bad
taste of bridegrooms whose thoughts
turned ungallantly toward the buckwheat
cakes of breakfast.

“T wish you'd fix things up so as to
stay right here in Deptford, Ed. Why,
the wagon works would be a regular
mint if you'd just take charge! I never
thought there was a chance of selling
the Hinkle Cart abroad till you up and
proved it. Eight thousand dollars’ worth
of 'em in two weeks! Think of it!”

Uncle Henry Hinkle looked up from

- the sheaf of export orders to beam ap-
- proval on his newest nephew. He was
- not in the habit of praising without more
- than due cause. Sinton had earned the
n§ﬂwal, and more. It had been a re-
to plunge into the task of enlighten-

~ ing his supposititious brothers-in-law on
~ certain simple mysteries of export dur-
ing his forced sojourn in Deptford, and
luck had favored him. A huge commis-
~ sion house in New York had discovered
m the Hinkle Cart exactly what its
eign clients needed, and Uncle Henry

dy deep in plans for the speedy

f the several family enterprises.

| I could,” said Sinton, “but it’s

ble, I'm afraid. I've g

 to do dsmkere” He made
: emy but its falsiiy

of the factory which was

her resumed housewifely duties, to hear
the voice which had become so strangely
musical in his ears, to meet the eyes
which glanced at him ever and again with
something of his own desire mirrored in
their depths. And the nights were night-
mares—endless hours of struggle agamst

-his surging love for her, broken by in-

tervals of sleep in which she haunted his
dreams,

“Well, I suppose that's so,” Uncle
Henry was saying regretfully. “Couldn’t

. hardly expect a business-man like you

to tie himself down in a town like Dept-
ford. If it would do any good, I'd offer
you a third interest in the works to stay
on and run ’em for us. Ethel's got a
third, anyway, and I'd hang on to the
other for all I'm worth, with you in
control. Why don’t you think it over?”

Sinton knew that a third interest in
the concern would mean an income far
beyond anything he might hope to carn
for years to come; he knew that he could
build up the sales so that the works
would make him rich before he was
ready to retire. But he could not reach
out to grasp the opportunity which
chance flung in his way. For him there
was no possibility of remaining in Dept-
ford—Ethel had put that out of the
question. There could be no means of
clearing up the impossible situation so
that he could stay. It was inconceivable
that he should go on enduring the tor-
ture of her nearness, of the mockery of
marriage in which he spent the endless
nights. There was no help for it; as

ras  soon as Ethel had control of her money,

they must go—and separate. Sometimes

fheﬁhought@fmatneptﬂm as a desert

rer dreams of a cooling spring—
med as though anything must be
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at last. “By the way, I suppose you're
satisfied as fo—as to my intentions and
motives, by this time

Uncle Henry chuckled. “I'm not say-
ing a word about that till after you've
talked it over with Ethel. Maybe I
could keep you. here by refusing to let
her have her own way. You sec her
about it and let me know.”

Sinton contrived to smile. For all the
old man’s banter, he knew the fight was
won, the task accomplished. Ethel's
uncle trusted him more than enough now
to turn over the girl's money to her.
And he might go when he chose—the
torture of being near to her and yet
barred from her need not endure for
another day, if he so willed. He rose
and left the office. For the rest of the
afternoon he wandered along the bleak
roads, fighting his battle with himself.
He could not make up his mind to go
on with the hideous farce of pretending
to be married to the girl he wanted with
every fibre of his being; still less could
he decide to put her altogether from his
life. When he came home for the sup-
per to which Uncle Henry still clung
instead of the modern institution of an
evening dinner, he was still undecided.
And Ethl's bridelike welcome only added
to his doubt. Somehow he endured the
evening. It seemed an age before Ethel
bade her uncle good night and waved a
hand to her husband. When they were
alone together he made up his mind to
speak, but he could not.

“T need the light, Edgar,” she said as
he would have extinguished it. “I can’t
fix my hair properly unless I can see.”

He made no comment. His back
toward her, he stared at the wall. He
would not turn, not even when she called
hsname—cnneditmamnewhmhset
his pulses throbbing giddily.

“Well?” His tone was almost

gmﬁ
Mmammm, dh o
mhuttvhend.e il

He could scarcely credit his senses.
She actually wanted him to care! She
was actually trying to break down the
wall of reserve which he had built about
his love at such sore cost to himself!
Poor innocent! She knew no better—
she did not dream how turbulent those
emotions could be once they escaped
control. He must be wise for them
both.

“I didn’t undertake to do that, did 17"
he asked flippantly. “I've kept my part
of the bargain, haven’t I? You can get
your money whenever you want it.”

There was silence behind him. He®

waited a long time for her answer, his
nerves braced to resist the imsidious in-
fluence of her hurt tone. But no word
came from her. He wondered if she
had heard him rightly. Suddenly her
hand came before his eyes, holding a
sheaf of bills.

“I've had my money for a week,” she
said, her voice void of emotion. “Here
is what I owe you. You’ve earned it.”

He was stunned. “A week!” he
gasped. “Then, why—why didn't you
tell me?”

“That doesn’t matter now, does it?
Take the money—it's yours.”

He found himself on his feet, facing
her, and in that first glimpse he forgot
everything on earth except the one over-
whelming thought that above all else he
wanted this woman for his own, that for
her he would exchange everything he
hoped to own or be—even his claim to
gentlemanly estate. For her he would
make himself a contemptible cad, a cur,
a bounder; for her he would damn his
soul. His eyes drank her in as the
drunkard drains his glass. Her dusky
hair about her shouldam her slender

A
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words were almost reverent, for all the
smile upon the lips that spoke them—the
lips that seemed made for kisses. He
laughed—the mad, desperate laugh of
the man who has fought his battle
against himself and lost.

“So you kept still about the money to
find out, eh? You wanted to see if I
wouldn’t—care, before you let me go!
Well, you've found out! You've dis-
covered that I'm only human, after all
—that all my fine talk about being able
to behave like a gentleman was nothing
but talk!
it all? This can’t go on! We can’t stay
on here, pretending to be married!
Your husband is sure to turn up—"

He broke off to stare at her in blank
surprise. She was laughing—laughing
like a roguish child! “What—what's the

“You warned me not to jump at con-
- clusions once,” she said ily. “Take
~ your own medicine, dear. I never told
a that I was married! You assumed
it, and I let you think so, but I'm not—
mless this masquerade of ours has mar-

And what’s to be the end of

ried me to you. I meant to marry that
horrible man, but the moment I saw him
I knew I couldn t. I ran away from him
ten minutes after I met him. But I'd
burned my bridges. I—I couldn’t go
back without a husband after the letter
I'd left behind me. And some blessed

.accident of chance brought me you!”

He was speechless. He could only
hold her fast, trying to believe that this
impossible thmg had actually happened
to him, that he was not to lose her, after
all, that she was truly his. Against his
shoulder she whispered softly:

“We can run off somewhere and be
married quietly, you know. 1 suppose it
would be better. Isn't it queer, though?
All my life I've thought it was the cere-
mony that counted!” She laughed a
little. “And now it seems as though it
really doesn’t matter a bit. I—I know,
down in my heart, that I've been mar-
ried to you for weeks!”

He found his tongue at last. “Weeks!”
he repeated scornfully. “From before
the beginning, dear! And until after the
end!”

EE e
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ALIEN
By Adam Hull Shirk

OU are the daughter of another race,
Dark as the mantle of a desert night.
- My Saxon blood drives blushes to my face
Wm@m& your neck my arms gleam, silver white.
of the hot simoons




RESTITUTION

i By Charles Henkle

o UNNY you should have called Peter Huntley a miser,” commented young
F Phelps, forcing his way into the circle about the blazing log-fire. “Not
that he isn't,”” he hastened to add, as one or two attempted interruption,

“but it’s peculiar that you should be talking of it now.” .
“What's the story?” asked Hoadley. The others hitched forward their chairs

and gave ear.

“Nothing much. I met Huntley downtown this evening just after dark. He
had just picked up a newspaper that some man had dropped, and was reading it

under the glare of a corner light. He joined me, and we walked down the ave-

nue. His clothes were threadbare—as usual.

“At the corner of Corning Avenue a woman accosted us and asked for alms.
She was—oh, thirty-five maybe, but she looked sixty. A human wreck, at the
very bottom rung of the ladder. She had a bundle in her arms—to fool people
into thinking it was a baby. And Huntley—the miser, the dollar-squeezer”—
Phelps paused for dramatic effect—“handed her a crisp, new five-dollar bill!”

Silence fell on the circle. Then Donovan laughed derisively. “You've been
drinking,” he asserted. “Huntley would sell his immortal soul for five dollars.”

Peter Huntley finished the frugal meal prepared by himself for himself in
his musty, ill-furnished bedroom. He raised the wick of the lamp slightly, be-
grudging even the tiny additional waste of oil, and drew from a desk-drawer
six bank-books. Huntley kept his money in six banks—for safety’s sake. -

He smiled contentedly at the list of deposits appearing in their columms.
Then he frowned. :

“That five dollars might have gone in there, too,” he mourned.

He lowered the light again, and placed the bank-books away affectionately,
tenderly. Then he doffed his clothes and climbed into the rickety cot in the
corner. And as he lay there he remembered the girl of his youth: his love for
her, their elopement, their month together—and then the brutal way in which he
had deserted her, without ever having gone through the formality of a marriage
ceremony.

. He had almest forgotten her—until to-night. The wreck to whom he had
Weq;ive d;;i? was the girl of long ago!

- Five rs!” He sighed wearily. Then a new thought struck him.
He smiled contentedly as he turned on his side. “At last,” he muttered, “I can
sleep in peace. I have made restitution.” ' A b
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HE girl’s lips parted tragically. A
dull horror gathered slowly in
her wide, blue eyes. Her round,

boyish face, framed in a mass of close-

+ cropped, jet curls, whitened from throb-
bing throat to blue-veined temples. She
leaned forward suddenly in her chair,
~ her tense hands clasped about bher
trembling knees, her gaze never leaving
~ the smug, complacent face of the man
lrha. finishing his dissertation, sat smil-
ing indulgently as he puffed languid spi-
qi smoke toward the ceiling. From
b m he carelessly flicked the

-k Iibethxs, Ch.rmena.

A MAN OF AFFAIRS

By Nellie Cravey Gillmore

you, my record was without spot or
blemish. A man of the world and of af-
fairs, you understood perfectly how to
handle me. 1 was swept off my feet by
your dominant love-making and your
subtle phrases, and you found me in my
trust and malleability an easy victim
That I did not meet you on the accepted
grounds of a vulgar liaison, you, who
are a past master in the art of amours,
know, and you also know that in no
word or deed did you indicate to me
your belief in my knowledge of the true
character of your intentions. On the
contrary you spoke of our ‘future,’ of
children, of—of all the things one would
associate with an honorable life, and un-
der the spell of my love for you I gave
all—and you took all. Had I mnever
made the slip, how would the affair have
terminated, I wonder! As it is—and if
the love you profess is genuine—does
the fact of our error exonerate either
of us from our obhgaums?"
Berrington flung his cigar into the
grate and fitted his long, curving fingers
together, tip by tip. A show of sang-
froid was essential to render his words
He shrugged.
bligations 7" He hugbﬁl.lﬂw‘
elish of a huge joke. “My dear
, @s ngmh the moﬁ
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Despite the rein she had upon hersell,
Carmena’s lips trembled.

“Then, it was only a gamble—with
marked cards?” she said slowly, a harsh
note creeping into her voice. “You
never really—cared?”

“Cared? Of-course I did—and I do.
I'm quite fond of you, you little Irish
rose! But I'm not a marrying man.
Believe me, the yoke of matrimony is
iron and wormwood combined ; the mar-
riage-couch is the death-bed of romance.
Why spoil our happiness by continued
references to the prosaic, the impos-
sible ?”

The girl fell back in her chair, her
hands outspread upon the great, flat
arms, the flickering glare of the pink and
yellow fire falling mockingly upon her
still, set features. There were no tears,
no sighs; only a dead coldness, reahza-
tion freezing to despair.

Berrington stretched himself, smiled,
reached over, and laid a soft, sinuous
band on her knee. “Come, come, httle
girl! Away with dull care! The baby
Delft up there says half-past seven. I've
tickets in my pocket for ‘The Blue Bird,’
and the show begins at eight-thirty, Get
into your things and—"

But Carmena flung off his touch with
a gesture of loathing, and sat uprght,
stiffening of a sudden from the diminu-
tive tips of her bronze slippers to the
crown of her shining curls. Her words
came with a brittle snap, absolutely de-
void of their old mellowness, their erst-
while tenderness and appeal.

“It is all over, all over, do you under-
stand? I can’t go on this way. T won't.
I see my mistake in all its naked hideous-
ness. The time to recoup has come.
I'm going to begin right now. 1'm going
to blot this week out of my life forever

Derrington’s brows went up, and some
of the florid color faded from his face.
He gazed at her curiously, with a touch
of apprehension. The affair was but
seven days old, and satiety had not yet
begun its process of conversion. He
was fond of the girl, and the prospect
of losing her so soon affected him dis-
agreeably. He rose and went to the
back of her chair, letting his hands slip
down till they encircled her wvelvet chin.

“Carmena,” he pleaded, “don’t you
love me? How can you be so merciless?

Does the past count for nothing? Are

you going to leave me like this?”

A wild little laugh broke from her
lips. She jerked herself out of his
reach, rose, and faced him. Her eyes
were luminous with suppressed 'fire;
crimson blazed in her cheeks.

“If my love means so much to you,”
she said passionately, “there is a way
for you to keep it. The past, as you put
it, has its place, without a doubt; but
the future has a bigger one. It is in
the future we must live. But for my
own part, I intend that that living shall
be right I shall willingly, gladly, for-
get every horrible thing you have said
if, as a man of honor, you wish to help
me retrieve—"

“Poppycock, Carmena! If I'd list-
ened to all such twaddle that's been
dished out to me, I'd have Brigham
Young skinned alive. I told you I was
not a marrying man. I tried that once,
and I got an overdose. Prunella obli-
gingly divorced me, convinced herself of
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ably ; others, not so sensible, are, 1 pre-
sume, still engaged in devising schemes
for my destruction as promised, or have
discreetly gone on to other—things.
While I love, I love deeply and exclu-
sively, But it were far better to part
from dear ones with sweet recollections

evitable corresion of our ideals and feel
the disintegration of cherished illusions.
Therefore, loveliest of women, let us
separate while the charm of our affec-
tion is fresh and beautiful. The desola-
tion will be hard to bear; but it could
not be so cruel as the disillusion which
would certainly follow if we acted other-
‘ me ”

H Carmena stood by the mantel, the

.. T T e L T SIS e T

peonies.

- “If you are finished,” she observed

{ coolly, “I must ask you for about two
|| minutes in which to settle a little busi-

NELLIE CRAVEY GILLMORE

than to hang on only to witness the in-.

her in silence, with an awkwardness
that was new to him. He stole surrep-
titious glances toward her, but they told
him nothing. She seemed as passive,
as immobile, as stone. Only her eyes
hinted emotion, and that was indefinable.

He drew on his coat and buttoned it
up. Hat in hand, he walked toward the
door. On the threshold he turned,

“Good-by,” he said.

“Good-by,” she answered.

The months that followed were none
too savory ones for Dudley Berrington,
man of affairs. Business took a dis-
couraging slump. Some of his mvest-
ments proved worthless. He suffered
an acute attack of inflammatory rheum-
atism, and the long hours of confinement
told upon his nerves. His dissipations
had weakened his powers of resistance,
and he brooded.

Furthermore, he missed Carmena.
The little actress had made more of a
dent in his life than was usuvally the
case with his affaires de cawr. He ad-
mitted the fact reluctantly, though he
explained it on the ground that their
relations had ended almost as soon as
they had begun. He had enjoyed only
a taste of this last amour, whereas, as a
rule, he was accustomed to glut himself
upon the fruit of his desires before toss-
ing away the empty rind. He had
neither seen nor heard of her since the
m-o&theirpmﬁng And he won-

things.
Toaddwthem alettergame
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up of his fast friends, and the remmc'ia-
tion of most of the pleasures with which
he had filled his life.

As the weeks went on, he experienced
greater and greater depression and ap-
prehension. When the day of her ar-
rival rolled around, it was only by a
tremendous effort of the will, grown
flabby from lack of exercise, that he
screwed himself up to face the ordeal
There was one thing, at least, to be
thankful for: for the first time in twenty
years he was free from feminine en-
tanglement. Since Carmena had gone
so abruptly out of his life, no other
woman had entered it. That, however,
was merely accidental, or the result of
absorbing conditions. His solitary
estate was bound to be only temporary;
life devoid of the stimulus of a fair com-
panion would be as flat as a long-opened
bottle of champagne. Yet how could he
manage with Isabel in the house to ques-
tion his goings and comings, perhaps to
make unlimited demands upon his time
and attention, and to be unconsciously
the censor of his very morals?

One glance at her unsophisticated face
spelt the obliteration of all his dreams,
rang the death-knell of his last hope.
She flung her arms about his neck as she
stepped from the gang-plank and kissed
him in the effusive way she had imbibed
from her French associates.

“Why—why, you're so young, Father
dear!” she exclaimed. His unexpected
youthfulness obsessed her, and she re-
curred to the topic after they had reached
the house and were seated before the
drawing-room fire to await dinner.
“Why, I always thought of you as an old,
old man,” she said, her round eyes trav-
eling over him in innocent wonderment.
“I bad no idea! And such a good-look-
ing daddy, too; so fine and straight, with
little tufts of white at the temples, so
like the charming padre!”

Berrington flushed urder her praise;
her frank admiration pleased him, al-
though her naiveté sent a frightened

chill down his spine. If she were less
candid, not so ingenuous, how much
easier it would be to handle her!

“I'm no end delighted you're so
pleased, my dear. I—I was uneasy lest
you'd be disappointed here, cut off from
your companions and shut up in this
great old house with only the servants.
My time is—er—very much taken up
with my affairs, and I fear you'll be
lonely—"

“Never that in all these lovely sur-
roundings !” she cut in enthusiastically,
a bewitching little foreign accent in her

speech. I shall find plenty to be busy

at. And my father’s friends—they must
be mine—yes?” She perched on lis
knee and smiled merrily with her bright
gray eyes into his sober gray ones.

“Certainly, certainly ; we shall find you
plenty of friends, my child. It wouldn’t
do at all for you to be dull. And some-
times we'll attend the theatre, the
opera—"

Tsabel clapped her hands in glee.
“Glorious!” she cried. “I'm just crazy
for the opera. I've been only twice in
my life. But now—!" Her eyes gave
an ecstatic upward roll as panoramic
visions of what was to come flashed
luridly before her mental vision, and she
fell to singing a gay little Parisian air,
fiddling the while with the buttons en
her father’s coat or playing with the
curls that clustered about his ears.
Every little while she interrupted her-
self to chirp delightedly over some fresh
discovery her eager eyes fastened upon:
the beautiful tinted and frescoed walls,
so unlike the drab ones of the convent;
the wonderful old paintings that gar-
nished them; the king’s ransom in rugs
that covered the polished floors; the ex-
quisite bric-a-brac.

Berrington began to breathe more cas-
ily. She was an enthusiast; it would be
a simple matter to provide her with in-
terests that would engross her attention

T T —




R N R R SR S

NELLIE CRAVEY GILLMORE 53

Dinner was presently announced, and
they got through their meal without a
hitch. Isabel rhapsodized over the cui-
sine, praised the rare china, and had her
first taste of wine. The last brought a
sparkle to her eyes and carnations to her
cheeks. Berrington reflected what an
exceedingly pretty girl she was. He was
conscious of a stir of fatherly pride.

There was nothing of her mother
about the girl, except, perhaps, her petite
figure. Her features and her coloring
and her vivacity were all Berrington.

She was witty and demure by turns.

Prunella had been neither—just practical
and sober. Isabel’s father heaved a sigh
of relief; how accommodating his wife
had been to remove herself from their
lives! A woman like her would have
cramped the child’s development, stunted
~her mental growth, destroyed her youth-
ful exuberance. Curiously enough, be-
fore the end of the first day, and in di-
rect contradiction of his former feelings,
- Berrington found himself taking a deep
interest in his stranger-daughter and for-
plans for her future.
. As the days came and went, his inter-
est increased. Her companionship, while
it lacked the werve and sparkle of the
er kind,” was distinctly refreshing.
came out wonderfully, under his
king tutelage. He was most care-
selection of the guests he in-
r hnme, and he saw to it
in the way o:f

e

the form of obsession, and he began to
absent himself oftener and for longer in-
tervals from home. He framed ready
lies, which were unquestioningly be-
lieved by his gullible daughter.

And Isabel, left much to herself, did
not want for excitement. She had a

. penchant for making friends, and she

possessed a spirit of adventure and the
Berrington temperament. She began to
meet persons outside the list of those
prescribed by her father. She went on
madcap expeditions, and enjoyed thrill-
ing escapades; and she kept her mouth
shut. Finally, she fell in love. Know-
ing that her father would never consent
to her marrying an-actor, she made her
plans to elope.

And so, one night, returning late from
a supper at one of the wilder semi-
Bohemian restaurants, Berrington was
greeted by the maid with the tidings of
his daughter’s disappearance. She had
left no note, no explanation. She was
just—gone. Her room was in disorder,
the bed untouched. There could be no
thought of foul play; there was every
indication of prearranged departure.

Berrington collapsed.

Detectives were set to work on the
case, and advertisements inserted in all
the papers.

The morning’s post brought a letter.
Propped up in bed, his face haggard and
colorless, Berrington broke the seal with

shaking fingers. The handwriting was

familiar, but for a moment he could not
place it, although, as he read on, realiza-
tion forced its way gradually to his dull
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No doubt you will be pleased to learn that
there was no marriage ceremony—this accord-
ing to your code of ethics. Like yourself,
Bertie is not a2 “marrying man,” and Isabel,
like yourself, is sport enough to take a chance,
Will you join me in wishing them good luck?

Carmena.

The paper fluttered from Berrington’s
nerveless hands to the floor. He buried
his face in the bed-covering and cried
like a baby.

A week passed. Berrington, the skel-
eton of his former self, had been helped
out of bed to a chair by the window.
He sat there gazing mechanically out
at the sun-baked pavements and the
flowers on the lawn, drooping and wilt-
ing in the sultry, midsummer sun. His
breathing was labored, and his hands
rested, limp and cold, on his knees. His
sunken eyes were tense with the only
real agony he had ever known.

Suddenly there came a tentative rap
on his apartment door. He called a
weak “Come in,” and the footman en-
tered with a card.

Berrington accepted it absently and
glanced at the name.

MISS CARMENA AYLWARD

“Let her come up,” he said eagerly.
A faint dash of red showed beneath the
pallor of his cheeks; his eyes brightened.
Perhaps she had news for him! Any-
thing were better than this anguish of
waiting and hoping; he did hope,
tfl:n;gh, after all, what was there to hope

r?

He held out a trembling hand as she
came into the room ; but Carmena either
did not or would not see it. She pulled
up a chair and sat facing him, an exult-
ant light gleaming in her blue eyes. She
m‘%: grimly,

ou have
you suffered!” she re-

_ “You don't nieed my word for it, Car-

A mena; you have only to look at me.”

- A gleam of cruelty, niot unmixed with

pity, crossed the woman’s face. She
sank back in her chair and began to draw
off her gloves, her eyes going past him
now to the glimpse of sky that showed
through the open window. Her lips re-
laxed into a smile. Still she did not
speak.

Berrington stared at her miserably.
“Why did you come here? What have
you to tell me?” he demanded at last.

“I came to ascertain for myself just
what the result has been, and to tell you
the truth,” she replied, answering both
of his questions in an absolutely calm
voice,

The transitory color fled from his
face. “Then, for God’s sake, don’t de-
lay! Don’t you see I'm in hell? Ha
anything—happened 7" ‘

Carmena made a little disdainful ges-
ture, and her lips tightened. She looked
at him intently for a moment, then be-
gan quietly to speak:

“I shall begin at the beginning. Nat-
urally, I had some curiosity to meet your
daughter, your daughter,” she reiterated
significantly. “T wanted to see what sort
of creature it was who owed her being
to a—a person like you. She was point-
ed out to me on the street one day.
Afterwards I saw her in a box at the
theatre where I was playing. She came
there regularly for weeks to see me; you
see, I was quick to sense the impres-
sion I'd made. Later, when she visited
the green-room, I was glad to make her
acquaintance. Our—friendship—ripened
quickly.

“It was not long before I discovered
she was the sentimental sort, full of tem-
perament, and as reckless as—well, let
us say, as yourself, I saw where she
was headed, and so I hit upon a scheme.
I began to make mad love to her. Fhe
thought I was a man—I had been play-
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own subtleties, Dudley—a natural inher-
itance, I suppose. But all the while, I
could tell she was as innocent as a lamb.
If it hadn’t been I, it would have been
some other ‘man’—a real one. She was
ripe for the occasion. And she would
have gone straight to perdition at a
lover’s bidding.
“Oh, I played my cards well, I assure
. you, with all the art and finesse of the
skilled gambler. I had been taught the
rules of the game, and I knew the win-
ning hands,
could devise about her till I had her in
my toils. I told her finally that there
was an insurmountable barrier to our
marriage, but asked her if she cared
enough to give herself to me without
the tie. She said she did. And the
elopement was planned.

“I had made arrangements to have a
wireless sent to me aboard the ship just
‘after it had left the harbor, recalling
| me on important business. I explained

{ to Isabel that I was compelled to leave
‘her, but that I would follow on the next
~ steamer. I assured her that her return
to New York with me would spell disas-
- ter to all our hopes. I caught the pilot-
~ boat back, and—"
¢-&nﬁ:g1mwasqmvennglikemas-

T

I wove every fascination L

for giving me the chance to snatch back
my slipping womanhood before the gut-
ter had sucked it down past recovery.”
A slow flush mounted to Berrington’s
cheek-bones ; his eyes glowed with a sud-
den flash, llke the light of other days.
Carmena caught herself together and

. met his gaze impassively,

He jerked his chair forward and at-
tempted to get possession of her hands,
but she deliberately put them behind her,
and resumed speaking where she had
left off a moment before:

“You will, of course, take whatever
steps you see fit toward bringing your
daughter home. But I demand one
thing, and your own common-sense will
make you agree to it: she must never
know of the deception. Let her believe
she was tricked by her lover. It will
sober her and cure her of her folly. Do
you understand—and promise "

Berrington nodded. “Yes,” he said
gravely; “it shall be as you say. I will
do anything you ask, Carmena. You are
quite wonderful to me. I always felt
that there was something superior about
you. 1 have bitterly regretted our part-
ing, for—I have always loved you. Will
you not forgive the past and be my
wife?” Again he tried to take her hands,
and again she moved them out of his
reach.

She rose and stood looking down at
him for a long minute. Then she shook
her head slowly. “All that is over, Dud-

y ‘Ihose ﬁres consmned me, quite—
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56 : THE LOVE-ROOST

Qutside, the woman buried her con- jured a brave smile to the face set un-
vulsed face in her hands. A quiver flinchingly toward the future.

racked her slender body. After all, she She had pledged herself to a lifework
had cared—very deeply. But it was too of uplift for the grief-stricken and the
late. She flung up her head and con- fallen; and she meant to stick.

K
THE LOVE-ROOST ' :
By Thomas Grant Springer
. N the benches in the park after dark, 2

! _ Where the city swains and misses et 3
3 With hand-holdings and with kisses : -
' Do their mooning and their spooning in the park. " j
In the corner 'neath the palm’s fantastic shade g 4

e You may often think you see a lonely maid; o
+ Do not linger for romance, PR =
Beat it while you have a chance— .
1t’s a date some other burly fellow made. o agriatas - RGN

- For the shopgirl and the drayman E
- Have not notions like the layman, "
- And convention does not stand in Cupid's way;
 For the arc-light is the moon
Wheﬁeulytham :
MMWMM’:“M«MW

Ll




6 ES, mister, they all do,” said
Doctor Leal, and Smith looked
down into the plaza. “From

the Governor down,” added the Doctor,

smiling.

Smith gazed for some minutes with
the eager interest that afflicts strangers
in Portuguese West Coast towns. The
saturnine men in spotless white suits, the

~ muscular native porters, the brightly
~ clad women ranging in color from—well,
~ not quite white, to ebony—it was so new.
- All of Smith’s training and his moth-
~ er’s puritan blood surged for an instant
' to the front.

. "No,” said he shortly.

b "Vg’dl—but won’t you see her, any-
' %« other hesitated. Then thoughts
the girl in England who had jilted
at her mother’s word—and perhaps
ther things—flew across his mind.
» was young, and he had been ill,
didn’t drink, and it was—Africa.
des, he was determined to be
and to play the part expected

T belequiemd.wabam
nefaced and hard little laugh.

SMITHIA MIRABILIS

By Richard Irving Carson

siesta. As the door opened, letting a
flood of light into the room, she half
rose from the bed, her embroidered
panno, or shoulder robe, falling from
her. With wide eyes heavy with sleep,
she gazed at the tall man before her, for
a moment unconscious of her bare
breasts and wondrous arms. Then with
a tiny laugh, and a shrug of shoulders
as perfect as Clytie’s, she gathered her
cloth under her armpits and stayed it
above her bosom with the deft half-knot
that she had learned in childhood from
her mother. She then stood up and
looked at him proudly, her face and neck
dully flushed, as if conscious (of what
was the fact) that through her father
the blood of duchesses flowed in her
veins.

The Doctor was standing behind
Smith.

“As I was saying—" he resumed in
his slow voice.

“She shall go with me,” interrupted
Smith thickly. He was not playing a
part now.

The other smiled again.

“Estd bem,” he murmured to himself
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delivered himself of a valuable bit of
disinterested counsel.

The other man seemed to hesitate
again. His blood and traditions still
questioned; but with another glance at
Joaquina, who, no darker than a south-
ern Spaniard, was still standing by the
bed with the sleep not yet out of her
eyes, his cheeks grew hot, and he said
nervously : .

“All right, Doctor; you arrange it.
I have seen her. When can I start?”

“Oh, you might be off any time now;
the fever will not return,” answered the
other, rising to go. “Adeus, mister;
béa viagem.”

“Good-by,” answered Smith, shaking
the proffered hand.

The next day he was lying in a fepoia,
listening to the patter of his carriers’
feet on the path as they swung along.
He was en route for the interior, and
in his caravan went Joaquina.

Stanisland Smith was the naturalist
of the Portuguese government in the
West African province of Angola. An
account of how he chaneced to be occupy-
ing this position would be too long to
include here, but such names as Wel-
witsch, Burnay, Blandy, Lepierre, and
Newton in that part of the world occur
oftener in connection with achievements
implying energy and ability than do the
ancient Portuguese patronyms of Silva,
Oliveira, Santos, Sousa, and what not.
Suffice it to say that, althongh a foreign-
er, Smith was ambitious—first in love

heathen age we live in—any person
thinks he is as good as a duke nowadays.
Society is undone, Thank Heaven I shall
not live long to see such anarchy! 1
forbid you to see him again, Clare. I
must give orders for his name to be left
off the lists of both the hall and the
castle. How could Welsmouth have
been so careless as to introduce him?”

So the two ladies wrote letters, Miss
Clare dutifully conveying her mother’s
wishes to Smith, and the dowager her
own to Lord Welsmouth, who smiled a
wry smile and wrote for Smith to call
on him, during which call he, as presi-
dent of the society which is the arbiter
and rewarder of scientific endeavor
among Anglo-Saxons, proposed an ar- -
rangement (eagerly accepted by Smith)
that led to the events recorded in the
beginning of this narrative.

Once in Ngolo, the point farthest in
the interior of the colony, Smith worked
more like a fiend than a man; and at
the end of his first year he had com-
munications from the secretary of the
society, reprints, clippings, a worthless
decoration from the Portuguese gov-
ernment, and a personal letter from
Lord Welsmouth that made him almost
happy for the moment, He (and Joa-
quina) also had—little Florinda.

Little Florinda with blué eyes and
Smith’s mother’s own bonny flaxen hair!
His commission expired at the end of
two years, but the government was glad
to renew it; and little Florinda grew
and played about the pleasant bungalow |
near the fort, where Smith lived and
One day she came running to him &
with a flower in her hand.

(her queer
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The man looked languidly at the plant
the little girl held toward him. Even
a year ago he would have been all keen-
ness and interest over such a discovery.
For his wide, exact knowledge of the
group to which it evidently belonged as-
sured him that it represented a new
genus and family, and probably demand-
ed a revision of the accepted doctrines
regarding the relationships of its natural
order. Yet even while his practised eye
told him so much, he turned listlessly

from the specimen as Joaguina entered

and resumed by the window her usual
task of lace-making. She made lace
~ every day and sold it—against the time

. 6%
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“Tan-Tan,” wbispered little Florinda,
almost erying, “will there never be any-
thing for me?”

Smith looked at her sadly.
said, at length.

The child threw her arms about him
and sobbed, and at last the man wept

“No,” he

.also. Joaquina looked from her lace at

them with a gently perplexed gaze.

Finally little Florinda went out, and
after a time returned with many more
of the strange flowers.

“I brought them so you would not
cry any more, Tan-Tan,” she said, as
she laid them on his table.

Weeks went by as Smith worked on
the new specimens. It was the best
work of his life, because he dared think
of nothing else. When the work was
sent off, and the time drew near to hear
from the Society concerning it, he fell
into the habit of walking down to the
fort every morning to see if the mail
had arrived. He had never bothered
moming he was surprised to find the
Major talking bad French to a well set-
up American.

“Boules-bous du café, Monsior?" he
was asking, as Smith came up to the
veranda.

“S"l vous—" began the other, and then
jumped up, almost upsetting the little
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Smith sipped his coffee and said noth-
ing. Winslow rattled on:

“Never dreamed of seeing you,
though. Do you know we’ve never met
since we left college? Say, but I'm glad
to see you. Knew you were somewhere
in West Africa,~but this is unexpected
luck! By the way, I met some friends
of yours in London recently. The hon-
orable Miss—"

“Yes?” Smith leaned across the table.

The other did not notice. “She’s just
married,” he went on.

“Who? Clare?” demanded Smith,
with darkened eyes.

“Why, yes, I believe that’s her name.
Didn’t you—" began Winslow, and then,

glancing at Smith, stopped suddenly.

“Why, old man, what's the matter "
he zsked.

Sniith rose and strode towards his
house.

“It was all for her,” he said over and
over to himself.

The Major and his companion finished
their coffee in uneasy silence. A shot
echoed from the hillside. Both men
rose to their feet.

“Ou est—?" began the American, but

Little Florinda ran screaming into the
enclosure.
. “Tan-Tan!” she gasped. “Come!”
- Winslow took the child’s hand and

Winslow opened the packet and con-
scientiously began to read the letters.
Most of them again were from scien-
tific authorities on the subjects that the
dead man had studied so well. Finally
he came to the following:

My dear Smith:
§'our specimens and reports are at hand
and have been presented to the Society. i
may tell you at once that yours is the most
important discovery of the year. You have
been made a fellow, and your paper s
i'nhg.l‘lt'?.la inkuxif Tl;-&nszctic{ns with omm
which | took the riy of making. -
neric name l-f’dmaslhzl. which you so HnSIy
propased in my honor, has béen recently nsed

by Latour of Paris for a species of molluse, -

so | have proposed the term Smithic mirabilis
in _lglllnce% your Welmout;lzl mml bilis,
he sci Pers are of your -
i obscrvahmpa aadyoulnul{emm
Professor by the Board of Regents of the new
university. I have aecepted for you contingent
upon your approval. y
. Clare, whose mother died recently and whose
sister is now married, i ward, and
we shall be glad to welcome
house as soon as you can get
Hoping to see you in the course of 2 few

weeks, I am P —
e Welsmouth.
“Poor Smith!” he said to himself,
choking. “And it was T who told him
that Miss Clare was married!”
Then he opened the last letter and
read slowly, as his eyes were dimmed :

the Loanda cemetery, by Smith's grave.
nmamjmqﬁm&ﬂ&‘ ods
of her lace-making and the cont
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place. Among them was a handsome old
gentleman whom the Doctor addressed
as Senhor Visconde, and a beautiful
lady, now with tears on her face, whom
the old gentleman called Clare. The
ladies drew their skirts away from Joa-
quina and her child. One of them, who
had fair hair
glanced pityingly at little Florinda, and
said emphatically to the Doctor, who
was very pale:

“I am sure that my son’s life out here

was an example to all.”

Lord Welsmouth nodded approval.

“Who are they?” whispered the child
to her mother.

“They are the Ba-Inglesi,” says Joa-
quina. “All his countrymen come to see

 his grave. He was a very wise man.”
- Little Florinda was delighted with the

streaked with silver, -

new stone that the great learned Society
had sent out and had set up over his
grave. She recognized the bas-relief of
her toad flower over the two initials.
She asked her mother what the words
underneath it were,

Joaquina stared at the letters.

FLOR/E GUINENSIS INVESTIGATORUM
PRINCEPS

But they meant nothing to her.

“Hush,” she said in her native Kim-
bundu tongue. “I cannot read.”

“Does it say Tan-Tan?” persisted the
child.

“I think so.”

“It is Tan-Tan,” said little Florinda
softly, content that she had solved the
problem.

K
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"By Tom Carter

APPY fabrics, lucky laces,
You may deck the fairest graces,
Nestle in the sweetest places




THOROUGHLY FEMININE!

By Octavus Roy Cohen

RS. CHESTER CARROLL was
filled, surfeited, satiated, with
fiction, As she laid aside the

flaringly-covered copy of the latest “best
seller,” she reclined luxuriously on her
softly cushioned chaise longue and
heaved a deep sigh.

Mrs. Chester Carroll allowed her mind
to review the plot of the story she had
just read—it was the same pill as of old,
with a sugar coating of a new taste. In
chapter one the heroine was depicted as
being on the brink of ruin—moral ruin.
In chapter two she slipped one foot over
the edge. From the commencement of
chapter three until the end of chapter
thirty-two she hung there teetering. In
chapter thirty-three she decided that vir-
tue wasn't worth the fight and prepared
to fling herself into the ever-ready vil-
lain’s arms. In chapter thirty-four she
does it—but the hero comes along at the
psychological moment with the belated
offer of marriage, and they leave for
Palm Beach in his new yacht.

She had known it would be 1'ke that
even before she oper=d the bool-. “ome-
how, the timeworn plot never grew dull
for her. She loved to fight the heroine’s
St
L of : against the h vil-
lain’s wiles, to—I blush to adn::ki{-—-m

mania with her, this search for a heroine
of qualities more human than they of
cloth covers.

And gradually the desires of her search
had transmuted themselves into the very
fibre of her being. Without strict anal- .
ysis of her own emotions, she deter-
mined that as authors would not make
their heroines act as she wished them to,
she would prove that it might be done.

Horrors! The conclusion is
drawn. Mrs. Corinne Carroll was an
unmoral woman! Terrifying! But let
it go at that, for it is the truth, the
strict truth, and nothing but the truth.

It is almost a waste of words to ex-
plain that Mrs. Corinne Carroll was the
legal spouse of a very rich man whao sat
daily on the Stock Exchange and was
in the way of affording many luxuries
which he did not have—and the many
which he did have. And also that Ches-

also that there was a fertium quid! :

It was this third person, the second
man, the family friend, that  the
idea in Corinne’s head. In all he
novels it was the ily friend

essayed the wrecking of the home. And




But in vaguely determining to carry
the thing through to a highly-colored
conclusion—with nary a thought to the
drab dusk to follow—Corinne faced
facts as facts; and the facts she faced
are those which are either handled in
the epilogue of a novel, or else are not

facts.

First: Joe Manning, the all-important
family friend, was not in love with her.
Furthermore, he was a true friend to

|

wrecking ambitions.

Second: Joe Manning acted suspi-
ciously as though he thought pretty well
of another and less attached female,
against whom it was rumored he had
directed love-thoughts leading eventually
to the altar.

Third: Mrs. Corinne Carroll knew
that one solution of the difficulty would
~ be denied her in the event that her trans-

i gtemm should be discovered by the
_irate husband—the husband is always
. M that is that he should never
| 3 m nmrthe wmng—nght time and find

t

uﬁaboutt!usway
:‘M anl!nmmgwasonehundred

handled at all. And these were the .

Chester Carroll, and harbored no home-.
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Fourth: she was mexpressnb]y bored,
and sick and tired of convention,

Fifth: even if she succeeded in her
little plan, she would be safe: she not
being of a hysterical nature herself, and
Joe Manning being a gentleman and
notoriously close-mouthed.

And so, with thoughts of the future
as vague as the suggestion of a cloud
on an early-morning horizon, she—to use
the vernacular—went to it.

And once in it, she kept at it. She
dined alone with Joe Manning, and
sought him on every possible occasion.
She practised with all the art at her
command the various and sundry little
tricks which her favorite authors always
made use of. She studied those things
which interested him and spoke learn-
edly of them, thereby showing a flatter-
ing interest in him and his work. She
touched him whenever possible, thereby
helping along the good work which
Pater Propinquity always does.

She let it be known by look, word, and
action that she was infatuated with him.
And in due course of time she saw that
she was winning her battle; for there
was an unmistakable gleam in his eyes
as he watched her when they were alone,
a heaving of the chest and a nervous
clasping of his big, strong hands, which
were readable as the printed page of one
ofherpetbooks And just about that
time the last vague suggestion of fear
which had lodged persistently in Mrs.
Chester Carroll’s mind was routed.
Propinquity had cut with a double-edged
sword: in brief, she was glad that she
had done what she had; and insanity had




Joe Manning was no fool; and he
knew Corinne. He knew her well enough
to read the signs, and he realized that
her love for him was the passion of an
adult, awakened woman. He knew
what it meant; and by that time he had
reached the point where he didn’t care.

And the climax came one nizht when
they had been to the theatre together
Chester Carroll was in Chicago. Co-
rinne, her bosom rising and falling with
a knowledge that the time had arrived,
invited Joe Manning to her private sit-
ting-room at midnight. She flung her
evening wrap across a lounge, thereby
disclosing a wealth of perfect, ivory-
tinted flesh. Her attitude was one of
surrender, of eagerness for capture; her
every gesture inviting, alluring, tanta-

And Joe Manning forgot that this was
the wife of his best friend, he forgot the
ethics of manhood, he forgot everything
gaye that she had aroused his most pow-
erful feelings and that she was his for
the asking. His voice was choked and
hoarse as he spoke, after staring at her
for full a minute in speechless wonder,

“Corinne,” he gasped, “you—are—
exquisite!”

Her being thrilled at the words, at the
timbre of his voice.

“You think so?”

“‘Think so'! Good God! You are
the most—" His big fists clenched, and
the perspiration stood out in little beads
on his forehead.

She advanced slowly toward him, and
paused close to him, her perfect bosom

THOROUGHLY FEMININE!

rising and falling tumultuously. The
very passion of her permeated the room.
Chester Carroll was forgotten.

“Corinne!” Joe's cry was hoarse,
desperate, reckless.

Imperceptibly she swayed toward him.
His huge arms closed convulsively about
her. He pulled her to him with a her-
culean display of brute strength. His
hot face bent to hers and forced it back.
He rained burning kisses on her parted
lips.

For a second she lay passive. Then

she writhed and tore loose with a sud-

den accession of unnatural strength.

She stood erect and quivering. Then
her hand flashed out against his cheek
stingingly.

“You—
“You beast!”

He stared at her, suddenly deathly
cold. His jaw

“Go!” she panted. “And never let me
see your face again! Gol”

Slowly, wonderingly, he made his way
world had become chaos, Life had be-
come stark—appallingly stark.

The front door slammed as he left
In her room, Corinne Carroll—Mrs.
Chester Carroll—furionsly brushed her
lips where his had so feverishly pressed.
Then she coliapsed into a little sobbing
heap on the floor.

“How dared he!” she moaned, with
the heart-wrung fervor of outraged vir-
tue. “How dared he! The beast!”

Which proves, probably, that fiction is

ast!” she sibilated.

neither more nor less strange than truth!

P

JEALOUSY is the needed dash of bitters in the cocktail of Tove.
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told you it was a great pool, didn’t I?
& = THE Amma : you.

A RETURN TO EDEN

An Idyll in One Act
By Hilliard Booth

CENE :—4 sloping hill, by the side of a swimming-pool.
S A grassy bank runs down to the water, and willows
and oaks form a protecting background. On the right
of the bank sprazls upon his back an athlete, his dark skin
glistening with the water from whicl he has just emerged,
as he streiches his untrammeled body gratefully in the warm
sunshine. On the left, in a similar attitude, lies his friend, a
slightly younger man, lithe and graceful—a figure of Arca-
dia rather than Eden. In the centre, between the two, re-
clines a country youth, sivipped, as the others, for the pool,
and gazing into it as he lies upon his stomach, his elbows on
the ground, his chin on his hands. His sturdy strength
" suggests brute force rather than conscious power. As the
curtain is raised, he speaks.

TrE YOKEL Tue YokeL
THE ATHLETE

i This? What's this?
' "Ed" I have put aside  Eden.
' clothes.

Ay Huh?
- THE ATHLETE

Tae YOKEL

T only wish that T was going back with

a boy. That was a great Exchange this for the town?
n of yours, Ed, to come into the TrE YOKEL

TrE Poer (lururiously)
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THE ATHLETE
We might try it some day in the Park,

TrE Poer
Don't be friyolous. Inspiration is in
the air!
THE ATHLETE
I'm not. A place for sun-baths is an
idea which the Park Commissioners
ought to consider; fenced off to av9id
consternation among the nurse-maids
and policemen—the fence painted blue
to offset ministerial objection.
Tre PoET
Such contact with nature would vital-
ize many a sapped soul, it is true.
THE ATHLETE
It would strengthen, encourage, put
new life into a man.
THE PoET
But the city is the Wilderness.
Tue ATHLETE (with a sigh)
Paradise now—and in a few hours
starched shirts, long-tailed coats, and—
oh, Lord!
Tree YoxeL
What's the matter with them?
Tre Poer
They were not with us in the womb.
Tue YokeL
. Well, I'm not really dressed till I get
i a boiled shirt and a stand-up collar on.
Tue Araiere (with a gesture of repug-
nance)
Don’t mention the red necktie.
Tae YokeL
What?

THE ATHLETE (sitting up)
Haven’t you any more respect for the
play of your muscles, the flexibility of
your shoulders, the freedom of your

limbs?
TaE YoxeL (laughing)
e, Say, you're funny!
Tue Avuiere (falling back again)
He has eaten of the apple.
Tue Poer
Would that the leaf were still in style!

E A
i
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A RETURN TO EDEN

but fashion, like history, repeats itself,
—the trend is favorable for its early re-
vival. For this evening, however, I am
sure it would annoy Mrs.—
Tue Poer (sharply)
The twilight before Eve entered inl
THE ATHLETE
Very well. It is genuinely pleasant
to be sufficient unto oneseli—even
though the shades of night are bound to
fall.
Tne YokeL
Say, what’s the matter 'with a red neck-
tie? |
THE ATHLETE
Nothing, nothing; it would be ador-
able if one didn't have to wear anything
else.

TaE YOKEL
You must want to get into a daffy-
house.
THE ATHLETE
I want to absorb the strength that is
in the air and in the earth. Clothes are
a non-conductor,
TaE YORKEL
You're looking pretty trim as it is.
THE ATHLETE
Thank you.

e e . e e i L R

Tre YOKEL
That is, for a city guy.
THE ATHLETE
Oh!
Tre YoreL
If you'd stay here and do ploughing
and haying and the rest of the chores,
you’d get real husky.
Tue Poer (dreamily, his eyes closed)
Eastward in Eden He planted a Gar-
den, and therein He put the man whom
He had formed.
THE ATHLETE ¥
That’s the way you got—husky?
Twue YOREL

Sure.

THE ATHLETE R

That's all very well, but the &
e R

a gymnasiun ofﬁ:mn S

B - "




THE YokEL (laughing)
Oh, I guess I'm able to take care of
myself as it is.
THE ATHLETE
But you don’t make the most of your
opportunity. The country was intended

P T R e L R e n——

use it only as a workshop.
TrE YOKEL
I'm not much for artificial gymnastics.
THE ATHLETE (sitting up)

There is nothing artificial about gym--

nastics except the gymnasium. The ma-

~ jority of men have to put up with par-
allel-bars, cinder-tracks, chest-weights,
nnd marble-lined tanks because they
can't have the apparatus of Nature—
the trees, the fields, the hills, the pools,
the gymnasium of the Creator, which
'.Wmtendedto;ump,tormtoswrm,
to train in, and which you use for noth-
ing but chores. No, my friend, you
S *the right environment, but the

THE YOKEL
Wﬂkfun lick any one in the village.
THE ATHLETE
W&becmethey have all neglected

for the enjoyment of exercise, and you *
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THE ATHLETE
Be generous with your jewels, Ed, if
they are genuine.
TrE Poer (without o;’:enmg his eyes)
Genuine here, but in the Wilderness
—paste!
THE ATHLETE
What were you dreaming?
Tuae Poer
What I dream still—that this is the
Garden, in truth, that we are alone in
the world, that this is the beginning.
On all sides of us there is nothing but
beauty, in every sensation nothing but
delight, in every breath full satisfaction
of body and soul. We may wander at
will as we are, and feel only gladness in
the warm sunshine, joy in the wood-
scented air, meet only the invigorating
embrace of the newborn earth. We will
never know pain or suffering—they are
without being; and the poison-filled form
of Worry is as yet a meaningless word.
Life is at its most pure, its most fresh,
its most divine poise. Dreams are real-
ities ; realities, dreams; the two are one,
and the one is (sitting up and slapping
his arm)—a mosquito!
THE ATHLETE
The serpent in modern guise.
Tae Poer
Tempting us to what?
THE ATHLETE
Pfoiamty Continue—I was just be-
to doze.
‘Tre Poer (sinking back)
‘No, the spell is broken.
- Tae Yoket (the
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THE PoET
Peace everlasting!
THE ATHLETE
Adam has come into his own again.
TaE PoET
Let the birds sing and all the earth
rejoice.
THE YOKEL
Give up the girls? I guess not. I
know one that’d—
THE ATHLETE
Never mind about that.
TuE YokEL
Well, I guess I've got a right to my
opinion.

|
:
r

Tue Poer
Not in Eden.

TuE YokKEL
- Eden nothing! I was
h'ougﬁupm&mﬁme and it ain’t
Eden. I ought to know.

You ought to, but you don’t.
i | has stared you in the
m;wm.hawmm
THE YOKEL
mmmmwun.
THE ATHLETE

a& Mh tﬁe Wildemessl
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TEE ATHLETE i

(springing to  his
feet)
Try a fall with you? Gladly.
TrE YoxkeL
And no women in the world, eh? T'll
teach you a thing or two.
THE ATHLETE
Now we shall settle that question of
gymnastics and strength.
Tuae YokeL
Darn’ quick! (He throws his arms

. about the Athlete and attempts to throw

him.)
THE Poer (to the Athlete)

Good thoughts are strength-giving.
You have the advantage of him there.

(The Athlete, grasping the Yokel
about the waist, withstands the attack, 1
and the two wrestle back and forth on
the bank above thz water, whiie the Poet |
looks on with admiration. The strength
of the Yokel is evidently superior, but is |
largely useless before the trained muscles 1
of the Athlete, ‘A moment, and the Ath-
lete, with a quick swing of i1e practised
wrestler, lifts the Yokel from the
ground and throws him into ike widdle
of the pool, where he lands with a great

splash.) ~
THE ATHLETE
There—cool off!
Tae Poer -
Prettily done.
TrE ATHLETE (turning into the grove
at rulr)
Ceme, we're due in town; we've got
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DREAMS

By E. M. Loeb

HE man came unto the seer and said: _
“This was my dream: I wandered alone in a desert. Weak and worn

with thirst I was—aye, on the point of death. And then, behold! I
saw before me an oasis. I saw the green of palm-trees and the glitter of
water in the sunlight. On my knees I groveled and crawled, but when
I reached the spot where I thought to have seen it, lo! it had vanished! Then
I fell senseless on the torturing sand.”

The seer pondered long. Then he spoke:

“Go and dream again, for I cannot yet decipher.”

The second day the man came once more unto the seer and said:

“Last night this was my dream: In a dark, damp cell 1 lived, miserable,
starved in body and in mind. But outside my window the sun shone and life
flourished free. And just beyond the bars there grew a rose, red as blood
and sweet-scented as spring. One day I no longer was content to have this
rose as companion, but longed to hold it in my hands. So I thrust my arm
through the bars and plucked the flower. For an instant I was completely
happy! The rose was mine—mine alone. But not for long! For that same
day the rose faded. The petals fell off, the sweet scent departed forever, and
it was winter in the prison.”

The seer gazed at him compassionately.

“The riddle is no longer a riddle,” he said, “and your days of happiness
are numbered. But return and dream once more.”

The third day the man returned for the last time.

“This time,” he said, “I dreamed of the fields, the fresh winds, the scent
of many flowers, and the singing of magic-voiced birds. Light-hearted I
spent my days in this paradise. But one day a beautiful bird, whose voice
far surpassed the nightingale’s, came down from the sky and sang for me. She
sang of friendship and love, of the joys of heaven, and of the union of souls,
more wonderful than heaven. I was overcome with rapture, and asked the
bird to stay forever, She consented, on condition that 1 should leave Eden,
and have all my joy in her alone. And so I contrived a cage for her, fash-
ioned in gold and embellished with diamonds. In it I placed the bird, and left
with her for barren regions. Here I dwelt in a paradise in the wilderness for
many a week. Gradually the song of the nightingale lost in brilliancy, until
the time came when her notes were unbearable. Then in a fury—for I had
sacrificed all for this creature—I reached through the bars and clutched the
nightingale in my fist; and, lo! it was but a sparrow. So I wrung her neck
and ground her body under my heel.”

yv'hm the man had finished, the seer groaned deeply.

Oh, wretched mortal,” he said, “within a week thou shalt be afflicted with
—a wifel”

But the man departed rejoicing |

e L e .
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F HRISTINE was poor, proud,
‘ pretty—and proper. She clerked

porium on Elm Street, two doors south

of Main, for six dollars a week, and was
~ subjected to no temptations or insults.
Hollytown, home of Christine, wasn’t
that kind of place.

Christine had always been proud,
pretty, and proper, but it was only
in the last year or so that the wolf
had howled voraciously about her door.
It was regrettable, to say the least, that
‘Christine’s father had allowed his life-
/insurance policy to lapse, but the stark
fact remains that he had erred in that
mﬁa&pﬂd Christine paid the final in-
stalment of the undertaker’s bﬂl from

1

d for labormg at the Busy Bee
' Emponum of Elm Street,

in the Busy Bee Dry-Goods Em-_

THE TRUTH OF IT

By Arthur Crispin, Jr.

dergone a distinct step in the right di-
rection. But Hollytown boasted the
Hollytown National Bank, and the
Hollytown National Bank boasted Har-
rison Pitt as its president, and Harrison
Pitt boasted Harrison Pitt junior as his
son. And there you are! Facts are
facts—however conventional.

Harrison Pitt junior was a model
young man from the top of his ultra-
correct hat to the tips of his narrow
shoes. He had lived a conventional life
through school, college, and the first six
months of a business career, during
which time he had learned to pump an
adding-machine with commendable skill.

Harrison wore Christine’s picture in
his watch, and she wore his likeness in
her locket. At times when neither was
working and Pitt pére was not using
their shiny new “Complex four,” Harri-
son junior and Christine might have
been seen bowling along at a discrect
twenty miles an hour. Occasionally, as
they passed through sparsely-settled sec-
tions, the car’s speed would be reduced
to eight or ten miles an hour, and Har-
monwnulddmewithonehand anow-
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least two years before Harrison junior
could support a wife; and he realized
that his son was not of the stamp to rush
into a hasty marriage. As for the young
man himself, he was well content merely
to be engaged.

But on this day—of course, all stories
must open on a specific day—Christine
responded to his occasional kisses with
less fire than usual, and Harrison looked
hurt.

“*S matter, honey?” he asked lightly.

“It will be two years or so before we
can be married, won't it?” she asked
abruptly.

“Why, yes. I s'pose so. What of it?”

“] can't continue to slave my life away
at six a week at the Busy Bee.”

“Put it won't be for long—"

“Two years is a long time, Harry.
I'm going to quit it.”

“Quit it? Why? How?”

“I'm going to New York.”

A super-centimetre shell could have
created no greater havoc. Harrison Pitt
junior’s mind groped blindly with the
situation thus flung at his head, and the
best he could do was to nod with all the
grace of an imbecile.

“T-t-to New York?” he stammered.

“Yes.” Christine’s cheeks were beau-
tified by a high color, but her even, white
teeth were set firmly, and her little fists
were clenched under the lap-robe—it be-
ing a bit cool that day and lap-robes
comfortable,

“But—Christine—for what ?”

“To work.”

“You're working here.”

“At six dollars a week. It costs me
that much to eat and rent a roof to cover
my head. T need clothes and many other
ﬁ"m%s which six dollars a week won’t

“You can get a raise.”

“I can’t. And if I could, it would be

but a dollar a week. Tt isn’t that T think
but I'm going to New York. I have the
~promise of a position there.”

There was a gleam of
“What sort of

“A position ¥’
hope in Harrison’s eyes.
position 7"

“Do you remember that handsome
woman who was in town last week? The
tall blonde who stayed at the Carson
House "

The very proper eyes of the young
man opened wider. Very well indeed
did he remember the flamboyant creature
of whom Christine spoke.

“Yes.”

“She was a traveling saleswoman for -
the Pheenix Ladies’ Ready-to-Wear
house. She sold the Busy Bee some stuff,
and that’s where I met her.”

“And it was through her that you re-
ceived this offer?”

“Exactly.”

“With the Pheenix Company "

Yoy

“What sort of position is it?”

“I'm to go there at twelve dollars a
week to start with, as—a model.” Very
discreetly Christine smiled. She had
carefully calculated her words to pro-
duce an untoward effect; and they did. |

“Model!” The word of horror rolled
fearfully from Harrison Pitt's tongue. !
He had read a bit himself, and while his
ideas of models were hazy—as applied
to the cloak and suit trade—he had an
idea they spent most of their time in ex-
treme negligée, stretched luxuriously on
tiger-rugs, a Turkish cigarette in one
hand and a glass of champagne in the
other.

“A model!” he repeated.

“A cloak-model, Harry. I see you
have the wrong idea. I shall wear all
my clothes—and cloaks over. . . .”

“But—but—" His wits were still
busy with the picture the word “model”
had conjured. <

“The blonde woman says T am a pe
fect thirty-si,” Christine continue

a busmsumeem
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after strenuous protest, all of which the
girl swept aside with a celerity which
betokened careful forethought. That
night she mentioned to one or two other
persons in Hollytown that she thought

f Harrison advancing strenuous protest
:
.
r

. morning she was the cynosure of all
eyes.

_ It was her wuncle-in-law, a portly
~ gentleman of dignified demeanor and dea-
conish whiskers, who cornered her that
night after the closing of the Busy Bee
Dry-Goods Emporium’s doors. And for
a half-hour, without so much as a pause
for breath, this gentleman held forth on
the dangers of the big city.

Christine turned a willing ear to his
exhortations. She admitted that she
knew New York was populated by two
million five hundred thousand masculine
devils who waylaid girls on each and
every corner with patented and unpat-
ented plans leading to their ruin, and
 that she realized that good-looking miss-
~ es must be ever on the alert; but she put
- the proposition straight to her benevo-
m uncle-in-law.

- “I can't live decently on the money I
“earn here, so what am I to do?”

reneged a bit on that. There was
offer of d&ioml ~coin to defrty

of going to New York, and by the next -

ﬁubhemeoi
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little engine snorted its disgust at any
female of the species fool enough to
leave the innocuous desuetude of Holly-
town for the hurly-burly of New York
—and thereupon carried her flying
toward that iniquitous city—Christine
was beset by hordes of friends, world-
wise and world-ignorant, who regaled
her with multicolored accounts of the
dangers which awaited her, and pre-
scribed the latest approved methods of
getting around them. They furnished a
verbal Baedeker of the city's evils; and
when Christine lay back in the stuffy,
red-velvet-covered seat in the day-coach
as the train pulled out of the tiny depot
for New York, she felt a thoroughly
feminine desire to cry, and to back out
at this thirteenth hour, and only her
pride prevented.

Ten hours later the train was in New
York, and Christine summoned her en-
ergies and moved her cramped muscles.
She stepped on to the concrete platform,
mounted innumerable stairs, and gazed
awe-stricken at the tremendous dome of
the Pennsylvania Station. Thereupon
she timidly pursued her way to Seventh
Avenue, eying every man askance and
fearing attack with each step. She re-
read the letter of directions written her
by the blonde woman who had secured
her the position, and in due course of
time came to the dingy, red-brick-front
boarding-house on West Twenty-third
Street.

- There, gentle reader—I caught you
that time! You are now pre-

pared gemthgsmyofﬁerﬁiem
o mmpﬂetywmﬁ'-
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tress. Save for the fact that the sales-
man of cigars was inclined to be flirta-
tious in an entirely harmless way, no
temptation strayed within the portals of
the house—as a gingle meal told Chris-
tine, and she breathed more easily in the
know'sdge that here, at least, she might
find sanctuary. In fact, she had occa-
sion to pink a little when Mrs. O’Malley
informed her in a motherly but none-
the-less positive manner that her board-
ers were ladies and gentlemen, and that
when they ceased to come within that
classification they would be cordially -
vited to leave.

The next morning Christine presented
herself at the Pheenix Company's Sixth
Avenue store, where she was met by the
effusive and perfumed blonde lady and
introduced to the store-manager, a pursy
little man who eyed that which made
Christine a perfect thirty-six in a critical
and wholly professional manner, and
the little country girl was duly installed
as a model. Under the direction of a
certain Miss Yvonne Riley, she learned
her new duties readily, and within three
days had settled into a rut of routine.

Two months passed, during which a
trip to Coney Island and an ensuing case
of indigestion furnished the only real
excitement. The flirtatious cigar sales-
man had been her companion; and he
hadn’t tried to hug her even when they
shot the chutes and roller-coasted to-
gcth_er, at which, 1 shamefacedly admit,
Christine was a mite disappointed. Nor
in all that time had the pursy manager
told her that he was unhappily married
and desired a soul-mate. In brief, she
found New York dull, and she was ter-

And then, at the end of the two
w.shepuhrﬁt;m%mim,md

more girded on steel armor—

, entered the Phoenix one

of several garments, his taste proving
suspiciously expert. Christine was their
model, and in the course of business the
pursy manager, who knew Mr. Spencer
and was as obsequious as his millions de-
manded, introduced him to Christine.
He also introduced the woman, and
Christine had her first distinet surprise.
The woman was not the man's wife, nor
did she occupy any equivocal position.
She was his sister.

And eventually the millionaire left,
but he was back the next day, and the
next, and the next, and then the sales-
ladies did start the ball of gossip whirl-
ing. There wasn't a doubt of it: as Miss
Yvonne Riley put it, he had “fell for
Christine, an’ fell hard!”

With a realization of that fact as a
fact there came to Christine an almost
unholy joy. Here, at least, was oppor-
tunity for that zest of danger which she
had secretly craved. But the innate pro-
priety of her, the inherent small-town
narrowness, the inborn sense of caution,
prompted her to refuse his first dinner
invitation. Whereupon he smiled slight-
ly, and the next day his sister appeared
and invited Christine to go for a motor-
ride over the Hudson Boulevard in Jer-
sey the following Sunday. Mrs. Grundy
having been satisfied, Christine accepted,
and the following Sunday was a day of
joy.

Less than a week later she dined at
Churchill’s with Mr. Thaddeus Spenc-
er—unchaperoned.

Of course, she wasn’t blind to his in-
tentions. She knew well that million~




and her twelve dollars a week to spend,
with no excitement—now that the flir-
. tatious salesman had suddenly married a
manicure who lived down the street,
and had left the boarding-house.

Then it was that the Phcenix Com-
pany went to the wall,
was out of a job at a time when jobs
were scarcer than the proverbial hen’s
teeth.

But Christine was still in the ring.

savings-bank the little money that she
. had saved, and valiantly trudged the
~ rounds of the stores, applying for a job.
+  Invariably they either told her that there
was no opening, or else they took her
name and said they’d notify her if a va-
cancy occurred. But no job. Nor did
any sleek proprietor attempt to kiss her,
or tell her that she was worth more than
- ten dollars a week, and offer to show her
how to make fifty or a hundred.
. So it was that eventually, through the
. machinations—or assistance, call it what
you will—of the original blonde lady
~ who had—to use Hollytown's phrase—
- “lured her to the city,” Christine secured
~a job in the chorus of “The Golden
b . Her salary was fixed at eighteen
s a week, and she proved an apt
mo,pmed with the show in Pat-
w%saw! with it dunng its New
run.
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and Christine ~

She withdrew from a department-store”

i

neously. One of them linked an arm con-
fidingly through Christine’s.

“Hullo!” he greeted. “How about a
bit of supper?”

Christine’s body tensed. Here was
Danger—with a capital “D"”; here was
the ravening wolf who preyed on wom-
en. Her arm dropped, and she faced
him, her outward calm giving the lie to
the inward seething.

“You've made a mistake,”
marked icily,

The young man stepped back and
bowed courteously.

“Pardon me,” he said suavely. “My
fault.,” And Christine walked home un-
molested.

Nor was she troubled after that. Pos-
sibly her reputation for virtue spread.
At any rate, save for an occasional wink,
no other stage-door Johnny made any
advances to her, And, although she did
not analyze her feelings, she felt slightly
disappointed about it all.

During all this time Mr. Thaddeus
Spencer continued his attack on her
citadel. He was gentlemanly and cir-
cumspect, but she did not misunder-
stand. She knew that he was what they
called, in the parlance of the city, “a
wise one.” No bungling of such a deli-
cate job by him!

So things went for the four months’
run of “The Golden Ring.” Then the
show closed for the season, and Chris-
tine, now well dressed, and with some
money saved from week to week, and
mnﬁ&m:t that her virtue was

it had been placed

she re-
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that he turned to her and she realized
with a thrill, half of fear and half of a
not undelightful anticipation, that at last
his full purpose was to be disclosed. His
voice was thick and hoarse, and he closed
one hot hand over hers before she could
draw back. She chilled in every fibre of
her being—as the novelists put it—and

jerked away.

“You forget yourself, Mr. Spencer!”
she snapped.

And then he apologized humbly,

tarned his car, sped it downtown, and
left her at her boarding-house.

That night she pondered many things,
and chief among them was the manner
in which Thaddeus Spencer had proven
true to fiction by his dastardly attempt
on her—that's the way she characterized
it, at any rate—and she thought of the
return to the quaint, puritanical, church-
going little town which was her home,
and of Harrison Pitt junior, the banker's
son. And the next evening she was back
in Hollytown,

She registered at the Carson House,
Hollytown’s single hostelry. The night-
clerk winked at her, and she flamed with
indignation. Her uncle-in-law met her

“You've disgraced the famﬂy.” he
aar!;-";d. “by becomin’ a common chorus-
g 1 3

Next morning she dropped in at the
Busy Bee Dry-Goods jum, on
Elm Street, two doors south of Mam
The female clerks eyed her
attire with open adammuon and allmnd

He said he'd come for her
His voice

the bank.
in the family car at five,
radiated a patent tremble.

He called. They drove into the coun-
try. Once out of the town, he slipped
an arm around her waist, and she al-
lowed it. He kissed her—and then she
pulled away, suddenly and sharply. The
kiss was not the kiss she had expected
from him. It was an insult. She noti-
fied him brusquely that their engagement
was at an end.

“Of course it is,” he returned a bit
nastily, “D’you think /'d marry a cho-
rus-girl? 1 suppose you have friends
back in the city.”

She didn’t answer, but that night she
returned to New York, the mecea of
evil-doers, the concentration of lures and
insults and pitfalls. And she telephoned
Thaddeus Spencer that she was back,

He broke a business engagement and
came for her in his high-powered road-
ster. They were silent until they had
passed Grant’s Tomb on Riverside. And
then she turned to him with a direct
question. .

“The last time we drove up this
together,” said she, “you took my
You had acted peculiarly ail evening.
What was it you wanted of me?” :

His eyes popped wide open.

“I—I—wanted to marry you!" he

gasped.
She gasped, too, bntmmdmml ;
of herself. :
“You still wish to?” R
“Yes. T—I—love Jm-rz' ot =
’I‘hegfrllookedatthem' her,
and then at the stark skyline o
She shifted her gaze across




lingers the vague recollection of

a quotation to the effect that
the family doctor is father confessor
first, priest afterward. I don't know
when it was said or by whom; but
it comes perilously near to the truth.

“Professional ethics” seals more se-
crets than the confessional; and in his
capaaty of healer of su:k bodies the
- physzmn is frequently called upon to
| minister to sick souls—to say nothing of
the opportunities that come to him to ob-
+  serve family skeletons.

I am aware that to open the door of
the closet may be regarded as a violation
of those same professional ethics of
which I speak ; but there is no possibility
t any of my dramatis persone could
er be connected with those who ac-
y played the roles in life. I am con-
that I have prov:ded them with
sises sufficient to insure against rec-
and chief among these must be

g mdmted from one of the
umvmmes the cheiqeoia

CONFESSIONS OF A FASHION-
ABLE PRACTITIONER

Anonymous

I—-THE GREEN ORCHID
OMEWHERE in my memory there.

neighboring city, which, for the sake of
convenience, I shall call Cinnapolis—al-
though that is not its name.

There was never any doubt of my suc-
cess. My people were well off, well con-
nected, and favorably known all through
the vicinity. I had a good establishment,
plenty of money, and—a reputation as
an auction-player. Almost before I real-
ized it, I found myself in possession of
a large and growing practice.

My patients were all wealthy—most of
them belonged to the class which is
spoken of as the “idle rich"—and their
ailments were largely imaginary, putting
no great tax on my powers. It is aston-
ishing how many and how varied can be
the complaints of a woman who has
nothing with which to occupy her mind,
or a man whose sole business in life is
to kill time.

Being presentable in appearance, well
born, decently bred, and unmarried, I
was immediately received on a footing
of friendly equality in most of the houses
where my professional services were re-

quired; and having, as I have mentioned,
a keen interest in human nature, I grad-
mliy acquired a store of knowledge con-
cerning those whose names appeared in
the society columns of the Cinnapolis
s that, if revealed, would have
mmm its founda-
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while prescribing for them more or less
harmless cures during office-hours and
professional calls, for the results inci-
dent to their pursuit of pleasure. They
religiously took my medicine and—mfre-
quently—my advice. They even paid
my outrageous charges without a mur-
mur. If one wishes to keep up with the
fashion, one must be willing 1o pay the
price; and in Cinnapolis I was the fash-
jon. No family laying the slightest
claim to standing would have even re-
motely considered being indisposed with-
out sending for me. To summon an-
other physician would have been a sign
of Anancial disability. A fashion is—a
fashion.

But there was one woman who sedu-
lously reirained from following the gen-
eral example. Her husband belonged to
one of the oldest families m the aty,
and her father was enormously wealthy,
the president of the largest bank in
Cinnapolis and a director in most of the
others, as well as a power in local and
state politics; thus Mary Hermon could
afford to do as she chose. She did not
choose my services.

“Why, there’s nothing ever the matter
with me!” she declared gaily one even-
ing, when one of her friends laughingly

any form is so much poisen to him.
He's all right—until some one asks him
to take a drink, and then he cuts loose.
I've warned him time and agamn, but I
might as well save my breath. One of
these fine days, he'll take a glass too
much, and then—!" Banks lifted his
fat hands upward and pursed his lips.

“Why not speak to his wife?” I sug-
gested.

“Oh, I leave the women to you; you
Fike to talk to "em,” said he, and shuf-
fled away. '

I was always glad to talk to Mary

Hermon. Of all the women in the smart
set of Cinnapolis she interested me most.
Perhaps a year or two wunder thirty,

further, that her expression depended
solely upon the presence or absence of



though he was supposed to have steadied
down, I had my doubts. A man doesn’t
run after one woman for years, marry
another, and then risk his life to please
the vanity of the first one if he is pre-
pared to settle down quietly in double
harness.

Besides, if there were any truth in
the stories of his conduct on his first
exploring expedition (he had gone to
Central America at the behest of a group

him), his wife was to be pitied—quite
as much as the native women, of his
‘ treatment of whom even the most hard-
~ ened among his companions spoke with
loathing. He certainly had ability in his
own line; but few women are interested
in prehistoric ruins, and Mary Hermon
was not one of the few. She was vitally
alive, a veritable little flame of intensity.
She had been deeply in love with Her-
mon for years before her marriage to
~ him—the whole time, indeed, that he had
' pursued another woman.
R That woman was Orchid Parry. The
- name Orchid suited her perfectly. She
' m an exotic of the most pronounced
~ type. No one seemed to know very
* much about her antecedents; but she ap-
peared to have unlimited money at com-
mand, and the house that she occupied,

m&ghshwmn who acted as
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one of ﬂse exquisitely fur-
, for I have been in it.
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of archzologists who set great store by.

ily, but little money—and orchids are ex-
pensive. It was conceded that she had
refused him finally, and that when he
returned from his year in Central Amer-
ica he would turn his attention else-
where. He did—to Mary Rice. Inside

- of three months from his reappearance

in the city they were married.

It was publicly supposed that Hermon
had accomplished nothing, brought back
nothing from his trip save a lightened
pocketbook and an impaired digestion.
The group of scientists who had sent
him out promptly severed all connection
with him, and it was said that there had
been a stormy time between them.

But there was a far more important
reason for this step on their part than
Hermon's mere failure to attain the ob-
ject of the expedition, The inside facts
in the case were hushed up, but it was
not long before it came to my knowledge
that Hermon had brought something
back with him—a new and extraordinary
orchid, sea-green in color and in shape
not unlike a bat with outspread wings.

This treasure-trove he had calmly ap-
propriated, claiming ownership by right
of discovery. His colleagues, on their
part, claimed it because they had fi-
nanced the expedition and he was tech-
nically in their employ; but, possession
being nine points of the law, they were
unable to make good their claim. There
was no suit brought; Hermon was sim-
ply dropped and blacklisted.

I believe it was a severe blow to him;
at least, it deprived him of any further
opportunities to distinguish himself in
his work, in which he had hegm- to make
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the color of dull gold and eyes as narrow
and pointed as those of an Oriental, she
was a remarkable-looking woman, Her
evening gowns, cut daringly low to show
the perfection of white neck and shoul-
ders, were invariably of green, pale
gleaming, exactly the shade of the irises
of her slanting eyes. She was easily the
most conspicuous figure in Cinnapolis
society. And always amid the froth of
lace at her breast nestled a sea-green
orchid, like some smooth, bat-winged
moth of mystery.

Then, abruptly, she ceased to wear it;
and three weeks later Jim Hermon de-
parted again for Central America. He
was gone four months. When he re-
turned he sent a large package to the
house of Orchid Parry, but he did not
himself go near the house or her. He
had been some two months at home
when he experienced the attack of which
Banks had spoken to me—and Orchid
Parry was wearing her exotic blossoms
again,

So far as I was concerned, there was
no particular puzzle about the affair. It
resolved itself into the following factors:

Jim Hermon had lost his head over
Orchid Parry. He had presented to her
the parasitic plant which he had found
on his first exploratory expedition, and
had gotten himself in bad odor with his
colleagues as a result. Evidently the
orchid had been insufficient price for the
lady, and Hermon had married Mary
Rice, either in a fit of pigue or because
of her immense fortune. I thought the
prcbabilities were in favor of the latter
hypothesis.

Unquestionably aware of her hus-
band’s feeling for Orchid Parry—all
Cinnapolis knew of it—Mary Hermon
had set herself to work to win his love
for hers:lfl.easlfh:e did not really re-
spond, at least he made a respectable
hand in the game again. The absence of
the orchid from her costume argued that
the plant—or plants—had died, and she

had induced Hermon to go in search of
another.

So much was clear to me. The only
question in my mind was, what did Her-
mon expect to receive from the lady as
a reward for his perilous trip? It would
not be in money—for the green orchid
was priceless. Connoisseurs had offered
fabulous sums for a root, but Miss
Parry had laughed at the idea of selling
it. So far as 1 had been able to find out,
no one had so much as seen it growing.
She would permit no one. to touch the
blooms, and burned them when they
faded. That was just the sort of thing
that appealed to her. She liked myster-
ies and enigmas—they were the breath of
life to her. She was one herself.

I could not readily account for the
fact that gossip had failed to link Her-
mon with the orchid. His foggy ex-
planation that he had made his second
trip for the purpose of finding the ruins
he had failed to locate on his first was
no explanation at all, since he had been
shut out from scientific circles.

Yet it was accepted readily enough,
possibly because, as I have before men-
tioned, he was supposed to have settled
down since his marriage, and because
he carefully kept out of Orchid Parry’s
way. But that there was a little cu-
riosity current became evident to me
one evening when I was attending a
dance at Mrs. Palmerston’s. I had
greeted my hostess and was standing be-
side a bank of palms which screened an
alcove formed by the immense bow-win-
dows, when young Joe Wheeler touched
me on the arm.

“I say, Doctor,” said he, “don’t you
suppose there’s some connection between
Jim Hermon and the green orchid?”

“Certainly not,” I said promptly.
“Not the slightest chance of it.” I had
an excellent reason for lying: Mary
Hermon was standing within two feet
of me, concealed from Wheeler's view
by the branches of the palms.

spreading ;
“Oh,"” he said, “the g&ajw
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to me, that’s all. I saw them together,
and he looked as if he wanted to eat her
up.” He moved away, and an instant
later I found myself looking into Mary
Hermon’s stormy eyes.

“Thank you, Doctor,” she said. “It
isn't every one who would have missed

i

along.”

There was no use pretending to mis-
understand.
1 “I could see nothing to be gained, Mrs.
1 Hermon,” I said. “And, besides, that’s
all in the past.”

“Is it?” She made a gesture with her
fan, and I followed the direction of her

gaze.
Through a break in the crowd I could
see the lithe, sinuous figure of Orchid
Parry, and by her side was Jim Her-
mon. They were standing by an onyx
table which supported a huge silver
punch-bowl, and Hermon, who had ap-
- parently just handed a glass to his com-
~ panion, was raising one to his own lips.
- “Oh! He mustn’t!” I heard the
!  woman beside me exclaim. “He
| ,mm’ﬂ" She made an agitated move-
 ment forward, then stopped, and the
'~pearl sticks of herfaasmpped

such a chance to roll the ball of scandal-
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She seemed not to have heard me.
“She sha'n’t have him! She sha'n
have him!” she was whispering over and
over again to herself, beating one savage
little hand against her thigh the while.
Then abruptly she left me, edging along
the wall in the direction which her hus-

band and Orchid Parry had taken.

My attention was no longer on Mrs.
Palmerston’s dance and her guests. I
was far more concerned with the drama
of human interest that was being played
before me. I crossed the hall, ascended
the stairs, and made my way to a room
at the back of the house which Palmer-
ston called his den. It was a splendid
apartment, done in magnificent tooled
leather, with great English club-chairs
and deep couches scattered about. There
was no one there. The lights were low-
ered; I found the switch and put them
out. I wanted to think.

Either my diagnosis was radically
wrong, or Mary Hermon was on the
verge of a complete mental collapse. She
was wrought up to a dangerous pitch,
and her condition was critical because
of her habitual repression. It is only the
confined explosive that is dangerous.

Orchid Parry's action in restraining
Hermon from drinking the punch had
shown clearly that she knew he was un-
detmstrmhons to touch nothing alcohol-
ic. Was it this or the intimacy of the
gesture with which she had laid her hand
on his that had set the match to the tow
of I'ns wife's mlnusy?

”Iashed [f,"m’tsbe




it must have come from the hall, for
the doorway was darkened by two fig-
ures, a man and a woman, The light
from the electrolier shone on the high-
piled, dull gold hair of Orchid Parry,
and flashed from the necklace of
aquamarines about her throat.

“There’s no one here, Orchid.” It
was Hermon’s voice, “Come in.”
“We'll be missed,” she demurred, but
there was no reluctance in her manner
as she followed him a few steps into the
room. I was about to rise and make my
presence known when he turned and
grasped her hands roughly.

“When?” he demanded hoarsely.
“When ?”

I!Jim—_l_li

“You've put me off long enough. 1
asked you—when?” His voice was thick
and ragged.

Ske did not answer.

“Are you going to ask for more time?”
Holding both of her hands in one of his,
he put the other under her chin and
turned her face to the light.

Orchid Parry was not a beautiful
woman. She was too bizarre, too spec-
tacular, for real beauty, but in that mo-
ment her face was transfigured. What-
ever motives had actuated her in the
past, when she had cajoled, flouted, and
tormented this man, she was now ready
to yield to him. Blinded by the strength
of his own desire, he could not read what
was as plain as print to me.

“Answer me!” he commanded.

“No, Jim.” Her voice was as softly
seductive as the arms she twined about
his neck. “I—I'm not going to ask for
any more time.”

“Then—?" His set face was within
an inch of hers.

"T.o-morrow night,” she breathed.
With a muffled cry, he caught her to
him.

Sheer, stark passion is not a

sight to see. T looked away. Andp;::tn):
all at once, I made out another figure in
the gloom. No need to wonder who it
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was. She was leaning forward, and her
facc was contorted into a tortured mask.

“Jim, we must go back. We'll be
missed.” Orchid Parry had freed her-
self from Hermon’s embrace and was
adjusting the crumpled laces of her
gown. The green orchid fell to the floor
at his feet. He picked it up, tore off one
of the wing-like petals, and thrust it into
his breast-pocket.

She uttered a little cry of protest.

“Tim! I told you it was the last one!”

“Well, shall I go and get you an-
other? The first plant cost me my bisi- -
ness integrity ; the second nearly cost me
my life. Do you want me to try again?”
He was brutally ironical.

She shook her head.

“I want nothing now—but you,” she
murmured.

“And that English nuisance 7"’ he asked
her, while she fastened the maimed blos-
som in its place.

“I'll send her away, Jim. There’ll be
no one there—no one but just us two!”
She turned toward the door, flashing
him a swift, seductive smile. He bent
forward and laid his lips on her bare
shoulder.

“God!” he said.
wasted, Orchid!”

I looked at the spot where Mary Her-
mon had been standing. She was not
there; she was not in the room. And
though there was a door behind me, it
was closed. Had my imagination played
me a trick? It seemed so, yet I could i
have sworn that I had seen her there,
watching the revolting spectacle of her
husband’'s mad passion for another |
woman.

I met her on the stairs twenty minutes
later, and she smiled at me pleasantly,
placidly. Almost I decided that T must
have been mistaken in supposing that
she had followed her husband and
Orchid Parry. The two were standing
together in the hall below. She looked
down at them with an expression that
was quite apathetic. There was no ani-

“The years you've |
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mation in her face, and I thought I had
never seen her look so nearly plain,

I spent an interested half-hour the
next day piecing out the psychology of
my drama and fitting the sections to-
gether. They formed the inevitable tri-
angle, but a rather unusual aspect of it.

Orchid Parry had never had the slight~
est use for Jim Hermon—except the per-
verted pleasure a woman of her type de-
rives from tormenting a man—until he
ceased to importune her. She had
amused herself at his expense; she had
ruined his career and sent him out to
sk his life, simply that her morbid

. vanity might be gratified, that she might
have a unique specimen of her name-
flower. She had unquestionably prom-
xd*ta nge him herself as a reward for

apples, as typified by the
| gteen ,gmhid and then coolly defaulted
payment. Now, when there was no
longer any question of payment, when

‘he had voluntarily raised the siege, the

was ready to surrender. Once
valueless. Now, quite un-

y, after the manner of her kind,

1 him; and she would take
mt as nﬂ;biessly as she had cast

of his wife? That was the
kept recurring to me all
on driving past the station,
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He was an unscrupulous cad, a liber-
tine—and worse ' but there is no account-
ing for a woman'’s love. If Hermon had
been true to his wife, it was simply be-
cause Orchid Parry would have none of
him; yet here was his wife burning her-
self out with a fierce passion for the man
who didn’t want her, and who was him-
self consumed with desire for some one
else,

My sympathy was all for the wife;
perhaps because I liked her, while I de-
tested Hermon and distrusted Orchid
Parry; and perhaps because, in spite of
her fragility, there was nothing craven
or cowardly about Mary Hermon. That
which was hers, she would fight to keep;
and, somehow, I had a feeling that she
would keep it. I hoped she would—
utterly worthless though it seemed to me.

It must have been about ten o’clock
that night wh 2 the telephone-bell in my
study rang. It was a private telephone,
unlisted, and not more than a dozen peo-
ple knew the number. The regular tele-
phone was downstairs in the office of my
assistant, with an extension connected
with his bedroom on the third floor.

I was tired, and disinclined for pro-
fessional or other conversation. For a
moment I debated whether or not to
answer the call. Then I stretched out

my hand for the instrument.

“I-Iello I” It was a woman’s voice,
with just a trace of French accent. “Is
that you, Doctor?”

“Yes,"’ I said. “Who is it?”
“Tlm is Mrs. Hermon's mn:d speak-




“I can try,” I said, and drew up a
chair beside the couch. Her pulse was
fast and very uneven; there was a good
deal of color in her usually pale cheeks,
and the pupils of her eyes were dilated
{ so that they almost covered the iris. She
had a temperature of 102°. No wonder
her head ached! The collapse 1 had
foreseen had come. Perhaps—if it were
not too late—Orchid Parry’s net might
be broken. 1 felt a grim satisfaction at
the thought.

“Where's Mr. Hermon ?” T asked.

She gave a little sigh.

“Am I as sick as all that? Well—
Jim's in his library. At least, he said
he was going to be busy this evening,
looking up some references. 1 haven't
seen him since luncheon. Shall I send
Annette for him?”

“No, I'll go,” I said. “I want to speak
to him. Tell Annette to get you to bed.
I'll be back again in a few minutes.” I
rose to my feet and pocketed my ther-
mometer. As I did so, I caught the
odor of her breath. It fairly reeked of
brandy. Most certainly she had been
drinking—a good deal; yet I happened
to know that she loathed liquor in any
form and never touched it.

Poor child! Certainly she had borne
her trouble bravely. Had she been
driven to seek that will-o’-the-wisp—for-
getfulness? She looked so frail and
girlish, lying back among the silken pil-
lows, that I felt a sudden surge of anger
against her husband, and against Orchid
Parry.

I did not expect to find him in the
house. Doubtless he had already gone
to keep his tryst, but there was a pos-
sibility of his being still in his study. I
went down the long hall to the room at
the end, knocked, and, receiving no an-
swer, turned the knob. The room was
b"“g.hﬂ)' lighted. T stepped within.

“Mr. Hermon,” I said. But Hermon
did not turn. He was sitting with his
back to me, beside a small table on which
stood an almost empty decanter, a
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siphon, and two glasses. There was
something in his pose, something in the
way his head lolled back against the
leather cushions of his chair, that made
me start hurriedly to his side.

He had been dead some time. Already
rigor wmortis was beginning to set in.
There was a rim on the inside of the
decanter, showing me exactly how much
of the brandy had been used. It was a
good deal. And alcohol was a virulent
poison to Hermon.

But why, knowing this, had he drunk
so freely? How had he come to forget -
what Banks had told him? 1 was puz-
zled for an instant; then, as a small ob-
ject lying on the white rug beside the
body caught my eye, a light suddenly
dawned on me. This was not a case of
unintentional suicide! The two glasses '
on the table, the reek of brandy on Mary I
Hermon’s breath, the small object T had 1
picked up from the rug—the wilted petal ‘
of a sea-green orchid, in shape not un- |
like the wing of a bat, and ground al- |
most to a pulp by a woman’s small, high
heel—was any further evidence needed? |

As 1 turned to leave the room, the
telephone on a small stand in the corner
rang musically. I answered the call.

“Hello! Is that you, Jim?” 1T recog-
nized Orchid Parry’s voice. . “What is
keeping you? Do you—"

“This is not Mr. Hermon,” I inter-
rupted. “He”—and I paused an instant
before driving the blow home—“he is
dead! Who is this speaking?”

A gasping cry that ended in a shriek
answered me. I was conscious of a feel-
ing of grim gratification as I replaced
the instrument on the stand and went
back to Mary Hermon's room. Orchid
Parry would pay now—but not in the
coin she had expected!

Annette had put her mistress to bed,
and was awaiting instructions. I sent
her to telephone to Banks, asking him to
come up at once. Then I went to the
side of the bed and looked down at Mary
Hermon,
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; “Why did you do it?” T asked quietly.
She did not speak, but the color ebbed
- swiitly from her cheeks, and her eyes
f seemed to grow larger and blacker in her
small, white face.
“You were with him,” I accused her.
“You knew brandy was so much poison
to him—and you persuaded him to drink
with you. Why did you do it?”
For a full minute she did not answer.
Then:
y “You were there last night,” she said.
“You heard, you—saw! He was going
oher—to-night. You know it. J
nq;an'l; keep him—to myself—any—

"1;'._)0 you rea]xze,” I asked her, “what

you have done?”

w nodded.

,e,a,z]]'n killed him—yes, I realize it. I
digiit on purpose. I wanted to. He was
mine, wasn't he?”

“His life was not yours to take,” I
said sternly. “You committed murder!”
'Dnes it matter what you call it?” she
“I sheuldn’t have done
“had to. I told him I'd fol-
ywed him last night, and heard what

 was going to do. I begged him not to
0. He laughed at me. He said he'd
he had to crawl on his hands and
He meant it. Then I told him
i-ﬁhﬂ&ﬁtﬂﬁd that he cared so

ﬁewhefwhathewastome. Oh, Jim

In spite of myself, T shuddered.

*“Jim never could stop at one drink,"”
she went on, in her slow, drawling voice.
“He had several. And then—he just put
his head back—and died. He died. My
Jim died. And I came in here and sent
for you. Will you call that woman up,
please, and tell her that Jim isn't com-
ing, because he's dead? ['d like her to
know that she’ll never get him now.
He's still mine. And I took that green
flower-thing she gave him out of his
pocket and trampled on it. T didn’t want
anything of hers to touch him. Tell her
that too, please.”

Of a sudden, her voice changed; the
light went out from her eyes. They
looked like two burned-out coals in the
gray of her convulsed face.

“I loved him,” she said, in a dreadful,
dry whisper. “I loved him—and I killed
him. He's dead. He'll never hold me
in his arms any more—never kiss me.
Jim’s dead. But he was mine—all mine.
She never had him. He didn’t want me
—he wanted her. But—I kept him. He
was never hers—do you understand ?—
never — never — never!” Her voice
mounted in shrill crescendo as she
raised herself on her elbows.

“She tried to take him away from me.
She’s a devil, a smooth, slimy devil, like
that horrible plant he gave her—a devil
with green eyes that stare and stare. . . .
But he's dead, and he'll never hold her
in his arms as he held me—he'll never

— S NN T e m——
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eyes and a mass of blue-black hair, fram-
ing a pale, plain face. She seldom smiles
and never laughs.

Doctor Banks confirmed my diagnosis
that Hermon had died from the effects
of alcoholic poisoning, and the autopsy,
which the family thought advisable, vin-
dicated our combined opinions. Banks

was so sure of himself that he even ven-
tured the statement that Hermon was in
the habit of drinking alone—a statement
borne out by the fact that only one glass
was found beside the body. You see, I
had removed the other. Mary Hermon
was not going to suffer any more if 1
could prevent it,

M

LONGING
By David Cory

HE road that leads to Yesterday
I would not tread again—
The roses all they had their thorns,

And ecstasy its pain.

I would not cross the well-worn bridge
That spanned the silver stream,

Nor watch the pallid crescent moon
Within its waters gleam.

I would not hear the vesper bells
Proclaim the hour for prayer,

Nor smell the lilac’s fragrant breath
Upon the evening air.

I could not wait to hear the gate
Click down the dusky lane— R
But- | woulddie o fe8) your Tigs
Upon my mouth again. e - o




1
AVE you seen the passenger-
list? 1Is there anybody we
know on board?” :
Tracy's young brother turned round
from a close examination of the ward-
robe in their stateroom on the boat-deck,
“I vote we don’t look at the passenger-
list,” he said. “It relieves the monotony
of liner-life to run unexpectedly against
people. Don't you think so, old boy?”
“Righto!” agreed Rowan. He un-
packed his razors and arranged them
- with a touch of neatness on the shelf un-
der the looking-glass.
+ “There’s one angel on board, anywzy
said Harry. “She came on only just in
- time. Blue cyes, golden hair, and oh
.  my dear chap, such a k E
A Sh,; was with her father—sat least, I
- suppose he was her father; and how a
TS gnmed, apoplectic brute like that
ible for such an abso-
the eighth wonder of the

'VeMethmquiet
. “Well,” he said, “you’re not
hﬂﬂg dull passage at anym

l "THE RISK

L By Cosmo Hamilton

Rowan Tracy knocked the ash out of
his pipe and stretched out his long legs.

“My dear chap, don’t you know that
these extraneous young women have no
earthly interest for me? One of these
days I may, with luck, introduce you
suddenly to the one girl of all this earth
who is going to be my wife, and then
you'll be able to talk about angels with
a bit more knowledge than you do at
present. There’s the bugle, Let's feed.”

The brothers, so utterly dissimilar in
appearance, so closely and delightfully
united in sympathy, went arm in arm
down the companionway, past the or-
chestra, which had begun to play a dull
selection of old English airs, and found
themselves rubbing shoulders with the
usual hungry, heterogeneous crowd at
the chief steward’s table. The London
officials of the steamship company had
notified the Lwramia that Mr. Rowan
Tracy, M. P., was to receive special at-
tention and a seat at the captain’s table.
The steward had made it so. The two
brothers were conducted through a maze
of tables to the place of honor. They
were alone there.
“The little old captain,” said Harry,
on r the elaborate menu with the

eye 'a_egemamt, “won’t be down ﬁﬂ-'
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It was the angel.

Her eyes were bluer and hef hair more
golden than Harry had been able to con-
vey in his boyish colloquial outburst.
From a quick glance, the elder brother
saw behind the exquisite youth and the
quiet shy dignity of this quite unusual
girl something that made him feel queer-
ly and unexplainably interested. It
struck him that round the delicate cor-
ners of her mouth there was an expres-
sion of rather pathetic dependence,
something which showed that, young as
she was, she had already tasted some of
the sadness of life. Among the smartly
dressed women in the saloon, her slight,
exquisite figure in its simple black frock
stood out like a little sigh among loud
laughter.

For the first time in his busy life
Rowan Tracy felt self-conscious, awk-
ward. He passed her the menu silently,
and when she said “Thank you” her
voice thrilled him. He caught his
brother's reproachful eyes and met them
steadily. He seemed to say: “You and
your little promise be damned, my
friend! By the grace of God, I have
met my woman, and I know it. Laugh
if you like. You are young, and it is the
privilege of the young to forget easily.
If ever this girl goes out of my life
again, it will not be because I have
lacked the courage to claim her!”

I

Youne Mrs. Kavanagh was one of
those merry little souls with poisonous
tongues, who invariably on board ship
collect round them most of the young
men under twenty-two and several over
sixty, Like her numerous sisters of the
same breed, she was helpless and re-
quired wrapping up and unwrapping,
and some one always had to bring her
broth at eleven-o’clock and tea or choco-
late at four. Also, like her sisters, her
ankles were neat, and out of the kind-
ness of her heart she shared the fact
with others. On the fifth day out she

was lying in her deck-chair on the
sunny side of the deck, and to give her
atmosphere and the impression of what
she euphoniously called “cul-ture”—she
had been one of the belles of Chicago—
she was carrying a little library com-
posed of Hewlett, Shaw, Ibsen, and
Nietzsche, not one of which could she
read to save her life.

Rowan Tracy walked by. His hand
was holding the arm of Leila Brandon—
the angel. If any of his fellow-mem-
bers of the House of Parliament had
seen him at that moment; they would
have been aobliged to stare into his fage
to recognize their rather stern friend.
He looked ten years younger and like a
man who had found the Eldorado of his
dreams. a0

The man in the striped white flannel
trousers, who characteristically forgot
to hold his stomach in his chest, looked
after them with what is called, and hid-
eously called, the knowing smile.

“Quick work,” he said. “I wonder
what effect an American wife will have
upon English politics 7"

The pear-shaped man, whose chin
broke like waves into his collar, guf-
fawed.

“If a man married every girl whose
arm he held on board ship,” he said,
“most of us would have harems. I've
crossed fifty-nine times. Ha! ha!”

Then Mrs. Kavanagh with the sweet-
est of smiles: “Marry? Do English
members of Parliament marry those
things ?” ‘

“Those things?” The boy who was
sitting at her feet looked up. The
words had brought a flush to his face.
“I've asked Miss Brandon to meet my
sister. I think she’s a ripping girl,” he
said deliberately,

The little woman from Chicago
shrugged her shoulders.

“The longer 1 live,” she said, “the
more painfully obvious it becomes that
if a woman wishes to be interesting to
men, she must not be good. This Miss
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Brandon of yours, boy dear, is not only
looked upon as a Madonna by most of
you men, but she has absolutely captured
our Mr. Tracy, the ‘star turn’ Do any
of you happen to know—please bear in
mind that I'm no scandalmonger—that
the fair Leila Brandon is at this moment

keeping house for a neighbor of mine;

the notoriously unfastidious Mr., Max-
well McDonough 7

“Oh, no!” cried the boy.

“*0Oh, yes,” said the little woman, rev-
eling in the effects of her bomb; “and
if'you don't believe me go and look in
the stateroom next to hers. Everybody
in Chicago has been talking about their
Jiaison for months. They say that Mc-
Ponough, who is a patron of the drama,
found her in a stock company and made
her, for the moment, the leading lady
of’% heart and home.”

Disentangling herself from the close
folds of her steamer-rug so expertly as
to display an expensively embroidered
pair of stockings, Mrs. Kavanagh looked
round at the faces of her audience and
gave a hard little laugh.

“Of course, I've scandalized you good

| ~ people,” she said, “and doubtless you are

calling me a cat, but I consider it to be
the duty of a good weman to warn her
friends against the vultures of society.”

Some one who had apparently been
sleeping in a deck-chair within range of

‘the woman's staccato voice rose abruptly
‘and cast at her a look so full of disgust

and nausea that a rush of blood dulled
for a moment the rouge upon her cheeks,

"‘ﬁmhtmdeaﬁmﬂt sqwe,m

expected to find the streets of America
paved with gold.

Tracy’s usually sympathetic eyes were
concentrated upon the wistful flower-
face of the girl who unconsciously
nestled against his shoulder. The poor
devils beneath him, whose disillusionment
hourly was growing nearer, might have
been miles away.

“Where are you going?” she asked.

“Canada,” he said. “Will you come ?”

A startled, disappointed look came
into the girl's eyes.

“What do you mean?” she said. Was
he too, then, like all the others?

“I've been looking for you always,
looking and looking. And all the while
I've been saving up for you, saving
everything for you—soul and body and
heart. Do you think you could find
enough in me to give me all I need in re-
turn? By all, I mean your soul and body
and heart. Will you marry me, and
walk through the rest of my life so close-
ly by my side that we shall be able to
hear each other’s heart beat

A sort of trembling seized the girl.
She stood inarticulate, but her eyes were
filled with a rush of things—thankful-
ness, gratitude, joy, and, oddly enough,
surprise.

And then he said: “Can'’t you find

-anything to say?”

She put up her face. It was the ac-
tion of a child. She seemed to be alone
with this man in a world which up to
that moment had been peopled with
enemies and ugly with sin.

With a sort of inward cry, he took
her lips and so opened the floodgates of
her heart.
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me back. I have belonged to you, soul
and body and heart, not for five days—
these blessed five days—but always, so
that I seem to have forgotten everything
that has gone before.”

“Darling, darling,” he said, “forget
everything except ‘that I love you. When
can you marry me?”

She clutched his arm desperately.

“Soon, oh, soon!” she cried. “lf you
love me well enough never to remember
—never to think of me except as you
have known me—marry me at once,
Take me from this ship, and never let me
out of your sight again. I love you! I
love you! You shall never regret it. I
swear that. I will serve you and walk at
your side. You shall shape me—make
me anything you like. Tell me you're
not afraid of the risk!”

The girl spoke as though she were
pleading for her life,

Tracy took her in his arms and kissed
her mouth. What did he care who saw?
He had found his mate.

“Risk? There is no risk? I love you.
You as I know you. You as you are.”

Tracy turned as he felt a sharp, warn-
ing hand upon his arm, and met the eyes
of his brother. In them was a look that
he had never seen before.

“What are you doing!”
voice was harsh.

“Beginning to live,”
umphantly.
me-"

Harry’s

said Tracy tri-
“Leila is going to marry

111

LemtA held out her hand to Harry.
She liked this boy. His frank, clean ad-
miration was very refreshing, very good.
It was also very different from the sort
of admiration to which she had been
subjected. To her astonishment and
consternation, her hand was ignored.
What poison had this boy been injected
with, or, worse still, had he heard the
truth, in her case the deadliest of all
poisons? Happiness is hke the statue
of Isis, whose veil no mortal ever raised,

“Can I speak to you alone, Rowan?”
said Harry, “It's very urgent.”

“Of course, my dear fellow. What's
your trouble "

He took Leila, put her into her deck-
chair, made her comfortable, kissed her
lips, whispered an excuse, and ran his
arm through his brother’s.

“Your cabin,” said the boy grimly.

Neither of them was aware that they
were followed by Leila Branden, who,
with a fatalistic dread of impending evil;
stood outside the window of the state-
room, listening. a1

Rowan loaded his pipe, and as he did
so he hummed the finale of the last act
of “Faust.”

Harry had never been known to ‘beat.

about the bush. Now, facing his brother;
he came to the point at once. o

“I wish to God, Ro, something had hap-
pened to prevent your sailing!” he be-

gan abruptly, and paused at the stare -

with which his exclamation was re-
ceived.

“Do you? I dont. What do you
mean?”’ Rowan put the question guick-
ly. Already a nameless dread was form-
ing in his mind.

“What I say. I'm awfully sorry, old
man. You and I are pals as well as
brothers, I'd rather break my arm than
hurt you. But it’s got to be done, and
it's up to me to do it.”

The unusual emotion in the boy's
voice made Rowan look sha: at him.

“Hurt me?" he said. “How? I don't
know anything that could hurt me now."”

“Well, old man, it's about the girl—
Miss Brandon. I heard things, and re-
fused to believe them. When I saw that
you were really hard hit, I watched and
listened. To-day I went a step further.
I made inguiries. You must chuck her
at once, without any bones at all.”

“I'll see you damned first! And,
further than that, I'll trouble you to
haveMmBrmdon‘snmonta!tlﬁs
discussion.”

Harry stiffened. He had never been




spoken to in this way by his brother.
But for the great love that existed be-
tween them and his desire to prevent
Rowan’s life from being, as he thought,
utterly ruined, he would have let things
slide. As it was, he persisted with all
the pluck for which he was famous at
his college.

i “The worst of it is,” he said, “Miss

Brandon’s name isn’t the only one that

must come into this discussion. It's

bracketed with that of a low brute called
~ Maxwell McDonough, a notorious wom-
" an-hunter—the blatant cad whom I have
| heard bragging in the smoking-room
about his successes. In fact, the man
we thought at first was Leila Brandon’s
father, and who has kept to his cabin
half drunk all the trip, is the man who
is keeping her.”

Rowan got up slowly. His fist was
clenched, and his lips were set.

“No,” cried Harry; “before you hit
me you've got to listen. I'm not telling
you the gossip of the ship. I'm talking
' facts. I've had the whole story verified
" by the purser. If you don’t believe me,
. go and find out for yourself. Good God,

man, think of you, you with all you mean
to the country and all you have to do

- for the country, taking back a wife who

- has been the plaything of any man who

~ could pay enough! It’s unthinkable.”

Rowan’s arm was held back by a slim

~ white hand, and Leila Brandon stood
“What he says is true.”

~ “I don't believe it. T’ll never believe
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The two brothers watched the pale
girl as she stood up before them to be
judged. There was a terrible simplicity,
ghastly dignity, in every line of her
slight young figure. She stood with her
hands clasped, like a little girl who had
to confess some misdemeanor to her

- guardians. The elder brother’s face was

drawn and white, and there was nothing
of triumph on the face of the younger
one. The regular pulse of the ship went
on steadily, and the sun flooded the little
stateroom and made it seem sarcastic-
ally cheerful. The steady pendulum
swing of the clean towels on the rack
emphasized the rigid self-control of the
three people whose nerves were at break-
ing-point.

“When I was sixteen my father died.”
The girl's voice came in a sort of reci-
tative. “His love was the only thing
that made my childhood happy. For
years after he died my home was un-
bearable, and I longed to get away. My
mother was a cold, unresponsive woman,
and all the love she had was given to
my sister, who loathed the sight of me
because I was pretty and she wasn’t.
I was superfluous, unneeded. I was a
constant source of irritation to them
both. Nothing that I did was right.
Every little action was criticised.

“T was watched and suspected because
I was young and full of the joy of life.
There wasn't much joy in life in our
little, hide-bound town. I was horribly
dissatisfied and lonely. The four walls
of what wasn't a home to me became
every day more and more like the bars of
a cage. The only time I was happy was
was reading stor;ei of love and

ent ight of one flickering
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better, more full of promise, than the
same deadly monotonous round of small
duties and hideous quarrels that seemed
to chip little pieces off my soul . ..
One dull, wet morninz I put my few
small treasures in a cheap suit-case and
sneaked away liké a whipped dog. With
a draggled feather in my hat, and the
mud of the town I hoped I should never
see again on my skirt, I bought a ticket
for Boston. Tucked away in my purse
1 had a small advertisement of a well-
known clothing-house requiring young
girls as cloak-models, I checked my
suit-case at the big, strange station and
asked my way eagerly to the store which
was to make me independent of my sis-
ter’s tyranny. 1 waited timidly among
almost a hundred other girls until my
turn came for examination. FExamina-
tion !—think of it, by a little, dirty man
with trespassing fingers. Uh! I turned
out to be a ‘perfect thirty-six,” but that
was not enough to get me the job. There
was something else required, but even
the thought of going back to Laneville
was not enough fo drive me to that. 1
hurried out of the store into the air. 1
suppose I was erying—disillusionment
had come so soon. [ was just going
back to the station when one of my
would-be fellow-models touched me on
the arm. She was not a ‘perfect thirty-
six,” and as a last resource was going to
apply to the manager of a No. 2 Musical
Comedy Company for chorus work. . . .
We toured thres-night stands and
‘smalls’ until the company was stranded
near Chicago. With the few dollars we
had saved, we went to that bleak city,
and there we remained hungry and idle
until a fairy-prince—that’s what my little
friend Daisy called him—put us both
mio a stock company which he had or-
ganized. He did not want gratitude.
He wanted me. I refused to give him
what he wanted even after T was told

THE RISK

that my services were no longer re-
quired. But hunger and loneliness have
been responsible for many of the poor
women who come out after dark with
the bats. . . . He has been very kind to
me in his own coarse way, but he took
good care that I should never escape.
He heaped flashy things upon me, but
he never gave me money. In the few
hours that he left me alone, how often
T wished that I might have been con-
tented with dull monofony and. daily
duty and an honest bed! I dared hbt
look forward.
looking beyond my waking hours! Bt
do you suppose, either of you, that in
the prayers I cried out at night I didn't
beg that some day soon—and it waodld
have to be soon—I might meet a'Han
who would understand, and forgive“be-
cause he understood, and would lift e
up again out of this gutter? . .. Vou
came, and I thought that you were the
man. Was I wrong? Have I expected
the impossible? Tell me, is the risk too
great?

Her voice broke, but she maintained a
curious dignity that is only acquired by
those wha have served a hard apprentice-
ship to life.

Without any hesitation, Rowan Tracy
took her in his arms. :

“I have been working theoretically for
many years,” he said. “Give me the
chance of doing something practical.
Make a man of me. Let me wipe out
the memory of all these hideous things.
You and I began our lives on the
Lurania. Nothing but death shall sep-
arate us now, I love you.” i

With a look of awe and complete sym-
pathy, Harry slipped quietly out. As
he closed the door softly behind him, a
little, glad ery rang tlirough the cabin,
went up like a dove to Heaven, and set-
tled on the soft shoulder of the Ma-

donna, Mother of Women.

I was even afraid’bf .

R T I W




N the North, where the long winter
holds the sun in leash until the
pulse of spring thrills through its

reluctant veins, and the belated summer
breaks forth to burn and die in the grasp
of the pursuing frost, passion comes
swiftly to life in the hearts of men and
maids, and, full born, demands its fru-
ition. The stars are very close to the
everlasting snow up there.

Such a love brought Big Jean and
beautiful Blanche-Marie, trembling with
the newness of their emotions, before
the parish priest, almost before Romance
had time to lift its shy head.

There were those who looked dubi-
' ously at the bridegroom and thought of
~ the hearts that had lain at the bride’s

feet, to be played with for a little while

and forgotten. Then, looking once
- more and seeing the great, graceful
igng& of the man, his face which had
~ the clear-cut lines of the Indian, with
l the soft, dark eyes of the Provenqal anld

- knowing that among the men of the vil-
_ Ile”hndahlpbeenaleader, they
; no longer. Here was one, in-

M&hﬂkl the fancy of a flighty maid.
- Yet before fhe  wedding-ring had

FIRE OF THE SNOW

By Evely_n Campbell

Blanche-Marie, who since she could
walk had chased the butterflies of life.
Melanie, who had been one of the most
dubious of the wedding guests, gave
comfort with admonition.

“But it is that you are wedded now,
ma chérie,” she said. “To stand about
the fountain or to dally at the trader’s
would be unseemly in Madame Laroux,
although I admit it was but amusing in
Blanche-Marie. There are the coppers
and the bead-work.”

“It is the coppers that I hate!” flashed
Blanche-Marie. ‘“And the bead-work!
1 have no Indian blood.”

These were words leveled directly at
Jean Laroux, though he was never to
hear them. Blanche-Marie was a bit of
Parisian pavement, transplanted, Heaven
knows how or why, to this eagle's nest
amidst the snows, Her beauty was of
the kind before which men are as help-
less as leaves before the wind. She
charmed without effort because she was
created for charm, and hearts that
thrilled once never ceased to quicken for
her.

“And he say before marriage,” she
went on sullenly, “that I upon the ped-
estal should sit, while he worshiped—
’bllf
"And is :hat
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like the heart of a rose when Red Angus
Mackenzie came over the long trail with
his wiry little horses and rough cart, to
buy supplies at the trader’s. He had
stood about for two or three days in his
silent way, taking no part in the village
life, when Blanche-Marie saw him first.
The other men whom she had known 2ll
her life were for passing on with quick
salotations when they encountered her.
They were of no mind for the battery
of her dark eyes when Big Jean was
there for a background, so in the stranger
she saw the possibility of a fleeting
amusement; for she was sadly distrait,
even before three months of wedded life.

She sighed prodigiously, drawing her
water at the common well, when he stood

with a twist of the wrist filled her jug
to overflowing. She looked from under

at once more having a cavalier, she
brought forth all her pretty ways.

It is not to be supposed that such a
slackening oi the reins of convention-
ality could be overlooked in a settlement
where rigid virtue is the watchword of
every door. Blanche-Marie at once felt
the chill winds of disapproval blow
across her path, but what cared she so
long as Jean took his fish-lines and went
his way every morning, to return at night
far too sleep-drugged to listen to heed-
less gossip. A girl was not a vegetalie!

But at last there came a might when .

the soup was as water, the fish bumed
in_thepa?,mdthebcamofd\eahof
brine. Big Jean, who was weary, cursed.
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no man, drove boldly forth from the vil-
lage.
Their departure was not unnoticed.
Some one ran to the inn, where Big
Jean, drinking smoky Scotch with old
cronies, received the news with oaths
that came from the unfed depths of his
great frame.
“But he has—what you say >—picked
‘ a lemon,” he said. “For me, I will
choose again and this time, by gar! a
woman who can make pot-au-feun.”
| So that there was no pursuit, and sun=
up found Red Angus and his pack-
train well on their way.

When he looked at Blanche-Marie he

found her asleep. With her smooth,
flushed cheek against a rough sack and
her hands curled like little leaves, she
~ looked like a fair child. It was hard to
believe that she was a woman who had
made her second choice. A terrible ten-
derness rose in his heart, a swelling that
threatened to burst his iron breast. She
- was so little, so weak.
7 The love between them was a wonder-
~ ful thing, as were the days that wound
through forests and wide ways and the
nights under the stars. Blanche-Marie
never asked where they were going—
there was too-much love: in the day too
much sunshine and gay laughter, and at
night too much weariness.

But at last the journey came to an end.
The cabin awamigt ﬁ;:em a shack built
by a lonely man s own occupancy,
muched between m great firs, the-

She had learned that he was a pros-
pector. There was a claim in the val-
ley that promised riches. He sat at her
feet in the mounhght and opened his
heart to her in the way of silent men.
By and by they would go down to the
States—there was much to be had there

" —and after that, Europe, London, Paris.

Blanche-Marie clapped her hands at that,
but when he spoke, in a different tone,
of the Scotch Highlands, she looked
blank and shivered.

“I know nothing of it,” she said plain-
tively. “Why should we leave Paris if
we are happy there?”

When they had lived in the cabin be-
tween the two firs for ten fairy days,
he told her one morning that he must
go on a long journey to the next nearest
trading - post — Blanche-Marie’s village
being the nearest. There was clothing
to buy for her, and comforts for the
cabin, which his eyes, grown tender in
her service, could see were lacking. It
was too far and too rough a way for her
to travel; even the cart must be left be-
hind.

She consented without demur. The
time had been when she would have
shrieked with terror at theught of the
loneliness, and of the dogs, half wolf,
that lay about the door. Now she even
caressed an ear of Picard, the leader,
who stood near. The love that wrapped
her about was shield enough for any

, and the adoration in her lover’s
eyes dwarfed the light of any other
glance. But still she wept when he start-
ed, and hung about his neck.

“Is it that you would leave me here
§ ﬁ’f she sobbed.  “Wiell, then, go!

m m d
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He was away for weeks. One of the
horses went lame, and there were vari-
ous other mishaps, but when he returned
there were bundles piled high upon each
pony's back, and the bag of gold-dust
he had carried with him lay in the trad-
er’s strong-box. -

Blanche-Marie sat in the doorway.
Her unbound hair lay in blue-black
masses over her shoulders. Some of it
even trailed upon the doorstep where
she sat. She took no notice of his com-
ing, because her face was buried in her
hands and she’ was weeping, not tem-
pestuously, as was her way, but with
long, hard sobs that shook her frail body.

Red Angus swept her into his arms.

“I am here, sweetheart!” he cried, his
own voice trembling.

But she, drawing back, betrayed a face
so changed, so pale and sad, that his
emotion was altered to amazement. It
was as though the golden light of a win-
dow had suddenly been extinguished by
a black north wind,

“What is it?” he cried fearfully. “Tell
me, girl ; has harm come to you?”’

She echoed his words drearily, “Harm?
Yes, the worst,” Then, seeing how
stunned he was, she went on; “Not to
me alone. To all of us.”

“You must tell me,” he said, speaking
in a tone strange to her.

And Blanche-Marie whispered fear-
fully: “There is to be a child.”

Still he did not comprehend. “A
child! That is no great matter—no
cause for weeping, at least.”

“His child,” she whispered again.

His face changed at that. She did
not see, because her own was hidden,
and she was weeping again, this time
against the doorpost. There was a
silence, :

“What of it?” cried Red Angus at
last. ”"It is your child, and it shall be

mine.
But the days passed into weeks, and
the weeks into months, and still Blanche-

The long winter closed in upon them.
There were days that were nights with
the falling snow, and the two sat be-
fore their fire watching the wonderful
thing die that had been between them.
For Blanche-Marie had grown to shud-
der at his touch and to turn her face
away.

He loved her even more. There was
no more talk of Paris or gay doings
there. Not much talk of anything. She
would sit braiding her long hair or twist-
ing it into rings, staring into the fire

with eyes that had grown large and .

piteous. He cared for her as though
she had been a child. He did not mind
her petulancies or her tears, save that
they saddened him. There was no
longer a vestige of the playfulness of
love between them; at the first repulse
he had withdrawn his heart that had lain
in her hands,

When the time arrived that he must
go again to the trader’s for supplies, he
had the first hint of the cause of the
change in her. He asked what present
he could bring that would please her,
since most of the pretty gowns he had
bought on the last trip yet lay in their
wrappings. And Blanche-Marie an-
swered timidly, tremulously :

“I—1I should like a copper kettle.”

But it was in the illimitable dreariness
of the late winter, when the two were
housed together during endless days,
that she could bear the burden of her
secret thoughts no longer; or perhaps
it was that she had grown weaker.

“It is the tie betwen us, him and me*
she explained piteously. “It cannot
break. The babe, he calls for his father.”

So Red Angus knew at last. He pon-

dered the question long and deeply when
i or seeming 10
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One morning very early he wakened
her from her fitful rest. He was lean-
ing over her, dressed for the open. Qut
of doors there was the whining of the
dogs and the patter of paws.

“Listen, Blanche-Marie,” he said
sternly, because his heart was like lead
in his breast. She looked at him in sud-
den fear; his face was black in the smoky
light.

“Listen,” he said again. “I am going
away. It will be days before I return.
If it was later, I could not leave you,
but I will stop at the Indian village and
send a woman to you. Do you under-
stand? You are safe; there is plenty
of wood and food. You can care for
yourself for a little while.”

She asked no questions, but lay inert
upon her bed. He bent over her again.
“Will you kiss me, Blanche-Marie ?”

But she threw her arm across her face
wi&&cry,andwhensbelookadagain
hg was gone. She could hear his voice

B — ——— -

i hwdmdthamlﬂ

Had the spirit of some well-laid dead
risen to defy them, the loungers in the
trader’s store could not have been more
astounded than at the apparition of Red
Angus’ black and swollen face among
them. With one accord, they drew apart
and left him to face Big ]ean who leaned

. against a counter, his face swollen also,

though not with the frost. Among the
people of the village there had been a
murmuring when Jean Laroux had al-
lowed another to steal his wife away and
had raised no hand to reclaim her or to
avenge himself. There is always the
grudging respect for bravery in men’s
hearts, and Angus Mackenzie, by com-
ing alone among them, claimed what the
other had forfeited.

But there are other ways than in loud
talk and acts of vengeance that a man
may seek reparation. Big Jean, whom
no one understood, faced the man who
had despoiled him, and they who saw
his face shivered and drew back—all but
Red Angus.

“I have come for you,” he said, look-
ing the other straight in the face. “We
start at once.’

Big Jean laughed a terrible thing to
hear.

“You wish me to witness your happi-
ness—so0?” he mocked. “Or is it that
Madame grows lonely among the
snows?”

“Do not call her name,” warned
Mackenzie steadily. "There is no time
to waste. I will explain”—he looked
around at the circle of faces—"but not
here.”

He walked to the door, and Jean La-
m Mmﬁy followed ; but, reach-
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lowed them; others crowded in the open
door. Red Angus stepped close to the
other man’s side.

“She will never come back . .. but
she wants you. A child is coming . . .
your child.”

“God of my fathers!” Laroux stag-
gered, then cried furiously: “You
would foist this upon me? Go back—
go back to that creature who sent you!”

“She did not send me,” said Mac-
kenzie, calmly as before, “her eyes alone
asked: her lips seldom spoke. But she
is sick, and she wants you. You must
come.”

And then suddenly they were fighting.
A ring of rough, excited faces were
around them; the dogs too—old Picard
with a buried snarl in his throat. Big
Tean in his wolfskin parka, a huge, al-
most grotesque figure, dwarfed the
shorter man, who wore close mackinaws,
and seemed slender in comparison. But
in a moment it was to be seen that the
men were evenly matched. It was like
a battle of the caribous. There was the
straining of great muscles, the breath-
ing from bursting lungs, and then the
blood. It splashed the faces of both,
and froze as it burst from the bruised
skin, There was a hoarse cry from Big
Jean. A glittering knife flew from his
hand and landed a dozen feet away in a
mound of snow, where it buried itself
to the hilt and remained, the handle erect
as though it might have been slicing a
huge wedding-cake.

“Now will you come?”’ said Angus
Mackenzie, bending his enemy backward
until the bones in his spine cracked. It
was over. The sledge waited, and with
the half-dead body of Laroux bundled
upon it, Mackenzie mushed out of the
viliage, as unafraid as when he had en-
tered it. But the dogs grumbled among
themselves. They had sensed the warm
litter, and the meat, and the village dogs
who cowered away before them.

If at the beginning of the journey the
cold had bit into the vitals of Mackenzie

and his team, on the way back it took
their bodies into its terrible hands and
searched cruelly for the hearts that kept
them quick.

And there was the added weight of
Big Jean, who lay half stupefied, unable
to walk from the pain that remained
from the pressure of the knee in his
back. On account of this he rode until
it was seen that the dogs had much to
do to keep the sledge moving. Their
feet were bleeding, their hearts break-
ing. Then he rose and staggered behind,
while Red Angus, slow to fatigue, trotted
ever ahead to break trail for the strain-
ing dogs.

Days and nights merged into each
other unnoticed. There was no rest but
what must be taken from exhaustion,
The team, none too well matched at the
start, began to give up, finally to die.
One by one they were left along the
trail, small sacrifices, instantly to be
buried beneath the wall of snow that
ever drifted before the undying wind.

At length there was left only old
Picard, the savage, whose ears Blanche-
Marie had often caressed. When that
happened the two who hated each other
so fiercely were forced into speech.

“You shall hear why I came for you,”
said Red Angus, behind the wind-shield
where the three lay together, gnawing
frozen meat. “It is because at such a
time a woman must have her way. The
time is near. When it is over she shall
take her choice. I have heard that they
wish for things that are contrary to all
reason: therefore, if she wishes for you
after what has happened, she shall have
you until her mind is clear again.”

“She asked for me?” mumbled Big
Jean in his throat.

“She asked for . .. a copper kettle,”
said Red Angus simply.

After awhile there was a great sob
from the breast of Laroux. Picard,

startled, looked around with red, snow-
blinded eyes. _
The three were harnessed to the

e
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sledge, Red Angus in front. Soon they
must take the meager packs upon their
backs. But before this was done Big
Jean hesitated and crumpled down in the
snow. His feet were frozen.

There was a long delay while the other
man worked over him, rubbing his limbs
with snow, beating him back to life.

When they could go on again, there was’

only one man to bear the burden. The
strength of Laroux was as water.

“We must not die,” Red Angus would
say a hundred times a day. “Her time
is near.” -

And in the terrible days of torture

- and in the nights as terrible, there was
no sound but that of Big Jean’s sobs.
An hour came at last when they knew
~ for the first time in many weary hours
the difference between day and night.
So long they had struggled in the gray,
semi-darkness of the blizzard that when
the miracle came upon them they were
dazzled by its wonder. The pall of gray
was suddenly pierced by a gleam of
soft brilliancy that bathed the desolate
- world in a ﬂqod of color. The northern
sun was setting. There was nothing to
be seen but its red-gold glory and the
~ immeasurable spaces, snow-covered.
had been a world of despair be-
place of beauty. What was
] came into the hearts of the
knew such bitterness.
ihim-bowed firs the eabm

with scornful negzahm

turned an ancient face of aloof disdain
towards their entrance.

Mackenzie, who led the way, called
through cracked lips: “I have come,
girl, and I have brought him;” but there
was no answer save the sounds that had |
been with them before, |

“Marie, mon enfan’!” cried Big Jean,
broken.

There was a signal of life from the
bunk beyond the hearth. Blanche-
Marie lay there veiled in her long, black .
hair, and the two who loved her could |
look at nothing but her eyes, which were
filled with an indescribable light, the soft
brilliance of a hundred candles burned
before a sacred altar.

She lifted a transparent arm in a glad
gesture of welcome. |

“Ah, look!” she cried in a thread-like {
voice. “You must behold her, Jean, the ‘I
little one. I am so happy that you are
here to see her.”

In some way—for his feet were help-
less things—Laroux d himself
nearer. From the foot of the bunk he
looked upon her with incredulous eyes,
and she, unconscious of his emotions,
moved the heavy blanket with proud,
feeble hands.

“You do not look,” she accused, with
childish petulance, “and I have waited
for you so long . . ."”

The ancient Indian woman stirred the
fire, which sent forth but a feeble flar:e,
for there was little fuel. Her face was
like a seamed and withered mask, con-
cealing the wisdom of all the centuries,
and though her bent shoulders reiused
a share of the
n white man’s burden, it is certain
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ing my soul—the soul of her you loved.
Abh, you do not know! For months I
have dreamed of this moment . . .
when you would come to me; when I
could take my heart from my breast
and lay it at your feet. . . . I dreamed
that perhaps you.might forgive me then!
We are made that way, we women. It
is that we must pay the price of love
someway, somehow. And with me, it is
my little one that 1 give back to you so
gladly . . . Now 1 can see why the
good mothers watch over their own so
tenderly. . . . I should not wish that
she should grow to be like me—poor
Blanche-Marie.”

“But you, I will take you also,” said
Jean Laroux, choking, the child in his
arms. “All shall be forgotten , . .”

He leaned over her, and for a moment
the three were blended indissolubly to-
gether; then he drew away fearfully, for
the light died dully in her eyes, and her
arms slipped from their fragile hold. He
was awestricken, but he held the child
jealously in a close, warm embrace.

Angus Mackenzie stood apart by the
window, from which he could see the
leaden sky, filmed magically over by the
caprice of winter. It had begun to snow
fitfully, and the wind was rising among
the majestic fir-trees. Their long, leadén
plumes waved mournfully. In all the

lonesome out-of-doors there was no =

gleam of the red western glow that had
lighted his way home, and within, the
fire on the hearth died, unkept, into
ashes.

M

WHO?

By Grace Crane Smith

H, who will take a walk with me,

A walk by the stormy sea?

The mists sweep in with the smell of salt

And blow across the lea;

The breakers boom as the foamy spray

Dashes toward the sky.

Oh, who will take a walk with me
And watch the storm ride high?

The green of the waves has turned to gray

With streaks of black ‘neath the foam,
Yet out on that heaving sea there are
Hearts that are far from home.
And full is the tide, but fuller my heart,
And I yearn like the raging sea
Mo hold to my heaving breast a heart
Who will joy in the storm with me !

i B AR T A TR




A LOOK BEFORE LEAPING

By Roger Hartman

“ ERE'S a rather good bit—figure
stuff, for a change.”

Morgan Leonard set the can-
vas on his easel with an air of indiffer-
ence which failed to cloak the pride he
obviously felt in the painting. To affect

. to take his work lightly was a favorite
pose with him, and accounted perhaps
for the number of his friends who were
willing to serve as spectators at im-
promptu exhibitions in his studio.
They never felt it necessary to manifest
the awed enthusiasm with which a ma-
jority of wealthy amateurs expect their

mm to be greeted. With
. rd setting the example of half-
~ disdainful tolerance, it was more than
~ enough to favor the painting with a
brief glance and grunt a patronizing
 “Pretty good, old chap!” One did not
- have to listen to Leonard describing the
~ good points of each picture in puzzlingly
technical terms, one did not need to pre-
- tend to understand what he meant by
- “depth,” accompanied always, in ama-
cirrles, by a circular swipe along an
or by “atmosphere,” illustrated

as such found his friends tolerant of his
weakness for daubing himself up like a
house-painter in his moments of leisure
from the important business of killing
time.

Moreover, Morgan Leonard had
found his puttering with paint a potent
factor in making the acquaintance of a
number of well-favored young women
who, without being too obviously com-
plaisant to attract a gentleman of so-
phisticated tastes, were, on the other
hand, not too tiresomely prim to prove
entertaining. His models more than
justified his hobby to those of his friends
who were on terms of sufficient intimacy
with him to share in his pleasant little
studio parties. It wasn’t hard to put up
with an occasional exhibit of Morgan’s
beloved daubs in return for participa-
tion in those informally delightful af-
fairs. And the models, thanks to a cer-
tain discrimination on Leonard’s part,
were truly above the average in looks,
conversation, tastes, and—let us say, dis-
cretion. For a young gentleman of
abundant finances and invisible occupa-
tions, who has long since exhausted the
amusement possibilities of the stage-
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was, however, beginning to be bored.
(1d Morgan had begun to display signs
of straying after strange gods of art,
and a series of cubic portrayals of car-
rots, cab-drivers, and corkscrews, all
looking very much alike to Mr. Van
Duyck's untutored-eye, had led that art-
critic to wonder whether, after all, Mor-
gan might not be a person to avoid in
the future., He rubbed his chin reflect-
ively as he stared at a chaotic depiction
of what Leonard assured him had been,
in life, a loaf of bread, and meditated
vaguely upon an excuse for canceling
that tentative engagement for dinner at
the club. He was disappointed in Mor-
gan. But at the words “figure stuff” he
brightened perceptibly. He had been
sufficiently initiated into the parlance of
the craft to understand that this phrase
meant something more interesting than
futuristic carrots in lemon and aguama-
rine. He leaned forward as the “fhgure
stuff” slid on the easel. Then his some-
what pudgy figure straightened and
grew rigid with attention; his rather
weak mouth opened to wvacuity; his
round, pale eyes glittered and widened.

“Gad, old top, but that’s ripping, I
say! Positively! That's what T call
top-hole, really !”

Leonard dissembled his gratification
at this obviously sincere tribute.

“Oh, it's all right, in its way, of
course. But it's nothing but photogra-
phy. I only painted the model—a cam-
era would have done it just as well.”

“It's great,” asserted Mr. Van Duyck
admiringly, “How you do it I can’t see.
It's a gift, that’s what, old top. A gift
—what 7"

“Oh, I don't know. It's plugging
away does most of it. If I had time to
go into the thing seriously, I might do
something  worth while, of course,
but—"

“I tell you it's-a gift. Now, I never
could pick 'em out like that! I see pic-
tures of peaches like that in the papers,
and T read about 'em in books, but I

never run across 'em anywhere in the
flesh. But you could shut your eyes and
walk a block in Hoboken, by Gad, and
come back with a queen, a dream! 1It's
a gift, Morgie, old scout—positively!”
And Mr. Van Duyck resumed his rever-
ent inspection of the “figure stuff,” quite
unconscious that he had grievously
wounded his friend’s self-esteem. No
artist—not even an excruciatingly weal-
thy young man who confines his artis-
try to Tuesdays and Fridays—Ilikes to
discover that a tribute to his talent is
meant to refer to his ability at discover-
ing charming young women not averse
to posing in what is flippantly but vivid-
ly described as “the altogether.”

“Oh, the model!” Morgie’s voice was
pained. “Yes, she’s a looker, but I can't
give her much outside of that. New one
—wandered in the other day, and I saw
her possibilities just like that. Funny
how a fellow’s eye gets trained so as to
spot a good model in the first sec, isn't
it 2"

“She’s a dream—positively,” mur-
mured the rapt and inattentive art-critic.
“Who is she? When do I meet her?”

The discouraged painter shrugged his
shoulders, reflecting that, after all, Livy
was indubitably atrophied above his
ample neck, and that his judgment was
wholly negligible in matters concerning
true art. He turned to a mahogany
stand and fumbled with a number of
printed cards until he found one written
in pencil.

“Miriam St. Clair,” he read aloud
wearily. “River, twelve-three-four-nine.
No address. It's up to you, Livy, if
you want to cultivate her. I can't give
her a thing except looks. She’s a prune,
honestly.”

Mr. Van Duyck busied himself with a
pocket-pad and gold-pencil, grinning
sagely. He was absolutely “on” to Mor-
gie's little game. He didn’t blame old
Morgie for wanting to lize a
dream like this—and, whatever his fail-
ings as a connoisseur of art, Mr. Van
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Duyck was undeniably versed in the ac-
curate appraisal of feminine attractions.
If Morgie wouldn't fix it up for him, he
would play a lone hand. It was better,
anyway. A four-cornered party was
often a nuisance to an earnest young
man. Two would be more workable and
less expensive.

He studied the painting anew. It was
the sadly comventional “figure stuff” of
the amateur, remarkable rather for
frankness than for any quality or orig-
inality or expression, and Morgie, while
a fair workman, was far from being a
genius of even the lowest order. He
had painted the girl facing the observer,
in the alluring garb of sinless Eden, and,
paradox though the words appear, the
absence of covering covered a multitude
of artistic sins. To Mr. Van Duyck’s
approving eye, the picture was a master-
piece, but his tribute was for the sculp-
tress, Nature, rather than for the por-
trayer. Never in his life had Mr. Van
Duyck been so utterly fascinated by the
feminine figure. He was excusable, in-
deed, for the model whose form had
been raphically portrayed by
Morgie's brush was a poem in pink,
velvety skin, soft, adorable curves, and
long, slender lines so graceful that not
even Morgie’s faulty technique had been
3 to disguise their loveliness. The
y, and a little odd, the

could not tear his gaze away from it.
He gloated over it until Morgan's pa-
tience was badly strained, and when that
slightly vexed artist finally insisted upon
ending the private view took his breath

away by proposing to buy the canvas.
It was a great moment for Morgan
Leonard, so great that he forgot and
forgave Livy for his Philistine comment
and figuratively fell on his neck. A man
may be never so proud of his amateur
standing in outward pose, but show him
a chance to secure actual coin of the
realm in exchange for his creations, and
he will turn professional in the twink-
ling of a diamond shirt-stud. Praise is
sometimes eloquent, but money contin-
ues to speak more convincingly than the
most emphatic of mere words. And
Morgie Leonard, who found it really a
trial to invest his surplus income, ac-
cepted Livy’s check for two hundred
dollars with exactly the same RAutter of
excited nerves as the hungriest hobo-
hemian of Greenwich Village would have
taken it. He had sold a picture! He
was a member in good standing of the
Artists’ Union, Local No. Nought! He
was a member of the guild, a blood-
brother to the profession! He had ar-
rived! He had no intention of surren-
dering that check in return for a mere
sheaf of paper money—not he! As
long as he lived, it would repose in a
frame over his dresser, to greet him
each morning with the assurance that he
tante. He permitted Livy to break their
without a protest.
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plump knees, was driven swiftly to his
own abode, wearing a smile of deep and
complete self-satisfaction. He set the
painting up on his cellaret and devoted
a blissful half-hour to the contemplation
of its glory, remote from all unsympa-
thetic observation. It intoxicated him
as no vintage wine had ever succeeded
in doing; it made him wonderfully, su-
perbly drunk with the sheer loveliness it
had caught and held in reflection from
the original masterpiece of Nature.
With a long, rapturous sigh of content,
and another of anticipation, Mr. Van
Duyck drew forth his pocket-pad and
took up the receiver of his telephone.

“River, twelve-three-four-nine,” he
sighed into the unappreciative ear of the
operator. And as he waited for the con-
nection his smile widened until it
seemed in danger of reaching the edges
of his countenance and falling off into
space. A slightly acid voice answered
him at last.

“Miss St. Clair?” he asked. The voice
admitted its identity. “This is Liv-
ingston Schuyler Van Duyck speak-
ing. Mr. Morgan Leonard was good
enough to give me your name and num-
ber. 1 wonder whether you could spare
me a few minutes this afternoon or this
evening—to discuss business, of course.”

“Why, yes, I think so. Could you
come at eight this evening?” The voice
was perceptibly less acid, and Mr. Van
Duyck’s grin succeeded in reaching the
extreme limits of his plump cheeks.
Most assuredly he could. And the ad-
dress? The voice gave it, with a touch
of hesitation, and it followed the tele-
phone number into Mr. Van Duyck's
little book. He reluctantly permitted the
mterview to terminate. Precipitation,
he had long since learned, was prone to
involve more vexatious delays than cau-
tion. He would see her in a few hours,
and then—well, leave that to Livingston
Schuyler Van Duyck.

But, as quite a number of our best
poets have set forth, life is a tissue of

&
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uncertaintics and disappointments, and
not even [leu;l!c of irroproach:tl»lo family
are immune from this annoying feature
of existence. Mr. Van Duyck, arriving
at seven hfty-nine at a discouragingly
respectable-looking apartment-house in
the bourgeois district to the north of the
park, was ushered into a living-room
which fairly exuded respectability. It
was impossible to conceive of the occu-
pant thereof as other than a straitlaced
and illiberal-minded observer of all the
conventions and more than the ordinary
number of proprieties. Mr. Van Duyck,
as the reader may have gathered, was
not noteworthy for clairvoyance, but
even he was unable to avoid the im-
pression of uninviting virtue which
fairly oozed from the furniture of the
room in which he found himself. His
heart sank several inches as its influence
pervaded his senses,

And Miss St. Clair herself, though in-
stantly recognizable as the original of
the masterpiece at present safely locked
in Mr. Van Duyck’s clothes-press, con-
firmed at first glance the evidence of her
milien. She was as obviously respect-
able as a pair of black-silk mitts, or
chin-whiskers, or stewed prunes, or red-
flannel underwear. In her face, her:
eyes, her voice, her manner, and, above:
all, in her dress, she proclaimed stern; °
uncompromising, conscious virtue as-
aggressively as a militant asserting her
undying antagonism toward dish-wash~-
mmg. Mr. Van Duyck was not easily dis-
couraged in matters of this nature, but
even his valiant spirit quail he faced
the object of his new-born adoration.
But his resolution did not waver in the
least. The sight of her, the sustaining
knowledge that he actually stood in the
presence of divinity, within sound of her
voice, within touch of her hand, only
confirmed him in his reprehensible in-
tentions, '

“You wished me to pose for you, Mr.
Van Duyck?” Her voice was a little
acid, thought the infatuated art-connois-




seur, but voices, after all, are matters of
unimportant detail to the true devotee
of beauty. And the fact that she pro-
nounced his exalted patronymic pho-
netically as Van Doo-yuk did not afffict
him, either. Culture is not to be ex-
pected of a woman whose form, like
Helen's, would have set nations at each
other’s throat.

“—er—that is—" he stammered, re-
gretting that he had not prepared a con-
vincing fiction as to his errand. But the
lady did not wait for him to flounder to
his finish,

. I’m very partic’ler about who I pose
for,” she informed him. “Can you give
me refer'nces to prove that you're a
proper person for a young girl to pose
for? Of course I always bring my aunt
anyway, but, as I said, I'm extra par-
. ticler.”

. Mr. Van Duyck’s iron resolution wav-

ered under this assault, but the memory
' oithatp:ctumcamebacktohxmmtlme
" to freshen his courage. His eyes wan-
' de.ted wistfully over the lady’s unalluring
__ costume, apparently purchased at one of
jﬂae “Mammoth Emporiums” which ad-
i '- such outfits at $3.08, and refer
o the process as “wholesale murder of
‘stupendous values.” It was decidedly
Iatgev for her, and its somewhat ex-
en mnﬁmedxtobulge and sag in
nﬂmm of me'xgected places. Mr.
Van Duyck’s artistic impulses yearned
to do away with its mon-
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dent worshiper of beauty through steel-
rimmed spectacles with eyes which sug-
gested gimlets. He squirmed under
their inspection.

“He looks dissipated,” said the older
lady, after some moments of study, “but
it may be only full-bloodedness. I sup-
pose it's all right, if you think you can
trust him.”

Mr. Van Duyck was gratified. He
proceeded to seat himself and discussed
at some length the painting he had in
mind. An instinctive caution prevented

~him from revealing in the presence of

Miss St. Clair’s chaperon the fact that
he was interested exclusively in “figure
stuff.” He was inclined to believe that
she would not approve.

When, after listening to his conversa-
tion for an interminable time, the older
lady departed to some inner shrine, he
ventured to be more daring. He sug-
gested that, as future collaborators, a
certain degree of acquaintance was de-
sirable, and proposed that the object of
his devotion accompany him for a brief
excursion in his waiting motor.

After debating this matter at some
length, Miss St. Clair, to his intense
gratification, consented. She donned a
hat which he found peculiarly unbecom-
ing and a pair of red-fleece-lined over-
shoes which she referred to as “artics,”
by way of preparation for the joyous
adventure. He began to wonder
whether, after all, he had not set him-
self a hopeless task. He was ah;eady be-
ginning to the purchase of certain
Mf art before the lady's ar-
rival to pose, instinctively aware that it
would otherwise be difficult to convince
her of his purely disinterested motives.

In m htmever ﬂ'gh bum:d




106

wich; she even accepted a number of
more or less daring complinents without
displeasure. And when Mr. Van Duyck
left her at last, in the gloom of the cor-
ridor before her apartment door, she
actually suffered him to print an ardent
kiss upon her lips before, with a shrill
squeak of dismay, she slipped behind
the door and barred it in his face. He
was, on the whole, well content with his
first evening's progress.

In his rooms he spent an exceedingly
pleasant half-hour of meditative reflec-
tion before the masterpiece of Mr. Mor-
gie Leonard. It stimulated his imagina-
tion wonderfully. He was thrilled to
think that he was actually on his way
toward a pleasurable intimacy with the
original of that poem of line and color.
His dreams were roseate, and he rose
with a strengthened purpose, in pursu-
ance of which he made haste to com-
municate with Miss St. Clair over the
telephone and secure her reluctant con-
sent to a morning drive through the
Westchester hills in search of good land-
scape settings for the picture for which
he intended to pose her, He was ex-
ceedingly proud of this device—it af-
forded numberless possibilities without
the annoyance of buying easels and pal-
ettes and brushes and colors. Perhaps
he would be able to get along without
them altogether.

It thrilled him to discover that the
night had evidently softened the heart of
beauty toward him. The smile with
which Miss St. Clair welcomed him was
utterly free of acidity, and her cheeks
were pleasantly pink. He thought her
eyes strangely bright, but she persist-
ently evaded his glance, as though sud-
denly self-conscious under it. Her aunt
was mercifully in retirement.

He thrilled under the realization of
hisprogmssashedrovenmthtothe

country.  Beside him the girl,
bundled in robes which concealed her
curiously unattractive raiment to some
extent, was as silent as he. i
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they had left the city behind them and
were speeding through the pleasantly
sheltered wood-ways of the country did
they begin to talk in earnest. And then,
with a note of indulgent reproof in her
tone, Miss St. Clair startled him hor-
ribly.

“That was a terrible story you told
last night,” she said. “The idea of you
being an artist! Aren’t you awful!”

“Eh? What? How did you guess?”
He was relieved, after the first shock,
to realize that she evidently did not hold
his fraud against him.

“Oh, I telephoned around this morn-*
ing,” she said airily. “You might fool
some people, but not me. I'm right on
the job all the time.”

He laughed. “You don't mind, do
you?"” he said tenderly. “I saw that pic-
ture of you in good old Morgie Leon-
ard's rooms, and I fell in love with you
on first sight. Clean knocked me out—

positively. Couldn’t rest till I'd met
you.” -

“It's wonderful,” she agreed intro-
spectively. “It took me just the same

way. The minute I laid eyes on you,
something inside me said: “This for
you, little girl? and I knew I was a-
goner. Love's queer, ain't it?’
“Rummest thing in the world, sweet-
ness,” said Mr. Van Duyck. .He stgpped
the car in the shelter of a friendly eurve
and demonstrated the exquisite romness
of love by means of a number of kisses,
which the fair Miriam accepted and re-
turned with um:onﬂ satisfaetion,
This pleasing process subsequently
repeated at frequent intervals, and with
each repetition the enslavement of Mr.
Van Duyck became more abject. He
closed his eyes on each occasion, and his
memory instantly summoned before
them the mystically alluring picture
which reposed in the privacy of his
wardrobe. He did not see the living
woman in his arms,butﬁ\eonunm!m
presentment of her which M first
stirred his slightly shopworn emotions.




And, so intricate is the association of
ideas with facts, each time that he
kissed the flesh-and-blood girl he seemed
to be kissing the paint-and-canvas vision
. of delight. He was intensely intoxicated
l by the hypnosis of associated thoughts.
By the time they stopped for luncheon
he had reached the stage in which he
was pathetically pleading with Miss St.
Clair to dispense with feminine foible
and set forth with him at once upon the
adventurous pathway of romance. He
phrased these pleadings in the argot of

telligible, beyond any doubt, to the grati-
fied object of his passion.

She held him at arm’s length during
their luncheon, and for a time there-
after, as they continued their search for
landscape beauties amid the Westchester
hills, but he could see that she was grad-
ually yielding, and his pulses throbbed

~ at the thought. He redoubled his ef-
forts. At last, when they had turned
and were sweeping back toward the city,
she Moned her resistance.
. “I give up,” she sighed, laying her
- head, with its peculia i
~ linery, on his shoulder. “It doesn’t
seem proper, but I can't say no any
more. I'd ought to make you wait a
- while, but—I just can’t help myself.
You can make me do anything you want,
: ‘dearest.”
checked the car and mdnlgede
m of superfluous kisses. is
Is'were shaking with triumphant ex-
" He was a wonder with wom-
M doubt of that! Wouldn't

‘“M‘ surprised if he knew!
' Morgie had actually

referred to

‘ his class, artfully euphemistic, but in-

E sﬂmwmaam! A fine i
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“Ain’t that just like a man! You
drive back, Livy Van Doo-yuk, this min-
ute! I might have guessed 1'd have to
do the thinking for us both!”

He obeyed deep under the spell of
his imaginary vision of her. For some
reason, she wished to go back to New

.York. Well, New York, after all, was

an ideal spot for romances such as this.
She was right—the country was always
dangerous. The city would be best.
And as he drove he sank steadily into a
yet more abject state of subjection. He
was so wholly in the grip of his antic-
ipations that when he received instruc-
tions to drive downtown he did not
argue an instant. Not until they reached
City Hall did he question her motives.
Then, as he stopped in obedience to her
orders and followed her to the pave-
ment, he ventured to inquire what was
the object of this maneuver.

“Why, silly, we got to get a license,
haven’t we?" she said.

Mr. Van Duyck’s head spun for a
giddy instant. A license! She expected
him to marry her! He glanced at her
timidly. Something in her eyes forbade
him to speak his thoughts. He realized
that not only did his courage fail before
the task of suggesting that they dispense
with this tiresome formality, but also
shrank from denying her obvious desire
to proceed at once with the matter. He
was afraid to tell her that he had enter-
tained a quite different idea. It re-
quired more nerve than Livy Van
Duyck possessed to make such a con-
fmm,wnh those eyes fixed upon him.

|
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some nuisance of signing his proud ag-
gregation of names, and then, with Mir-
iam clinging to his arm, a brief transi-
tion to another smoke-laden room where
a paunchy person with pendent mus-
tache, and a Jarge ruby adorning his
finger, asked mpre questions and duly
pronounced them man and wife.

He was vaguely concerned about this
as he drove back to his familiar section
of town with his suddenly-acquired
spouse beaming from the seat beside
him. It impressed him with a sense of
dismay, to reflect that this was bound to
be a rather permanent affair. DBut the
thought of the picture in his wardrobe
sustained him nobly. After all, Morgie
Leonard was nothing but a dabbler in
art, He could not possibly do full jus-
tice to any subject. Why, when the poor
chap tried to paint a carrot, even, he had
to explain the result to keep his friends
from taking it for a ship at sea or an
explosion in the subway! There wasn’t
a chance that he had done justice to Mir-
iam—not a chance! And if she should
be more wonderful than Morgie’s crude
painting—! Mr. Van Duyck drew a
deep breath. He was afraid he might
not be able to survive the wonder of it.

He took her to his apartment. The
door-man stared as they entered, and
stared harder than ever when Livy ex-
plained that the lady was his lawful
wife. The elevator-boy was even more
interested. But Mr. Van Duyck, with
the memory of that painting still before
his mental vision, paid no heed. They
saw only her clothes; he saw— And
again he expanded his lungs at the
thought of it.

Once inside the apartment, with the
door fast-barred, he paused and sur-
veyed his wife with a certain hesitancy.
Never having experimented with matri-
m?-hewasstalnssastoﬂmproper
procedure under the distracting circum-
w A happy thought flashed upon
“You know that picture old Morgie
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made of you?” he said, grinning. She
nodded. “Well, I bought it!”

“You did? Where is it?’

“In my room. Want to see it?"

“] should say I did! Just think of
it! I didn't know you were so crazy
about me as all that!”

Throbbing with excitement, he led the
way into his bedroom, unlocked the
door of his clothes-press, and drew out
the portentous painting. She was a little
apprehensive at her surroundings, he
thought, as he turned toward her with
the picture held so that she could not see
it. Well, the picture would talk. He
had a great head, positively. He turned
the picture toward her suddenly.

She gasped. Then she squeaked—
there is no other word to describe the
sound which escaped her parted lips.
Instantly, however, these closed firmly,
in a thin, straight line of disapproval,
the lady’s rather prominent chin obtrud-
ed more prominently than ever, and with
it elevated at an angle of at least forty-
five degrees she stalked out of the bed-
room.

“Livy Van Doo-yuk,” she called im-
peratively, “put down that disgusting
thing this minute and come here!”

Dumbly, his mind dazed, the benedict
obeyed. She surveyed him with ﬂﬂ'ﬁtlg
disfavor as he stood before her.

“How dare you have such a thifig in
vour rooms?” she demanded. “You
burn it right straight up—this m

“But—but, hang it all,
posed for it—it's you, m't it? '
wmng with my having my wife's [bic—

“Yourmfe’spiemiﬂeeﬂl Do you
thing for a minute I'd let anybody paint
me like that? Ishouldsaynnt! Why,
it isn’t decent!”

He stared at her vacantly.

“Then, didn’t you pose for it? It
looks Tike you—"

“Me? Look like that? Much Jz:

know about it! I
know sbout it! 1 only posed for

e &
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ment empty. She was glad that

her journey to London would not

. be rendered still less endurable by the
% necessity of chatting with some acquaint=
1 ance, Her thoughts, after her sleepless
night, were more company than she de-

~ sired: the memory of Anthony Jessop's
| disillusioned eyes, which had tortured
her through the wakeful hours of dark-
ness, was still with her; the thought of

- Kenneth’s pitiful bewilderment when
. the mother he had learned to adore
should suddenly revert to the mother he
had learned to distrust and fear accused.
her as though the cruelty were her own
~ instead of the blind chance of merciless
~ fate. She closed her eyes and leaned
- back against the cushions in a desperate
effort to think her way out of the
dilemma into which her benevolent deceit
ha’d :d her. And it was because of this
£ 1 that she failed to w1tness the

l ANET found the first-class compart-

ALIAS MRS. JESSOP*

A Four-Part Story— Part 111
By Blair Hall

at last,” she drawled in a wvoice still
heavy with sleep. “I suppose you're
wild at me for having stayed so long, but
I couldn't help it.”

“What have you done with Mr Den-
nison?” demanded Janet bluntly. Lil-
han laughed—a short, ugly, mirthless
sound.

*“Oh, Walter turned out to be a worse
bore than Anthony. He has the most
absurd notions about propriety—wants
his wife to be something a cut better than
Mrs. Cesar. I ceuldn’t stand him an-
other week if my life depended on it.”

“So you've left him?” Janet’s tone
hardened.

“It comes to that, but he doesn’t know
it yet,” said her cousin, thrusting her
bare feet out of bed and feeling about
for her slippers with them, too languid
to take the pains of first looking to see
where they were. “I didn’t burn the
bridges, exactly—I let him think I was
coming to England on business for a
fortnight or so. But I've not the least
idea of ever going back to him again,
so make your mind quite easy about the
future. I'm going to settle down as Mrs.
Anthony Jessop and behave myself se-
dately forever and ever. It's time I
gave up my little vacations. I've learned
my lesson, Jan.”

_ “Do you know that Anthony has come
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say, Jan, I think you've taken a lot on
yourself. It wasn’t in the bargain that
you should change my highly satisfactory
domestic relations. Now I'll have the
same tiresome quarrels with Anthony
until he has the good sense to pack up
and get out again, What a nuisance!”

Janet controlled her angry disgust
with an effort, and came to her cousin’s
side. “Lillian, I want you to be good
to Anthony,” she said quietly. “He's a
fine, clean, straight man, who loves you
and deserves to be happy. He's crip-
pled and weak and ill; he's not fit to
wander about the world any more.
Won't you try to make him—content
with his home ?"

Lillian stared. A slow light dawned in
her eyes, and her lips twisted into a hate-
ful smile. “So that’s it, eh 7" she mused,
in a tone which brought the hot blood to
Janet’s cheek. “The arctic Anthony and
gentle Jane have been hitting it off, eh?
How sweet! It's evidently just as well
that I decided to drop Walter and come
back. How long has this been going on?
How far has it gone?”

“Don't be insulting, Lillian.” Janet
gripped her seli-control desperately.
“There’s—there's absolutely nothing be-
tween Anthony and me except a deep and
well-deserved respect for him on my part
and a well-earned gratitude on his—for
careful, successful nursing through a
dangerous illness.” A sudden idea came
to her. “If there were anything more,”
she added in a different tone, “you are
scarcely in a position to complain!”

“Dont be so touchy,” said Lillian
quickly. “I didn't mean anything. I
knWyonptettyweIl Jan. It's all right
now—I'm going home. I've learned my
lesson, and I shan't play with matches
any more. I'll be decent to Anthony,
too. I have bieen a pig to him, I admit.
Bat it's all over now—I've reformed.
I'll go down this very afternoon.”

“And Mr. Dennison?" suggested Jan-

Et.lm'huﬁsvm;m of herself.
“What about Spite
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“Oh, he won't care,”” said Lillian
lightly. “He was ready enough to let
me go. He'll be glad to be rid of me,
if I'm any judge. And if he does cut
up rough, what can he do? What is
there to connect me with Mrs. Anthony
Jessop? The only woman he knows is
Janet Forde. It all fits in beautifully.”

“Except that Janet Forde happens to
be my name,” objected Janmet. “And if
I go back to the States to earn my living,
it's more than probable that he will trace
me and believe himself married to me.
Has that phase of the matter suggested
itself to you?” :

Lillian laughed heartily. “How splen-
did! Den’t you see how beautifully it all
fits in? You step down as Mrs. Jessop,
and I step into your place. I step down
as Mrs. Dennison, and you become her—
it's as easy as easy!”

“Lillian!" Janet's voice was stern,
The irrepressible Lillian felt its icy re-
proof through her mirth, and her face
sobered quickly.

“Don’t be stuffy, Jan. I only meant
that if Walter wants to know what's be-
come of his wife, it's you he'll trace, not
me. And of course you don't have to
have anything to do with him unless
you choose. You can divorce him, or
let him divorce you, if you like, or you
can collect an allowance from him if
. Pretty soft, [
should say! None of the trials of mat-
rimony, and all of the privileges!”

Forammnent}anetmaboutblﬂyl
It was on her lips to refuse point-blank
tofaﬂmmﬂlhercomh'sphns,m,
sert her intention of continuing in her

present position and defying Lillian to
oust her from it. Strategically, all the
advantage lay with her: Lillian

the unromantic interest of the British
penal code if she declared herself; she
faced not only the opprobrium ¢
divorce courts, but
tainty of a term in prison. Her lips were
name which she wore, b




e T

BLAIR HALL 111

practically powerless to disturb her.
Dut, as if she read the thought, Lillian
voiced the vital weakness of Janet's po-
sition.

“Of course, I know you can make it
unpleasant for me if you like,” she ad-
mitted lightly. “But don’t forget that

I can make it almost as unpleasant for .

you. For four months you've been liv-
ing in my house, with my husband, as his
wife. What are people going to think
and say about that, Miss Puritan Inno-
cence? Why, the case is interesting
enough to be table-talk on two continents
for weeks! It'll drive the war news off
the front page!”

Janet realized that despite the strength

inner, as guilty as the guilty
while to Janet all these

can manage to avoid suspicion when you
go down. I—T took the precaution to
quarrel with Anthony last night, as soon
as I'd finished talking with you on the
telephone, and he'll be prepared to find
you vastly different from the woman
he’s known for the past few weeks. 1—"

The telephone-bell tinkled. Lillian,
half-dressed, shuffled across the room to
answer it. Janet saw her face brighten
suddenly.

*Oh, good mornmg' How nice of you
to ring me up! ... What, agam? e
Oh, T am so sorry. but it's quite impos-
sible. . . . I'd love to, but simply must
leave town this afterncon. . . . No, of
course not. He’s in the States, but .
Well, hold the line 2 moment, and I'il
see what can be done.

“Jan, a—a friend of mine wants me
to dine with him this evening, and I—
I want to go. It will be my last chance
for years and years to enjoy myself, and
I—T can’t stand the idea of burying my-
self alive down there in Kent without
this one last fling. Will you stay here
to-night and let me go down to-morrow ?
You can wire them that you're with me,
you know.”

Janet thought swiftly, desperately.
Every instinct urged her to postpone the
moment of final rupture with the life she
had come to love; every instant of delay
wassomchgamed so much chance for

the reprieve or pardon for which she

despairingly hoped. Too, every hour
added betwy;en the time of her departure

s from Kent and the arrival of Lillian to

= BT T
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thing might yet intervene to change Lil-
lian’s resolve. Her cousin kissed her en-
thusiastically and skipped almost girl-
ishly back to the telephone.

“1 can manage it!” she cried musically
into the transmitter. [ really shouldn’t,
but T will. . . . XYes, at eight. . . . Oh,
you think so, do you? Well, don’t set
your heart on it. . .. At eight, then.
Good-by !"

The words were innocent enough, but
the coquetry of Lillian’s tone seemed to
Janet to shriek a secondary meaning. It
reminded her of the women she had
known in the lower levels of her profes-
sion—the women who used the stage as
a convenient stepping-stone to the proi-
itable practice of an art which is older
than the drama by some thousands of
years. And it was to this woman, fresh
from an evening with the kind of man
to whom women speak in that unmis-
takably eloquent tone, to whom she was
surrendering her place, her hard-won
friendships, her loved home, her serv-
ants, her foster-son, and, yes—she used
the word defiantly, challengingly, in her
thought—her husband!

Lillian returned after dawn, to quiet
Janet's fears lest some accident had over-
taken her, but also to arouse her suspi-
cions of something almost as serious, For
she had plainly passed a hilarious even-
ing, if nothing worse. Her eyes were
bright and her cheeks flushed beneath the
powder and rouge. She laughed too much
and too loudly to please Janet, and re-
fused to explain where she had spent the
intervening hours, beyond repeating, un-
der questioning, as she undressed in the
careless fashion which Janet remembered
so well, that London had livened up
amazingly since she had left it, and that
she intended to see a little more of its
new activities before burying herself in
Kent.

She was even less communicative
when she awakened, well into the after-
noon, cross and nervous and pale. She
snapped at her cousin at the first sign of

expostulation, and flatly refused to con-
sider setting out at once for Monks
Grace. She had already accepted an in-
vitation for the evening, she declared,
and nothing would move her from her
determination to keep it. Omne argument
which she advanced in defense of this
position had weight with Janet. She
pointed out that the longer the lapse of
time between Janet's disappearance and
Lillian's arrival to resume her place, the
less probability would there be that the
people at Monks Grace would suspect
the truth. The longer the opportunity
given them to forget minor details of ap- -
pearance, the safer the second substitu-
tion must be. Realizing this, Janet was
the more reconciled to her cousin's
change in plan, though when Lillian re-
turned for the second time, well after
dawn, and in an even more obviously ex-
cited condition, her fears were aroused
again. It seemed impossible that this
reckless, selfish, sharp-tongued woman
would fit into the life at Monks Grace
without forcing Antheny and the serv-
ants to realize that more than a mere
change in mood had taken place in the
mistress of the manor. She compro-
mised with her misgivings by sending
daily wires to Anthony and Kenneth, al-
though she knew that this very mark of
affection would increase the danger of
the second exchange of identities.

X.

“How good of you to come, Anthony !"

The Honorable Muriel Grahame sur-
veyed with eyes which revealed an ap-
proval unwontedly frank the tall, lean
figure in faultless evening dress. Not
even the stick on which he leaned with a
suggestion of bodily weakness could less-
en the distinction of Anthony Jessop's
physique and manner. Crippled he might

be, but the defect served only to accent
the lithe strength of the figure. The pal-
lor of the face, and ﬂ'lek!ﬁggm suf-
fering had graven on it, but heightened
the essential power of the features. |
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i you. Have you dined?”

“You sent for me in such fashion that
I could not fail to come,” he answered
quietly. “What is this mysterious af-
fair which concerns”—there was the
briefest instant of hesitation before he
completed the question with a half-de-
fiant ring in his tone—"my wife?”

Muriel Grahame's eyes contracted
ever so slightly at the final words, but
her smile did not change.

“I will take you to her,” she promised
cryptically. “Your eyes will tell you bet-
ter than your ears how much she—needs

He bowed impatiently. “But Lil-
ﬁm_ll

“A little patience, my friend. You
will see her shortly. Aren’t vou the least

. he said affectionately.

- bit pleased to see me, Anthony?”
- He recovered his self-possession in-
“You are good to me, Muriel,”
“I beg your par-
don for displaying my anxiety so ob-
viously. I—Lillian—"
: “What has come over you, Anthony?”
. Her eyes studied him curiously. “You
. have been married nearly a decade, I be-
. lieve, and rumor does not describe you
as exactly an ardent husband. Whence
and why this sudden concern about the
' elmmladywhnmarned you after so
‘many ) of—let us say—milder in-
te '_ - She watched his eyes darken,
' '-md “her. mw chmged abruptly.

rank with me—we

stantly.
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seven years or more; I hated her when
she brought me home; 1 distrusted her
while she nursed me; I refused to let
myself believe that she had changed. But
she must have Lhanged—enormousiy
The bcu) worships her; there isn’t a sery-
ant in the house who isn't her devoted

. slave; the Vicar and his wife adore her,

and shes fast friends with the county,
from Lady Ann down. In spite of my-
self, I couldn’t help seeing all that while
I lay there like a trapped rat, with noth-
ing to do but watch and think. Confound
it all, Muriel, women do change—you've
changed yourself. And I was sure Lil-
lian had—"

“Was?” She repeated the word sig-
nificantly, He flushed.

“Night before last I doubted again.
Her manner was what it had been in the
bad old days; for a few hours I hated
her more than ever. But it wouldn’t
quite do—you see, I've had too much
evidence against it in these months. And
it's come over me since that I mistook a
momentary lapse for something perma-
nent; that I let one minute of reversion
outweigh weeks and months of reform
—that I didn’t stand by when she needed
me most. Your wire made me sure of
it.”

“And if it should be a momentary
lapse, and mnothing more, Anthony?
Would you—would you feel the same to-
ward her as you did before?”

His eyes blazed suddenly. “I'd feel
ever so much more!” he declared. “I
loved her when she was nothing but a
silly child; I hated her when she devel-
oped into a selfish, weak-moraled, stub-
bomiy reckless woman ; I'd love her more
ever if 1 found that dw aetmﬂr»

managed to
over her

e

e o e




114
Anthony, I felt it, and I was right.
Come!”

She led the way from the room with-
out waiting for his answer. He followed
her, his face puzzled, his mind grappling
vainly with this new riddle, What had
Muriel to do .with his perplexities?
What brought her back into his life to
clear or further muddle the troubled
waters? Her car waited at the door, and
they drove in silence for a time. Then
she suddenly turned to him.

“Anthony !” she breathed. The dim
light of the street-lamps accentuated the
beauty of her face, the flawless perfec-
tion of the features, the pale damask of
cheek and throat, gleaming against the
collar of sable fur. The subtle music of
her voice thrilled him in spite of his anx-
iety, and a faint, remote hint of the
barely perceptible scent which clung to
her woke a reminiscent stirring of the
old passion for her. She leaned very
close, the softness of her shoulder against
his arm, her eyes looking straight into
his. “Anthony,” she whispered again, “I
can’t bear it any longer! Isn’t there any
of the old love left? Don’t you care—
have you quite forgotten ?”’

He ruled his impulses with an effort
which stiffened his muscles tensely, so
that she felt the sudden contraction of his
sinews through the intervening folds of
cloth and fur. But he did not venture
on speech.

“I'm quite shameless, dear,’ she said
softly, tears shining in her eyes now, and
her voice tremulous with half-repressed
self-pity. "I sent you away when [ wasa
silly, proud child. I've spent my life be-
ing sorry for it, and I can't let you go
again for want of a word of truth. You
loved me, Anthony—and men like you
love only once. This other woman—"

“We are going to her?” He inter-
rupted quickly, hoping to check the con-
fession, but she paid no heed.

“She cares nothing for you—less than
nothing. You have allowed a little kind-
ness to blind you. Because she nursed
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you as she would have nursed a suffering
animal, you think she loves you. Be-
cause you are weak and ill and grateful,
you believe you care for her. Open your
eyes, dear, and look at the truth at last.
Let her go—and let us take up life where
we both left off living! I—I love you so,
Anthony !”

In spite of himself, he was moved.
First loves are subtly strong in strong
men like Anthony Jessop, and this wom-
an had stirred a passionate devotion in
him which had left deep scars upon his
soul where the wounds had healed. Old
memories crowded maddeningly back up-
on him—memories of moments when the
touch of her hand had been enough to
bring his heart into his throat, when the
sound of her voice, the sight of her pale
loveliness, the faint hint of the same
scent that was in his nostrils now, had
lifted him into a fool’s paradise of blind
delight. Every fibre of his physical be-
ing cried out for her as she leaned toward
him; his arms ached with their impulse
to sweep her roughly into their embrace.
But his will refused to abdicate its em-
pire, though his voice shook as he spoke
its bidding:

“Don’t, Muriel—it’s too late for this.
Please—it hurts me to have you—"

“It’s not too late—it's never too late
to make amends for mistakes! I'm tak-
ing you to a place where the scales will
fall from your eyes forever, dear. When
you have seen for yourself what I have
seen, when you know this woman for
what she is and will be always, will you
—will you take me back into your heart
and try to love me again?”

Her lips were very near his; the magic
of her thrilled him as it had when life
and love were young and wonderful. Lil-
lian seemed suddenly vastly remote, ut-
terly insignificant. All that mattered was
that Muriel loved him, wanted him again,
that she was here, beside him, calling his
soul to his lips with all the mysterious
allure of her beautiful body and her
thrilling voice. He kissed her, almost




 the beam of light
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savagely, and felt her shoulders relax as
his arms clasped them close; felt, for one
giddy instant, the fierce joy of the man
who conquers and yields at once. But
even in the first madness of the caress
something within him rose and cursed
his weakness and his folly. He found
himself holding her helplessly, as a bache-
lor holds a baby, afraid to release her
and yet absurdly ill at ease, foolishly
eager to be relieved of the burden. He
could have cried aloud in his relief when
the car stopped suddenly and broke the
tension for them both.

“This is the place,” she whispered, her
hands busy with her hair in the instinc-
tive concern of the woman for her ap-
pearance which not even the high peaks
or low abysses of emotion can quite con-
quer. He glanced out at a dark, unwel-
coming house—a huge, dim shape in the
poorly-lighted street. The driver opened
the door of the limousine, and Anthony
helped his guide to descend, curiosity

- overcoming, for the moment, the self-

detestation to which he was prey. She is-
sued a low command to the servant and
led the way up a short flight of steps to
the door, tapping several times on its
shghﬂy shabby panels. It swung open,
and they stood in the darkness of an an-
techamber. He heard a faint click, and
blinked as the glare of an electric dark-
lantern flashed into his eyes. “It’s qu:te
all right,” he heard Muriel whisper, and
flashed toward her.
Evidently she was a satisfactory sponsor,
ﬂth mm an inner door

adjusted a similar mask over her face.
d"What does it all mean?" he demand-
ed.

“Put on your mask and you shall see.
Have you never heard of a supper-club ?”
She spoke impatiently. “Don’t hesitate
—it’s quite the usual thing to go masked
at this place, and you mustn’t be recog-
nized.”

He obeyed, and followed her along the
hall to a closed door. She opened it and
stepped into a room beyond. Over her
shoulder he caught sight of a crowded
dancing-floor, flanked by tables at which
men and women, many of them masked,
sat looking on, talking, drinking. An at-
tendant guided them to a table in a dis-
tant corner, and Anthony seated himself
to gaze about him in frank curiosity. He
had heard sinister whispers of these
places, these private rooms which did
not heed the closing hour when more
public resorts put out their lights and
closed their shutters. He had thought of
them as mysteriously evil dens where
wickedness unnamable flourished behind
barred doors, where the very atmosphere
was instinct with subtler vices than those
which flaunted themselves frankly in less
exclusive places. And he was a little
disappointed in his first glimpse. Except
for the secrecy of their entrance, the
darkened windows which faced the
street, it might have been a dining-and-
dancing-room in any one of a hundred
public resorts. He glanced at Muriel as
if to voice this impression, but she was
not looking at him; through the slits of
her mask he could follow her gaze to an-
other corner of the room, where a man

1 N e v
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consciousness ; it ceased to be merely a
resort where the city's gayer and more
reckless souls might indulge in the
franker, coarser pleasures denied them
by the rules of more staid places of en-
tertainment, and became the insidiously
ugly thing of which he had heard
stray whispers. The music, which he
had scarcely heeded, assumed a sin-
ister note, a vaguely vicious rhythm
which impacted unpleasantly on his ears.
The figures of the dancers suddenly be-
came significant, their masked faces sqbt-
ly suggestive of vague, unknown vice.
The air was touched with a faint scent
which he identified as the acrid breath of
hashish. Against the overpowering per-
fume of the exotic blooms with which the
tables were decorated—orchids, most of
them—this distant suggestion of the
Asiatic drug seemed doubly insidious.
He was conscious of a queer shudder of
half-fearful disgust; he seemed to be
looking on at some horrid rite of satan-
ism against which not even his sophisti-
cation was proof.

“There is the worst man in London,”
came Muriel’s whisper. “The man in the
farther corner, facing us. Study him if
you care to know the power of evil to
write itself in human features.”

He stared at the man intently, admit-
ting that Muriel’s description seemed
justified by the deliberate iniquity which
peeped out of the face, pale, strong,
handsome with a type of satanic beauty
which Anthony knew must be insidiously
alluring to women ; cruel with a refined,
intelligent, conscious cruelty; evil with
the suggestion of subtle, nameless sins.

“Who is he?” he asked, without shift-
ing his gaze from the face.

“He passes here as Monsieur Fleury,”
she whispered, “but the name is patently
an alias. No one knows whence he came
nor why, but he has built up an impreg-
nable position in this underworld by and
through his power over women, high and
low. Itis he who founded this club and
others like it. Through the women who
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come here, he has power which reaches
far out into politics and business ; and he
uses it as evilly as one would guess from
seeing him. He is not bad for gain or
from weakness, but for the sheer love of
evil. If there 15 a devil, he must be this
man’s counterpart. The—the woman
with him is his newest conquest. Poor,
pitiable fool—see her lean toward him!
As if he could be touched by her little
parlor-tricks of eyes and smiles and
speech I"

He stared, fascinated, at the woman's
gleaming shoulders and back. She had
seemed to possess some mysterious power
to bring home the horrors of the place to
him. He heard a sharp quarrel from the
table next his own—a woman sobbing
under her breath and a man's low tones
tense with anger. Far away he thought
he caught the whir and click of roulette.
He was dimly aware that from time to
time people came and went through the
thick hangings which hid doors leading
farther into this temple of sublimated sin,
and subconsciously guessed their errand
to be in quest of something deeper and
uglier than the evils of the dancing-
room. With an effort, he forced his
mind to its normal sanity.

“Why did you bring me to this little
corner of hell?” he asked. “What has it
all to do with—" :

“Look!” Her voice cut through his
speech like the sudden slashing sweep of
a sword; her hand gripped his wrist
with a tense, hysterical clutch which sent
a thrill of half-physical pain along his
nerves, He followed her glance again.
Monsieur Fleury had risen, and, as the
woman preceded him from the room, she
turned so that for an instant Jessop saw
her face. He gasped, half rising from
his seat. The heavy silken hangings

swayed behind them before he recovered
from the first cold stupor of surprise.
Where or why they had gone did not
matter; the woman's face had been
enough. Plainly written on its beauty lay
the confession of the ugly truth. If this
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were, in sooth, a temple of Sathanas,
then the woman at whom he stared trans-
fixed was high priestess of its dreadful
cult. And the woman was Lillian Jes-

sop—his wife!

He did not remember how he escaped
from the suffocating atmosphere of the
club. He found himself again in Mu-
riel's car before his thoughts had settled
to an ordered and continuous current.
Muriel was whispering to him :

“Forgive me, Anthony, but it was the
truest kindness to let you see it for your-
self. I could not have told you so that
you would understand; and you had to
know—you had to know.”

“How did you find that hideous place ?”
he demanded. “What brought you
there?”

“That requires explanation indeed,”
she said quickly. “I went there because
I heard that she was there. It is not
hard to contrive an entrée—these differ-
ent worlds overlap one another in Lon-
don. I saw her there last night. I wired
for you on the chance that she would

e again to-night. That is all.”

e
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his embrace. The car halted at her door
before he came back to his senses. He
would have followed her i, but she
smilingly refused.

“I could not trust myself to-night, An-
thony,” she said softly, “no, nor you,
dearest. Come to me to-morrow at
three.”

He came down the steps stupidly, his
intoxication ebbing as swiftly as it had
risen. By the time he stood on the pave-
ment, he had realized that he had made
a hideous mistake in permitting his an-
cient passion for Muriel to reassert it-
self, that he cared nothing for her, that
already he had begun to hate her for her
part in the tragedy of the night.

He walked back to his hotel, scarcely
conscious of the pain in his injured
knee. In his rooms he threw off his
evening clothes, but shrank from the
thought of bed. After a cold tub he
dressed again, in tweeds now, and as the
first glow of dawn began to break
through the mirk of the eastern sky, he
reached a decision. He packed his bag
hastily, summoned a porter, and despatch-
ed it to the station. Paying his bill, he
took a taxicab and ordered the driver to
take him to the address he had thought-
fully secured from Mrs. Henderson.

He found himself in the gaudily
furnished reception-room of Lillian’s
flat, facing the woman who, for better or
worse, was his wife—the woman he was
condemned to love until he died. So
much, at least, his night’s vigil had taught
him. He could no more pluck Lillian
Jessop from his heart than he could pluck
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and there was something like terror in
her distended eyes, but it was incredible
that she could have so completely ef-
faced the traces of her last-night’s orgy
in so short a space. She was dressed in
some loose, flimsy negligée affair, but it
was the sole touch of the intimate in her
appearance, as power!css to contradict
the evidence of her face and eyes as if a
marble statue were to be garbed in a

“What is it, Anthony 7" she asked. He
thought her voice strange, and ascribed
it to fright and guilt.

“You need not trouble to act a part
with me,” he said curtly. “I saw you
last night. I know what brings you to
London. We may dispense with pre-
tense. I have come to bring you home to
Monks Grace. Dress as quickly as you
can. There is 2 train at eight Aiteen.”

He saw a swift light flash in her eyes,
an mveluntary softening curve the cor-
ners of her tnouth as though the pros-
pect tempted her, and an illogical hope
stirred within him.

“I—I can’t go quite so soon. An-
thony,” she said. “I—I must wait here
until my—my cousin, Mrs. Dennison,
comes home. If you will come back at

now and let me dress and pack.”

He laughed again, a harsh, unlovely
“I'll wait here, thanks,” he said.
“1 don’t care to trust you out ofi my

sight again, Lillian. You see, you hap-
pmtaharmm.mdlvebccama
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After 3all, under the circumstances,
would it not be best for them all for her
to return to Kent with Anthony, leaving
Lillian to plumb the pleasures of London
as long as she chose? Was there any
other course open to her? Could she—

“Very well,” she said, aloud. *I shall
need only a few moments. Wait here,
please—or no—perhaps you had best
come with me.”

“l fully intended to do so,” he said
meaningly. “I shall not trust you out of
my sight until I have you safe at Monks
Grace.”

She flushed hotly, and went into a tiny
sleeping-room opening off the larger
apartment. Jessop followed her. With-
out a word, she set about packing her
bag, and he, standing in the doorway,
looked on in silence. When she had fin-
ished she turned to him, a touch of coler
glowing in her cheeks.

“I must—dress now,” she said quietly.
“Would you mind shutting that door
until 1 bave finished 7"

He came into the room and closed the
door behind him without a word. She
hesitated, her flush deepening, and then,
as if with a sudden resolution, turmed
away. He watched her as she loosened

thefasteumgofhermtnm,hseyes

ufhxmselfhefelttheﬂu:ﬂofherbanty
strong uwpon him. In the intimacy of
her disarray, she seemed suddenly so
utterly desirable that not even the mem-
orvoflhcmght’srevdaﬁmsﬁmdto
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When she had finished she faced him.
“I must write a note,” she said. “I can’t
go without a word to—to my cousin.”

“Very well,” he agreed curtly ; “but be
quick about it—and make it plain that
you are not returning—ever!”

She scribbled a hurried explanation to
Lillian while he waited, knowing that
her cousin would be quick to fill in the
blanks which her haste made inevitable,
And she drew a deep breath of relief
when the cab puffed away from the door.
At least, they had escaped detection for
the moment. Whatever might happen
hereafter, it could not be as utterly
dreadful as facing Anthony Jessop in the
presence of his wife whose place she
had occupied for months! He did not
speak during the journey, and she found
plenty of time to wonder what it had
been that he had seen, what had worked
this sudden and startling change in him.
But she dared not ask, and he offered no
hint, not even when, in the privacy of the
library at Monks Grace, he curtly issued

“We need not enter into details,” he
said, with an impersonal coldness in his
voice which hurt her like a physical
blow. “I might divorce you, to be sure,
but I do not choose to court publicity for
myself; and, though I can divorce my
wife, there is no way in which my son
can divorce his mother. You have amply
proven your unfitness for any liberty of
in fact if not in name—and you will be-
have as decorously as you have shown
yourself capable of behaving duris
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than to beg Lillian to stay away, her in-
stinctive estimate of her cousin’s char-
acter warning her that this would be the
surest way of persuading her to take
the first train for Monks Grace. In-
stead, she urged upon her the duty of
instantly forsaking the primrose paths
of nocturnal London for the thorny ways
of righteousness, and took pains to base
her appeal upon highly moral grounds.
She knew that the very sight of the
word duty would impress her cousin un-
pleasantly; she was quite certain that
her letter would incline that pleasure-
mad woman to steer as wide a course as
possible from that of her husband and
his acquaintances.

Lillian justified this confidence admir-
ably. The return post brought a char-
acteristic scrawl from her, flatly refusing
to consider leaving London at present,
suggesting instead that as long as Janet
had foolishly allowed herself to be drag-
ged back there, she might stay as long
as she liked to let Jessop domineer over
her. She, Lillian, was enjoying herself
far too much to think of burying herself
in the country, especially now that An-
thony had set himself up as a family des-
pot.

The letter both comforted and alarmed
Janet. Although she had no guess as
yet as to the details, she knew that in
some fashion Anthony’s path had
crossed Lillian’s in the vexed maze of
London night life, and that which had
happened once might easily happen
again. The knowledge that her cousin
was in England, only a few miles away
her, disquieted her. She wished that
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was easily probable that Anthony, be-
lieving his wife to be safe under his own
roof, would not repeat the London wan-
derings which had so nearly revealed the
secret to him.

In this hope, at least, she resumed her
interrupted life with very little change
except for her relations with Jessop.
She continued her work in connéction
with the charitable and religious organi-
zations, her intimacy with Lady Ann,
now a frequent visitor at Monks Grace,
her busy round of duties in her home
and among her hereditary retainers of
the estate, and her intense devotion
to Kenneth, all as though nothing had
risen to disturb the even tenor of her
ways. With Anthony, she was on terms
of distant politeness not wholly unlike
those which had characterized their ear-
lier relations. Indeed, so brief had been
their interlude of intimacy that not even
the servants observed any radical change
in the status of affairs at Monks Grace.
She saw little of him except at dinner,
when he took pains to conduct a suf-
ficiently friendly conversation to satisfy
Jubble’s alert ears. For the rest, he was
steadily more absorbed in the manage-
ment of the place, or in the military and
political activities of the neighborhood,
his swiftly improving health making it
possible for him to spend most of his
waking hours out of doors.

The days slipped by without excite-
ment. Gradually Janet lost her anxiety
except for a lingering wish that Lillian
would recross the Atlantic and leave her

y every evidence of acceptance on
ﬁtﬂnofthehousdmldandﬂaem

conscience reproved her for the thought
as for a deadly sin, and it cut her cruelly
to read in his glance a cold dislike which
was almost loathing. But she was rea-
sonable enough to realize that, for all its
unpleasantness, this attitude on his part
spelt safety for them both from the senti-
ment toward which they had uncon-
sciously strayed. She knew fairly well
how near she had been to surrender
when Lillian’s telephone-message had
brought her to her senses, and realized
with a kind of gratitude to that unwitting
instrument of Providence .how much
worse matters would have been had that
message delayed another hour or two. It
hurt her that the man she loved shouid
scorn and distrust her, but it was easier
to bear than to have him love her.

Only once did he return to the subject
of her London sojourn. It was when the
news arrived that the two sons of the
Earl of Wycke had perished in an ili-
fated attack on the Turkish positions ut
the Dardanelles, and that only the feeble
age of the old Earl stood between An-
thony and the title. He brought her the
word as she wrote busily in her own lit-
tle study, and her reception of the tid-
ings seemed to soften him.

“Oh, the poor Earl!” she cried. “How
terrible for him!”

He hesitated a moment. “You'll ke
a countess after all, you know,” he sug-
gested, after a pause. “I suppose that
makes all this sort o1 thing worth while,
e¢h?” He waved a hand as if to include
the house and all its hmnely duties in the
gesture. She flashed quickly.

“Please don't, Anthony,” she said
quietly. “Whatever I've done, I've
given you no right to accuse me of that
meanness. Give—give the devil his dne,
he said quickly, "l beg' jﬂﬂ' 'ptfdnﬂ.

And Td like m'immmqu _
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fret. I realize how vastly different it
is from—from your corner of London,
and I'm genuinely grateful to you for
the way you've played the game, Lil-
Lhan.”

She hesitated. The truth rose unbid-
den to her lips; she longed to throw her-

self on his mercy, to tell him the heart.

of the riddle, to enlighten him once for
all as to her character and her motives.
The thought of letting him continue to
misjudge her so cruelly seemed unen-
durable. But her innate good sense pre-
vailed. She compromised,

“Y¥ou needn’t thank me,” she said
quietly. “It’s strange, I know, but when
I'm here I seem to be a different person.
1 couldn’t act otherwise than I do if I
tried. It’s not pretense on my part—
it's as natural as breathing. I wonder
if you can understand that?”

“I'l try,” he said shortly. “I—I
thought you'd be more excited about this
news of mine.”

“I'm terribly sorry for the Earl,” she
repeated. “As for the rest of it, I—I
wish it were somebody else. I like it
here—I don’t want to change this for
anything else.”

He stared at her, his eyebrows arch-
ing. “And you used to rail at me be-
cause I'd married you under false pre-
tenses!” he said drily. “You used to

~ say that m’d gxpected to be a countess

atﬂmOf— =

y,” she interrupted steadily,

1  “I've said and done many things for

 which I am heartily sorry, Can’t we
mﬁ;mMpmthanm
Wtedmes? ltdqesmgmd

the simple truth for once, even though
in her next breath she meant to renew
the falsehood. ‘““There are many per-
sonalities in every one of us. The one
in me which does the things you see me
doing here isn’t the one who—who hurt
you, Anthony. Try to believe that—it
will help you to understand.”

He seemed to soften toward her after
this interview, although still on his guard
against the appeal of her better self to
which he had yielded to his cost. They
sometimes spent an hour or two of an
evening in the library, chatting pleasantly
enough over the affairs of the estate or
the community. Now and again when
their paths chanced to coincide he rode
in her car or took her in his. Several
times they dined at neighboring houses,
and insensibly approached their old har-
mony in their going and returning
drives. He found himself curiously
proud of her after these occasions, tak-
ing a strange pleasure in her quiet, re-
strained dignity of bearing, in her clear,
jewel-like beauty, her faultless taste in
dress, the charm of her voice and the
good-humored wit of her conversation.
They were fast approaching their
former footing of friendliness when his
old suspicions were awakened by a new
development.

Janet had long since mastered the in-
tricacies of her cousin’s signature. Her
check had been honored from the be-
ginning, principally, perhaps, because
they reached her bankers bearing en-
dorsements which made suspicion on
their part absurd, but she had patiently
perfected her imitation until it was al-
most exactly the hurried scrawl which
Lillian used. She felt safe now in mth-
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Anthony’s solicitors placed to her credit
quarterly, and, according to her check-
book, she had nearly seven thousand
pounds on deposit—six thousand of
which represented the accumulated pay-
ments of Michael Forde to his wayward
niece. She was stunned, therefore, to re-
ceive a letter from the bank advising
her that her account was overdrawn by
some fifty pounds and requesting a re-
mittance to cover the deficit. At first
she assumed that it was nothing more
serious than a clerical error, but an ex-
change of letters quickly proved that
hope groundless. Her money was spent
—every penny of it! And except for a
few small drafts of her own, every penny
of it had been drawn in cash by her
cousin.

This was bad enough. Her next
quarter’s allowance would not fall due
for six weeks; there were a number of
household accounts to be paid, and that
overdraft of fifty-odd pounds to be met
at once, but, to make matters infinitely
worse, a letter from Lillian calmly ad-
mitted the theft and demanded an instant
remittance under penalty of exposure to
Jessop! There was nothing for it save
an appeal to Anthony for an advance
against next quarter, and, to Janet's in-
tense relief, he not only granted the sum
she asked, but doubled it.

“I owe you something,” he said affably,
as he blotted the check., “This isn’t the
allowance at all—it's a little token of ap-
preciative gratitude from me for the way
you've played the game.”

She thanked him breathlessly, and
hurried to post the check to her bankers.
She wrote to Lillian, promising {funds at
once, but wisely refraining from sending
a check with the letter. It was just as
well that her cousin should continue to
regard the account as exhausted for the
present. Instead, on her next trip to the
village, she cashed a check and sent the
proceeds to Lillian in notes. But it was
useless ; she had counted too confidently
on her cousin’s habit of taking things for
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granted. A week later another commu-
nication from her bankers demanded the
repayment of a second overdraft! Lil-
lian had been quicker than she had
thought !

She dared not go to Anthony again;
she was at her wits’ end when it oc-
curred to her to cable Michael Forde.
Twelve hours after her message had
been filed she had her answer.

Two thousand pounds to your credit by
cable to-day positively no more this year stop
extravagance Forde.

She could have wept with relief, de-
spite her sorrow in the discovery that
Lillian had already exhausted Michael
Forde’s generosity and injured, if not
destroyed, his new conception of the
daughter he adored. Wiser now, she
wired her bankers to repay the over-
draft and forward the remaining funds
to her in the form of a draft. She wrote
Lillian that her account with them had

been closed and warned her against

further attempts to draw against either
them or her father. For the moment,
she felt secure. It added to her peace
of mind to learn that Anthony had been
summoned in haste to Wycke, to spend
two days or more with the broken old
man whose heir he had become. He
had hardly set out on his journey north,
however, when a frantic telegram from
Lillian demanded her instant presence in
London. She pondered for an hour be-
fore she yielded. Then, with a hastily-
packed bag, she caught the express.
She found her cousin desperately in
need of money, utterly proof against
persuasion, expostulation, and reason-
ing alike, intent only upom securing a
supply of hard cash. Nothing else
would serve, and she must have it in-
stantly. Against her better judgment
Janet agreed to furnish a further ad-
vance. She had brought with her the
draft which represented her uncle’s gift,
and by dint of haste reached the bank
which had drawn it before closing hour,
securing a new draft for a sum smaller

" -



by five hundred pounds, and the balance
in notes, which she turned over to Lil-
lian, making it as plain as she could to
her sullen, defiant cousin that no more
: funds would be forthcoming until the
[ next quarter-day, and that the amount
available then would be strictly limited.
They parted coldly, Janet thoroughly dis-
gusted, Lillian resentful and sulky. Jan-
et attended to a number of accumulated
errands, dined at a quiet hotel, and re-
turned to Monks Grace by the late train.
: Some hours later- Lillian saw her last
i counter follow its predecessors into the

croupier’s clutches, and replenished her
store by writing a check for Monsieur
Jacques Fleury, known to his acquaint-
ances as the worst man in London. The
slip of paper cost Monsieur Fleury five
hundred guineas, but he smiled amiably
when the Suburban and Oriental Bank
informed him that, though genuine, it
was worthless. Worthless! It was re-
markable how dull-witted bankers could
be!

i XIT1

“MRr. Jacques FLEURY.”
| Janet’s brows arched as she glanced
at the card. “Did he mention his er-
rand, Jubble?” she inquired.

“He said you would be expecting him,
ma'am.”

“T'll see him,” decided Janet, remem-
bering that Lady Ann had spoken of re-
ferring a French Red Cross agent to her,
and concluding that this was he. She
med the mphm-mm with an ex-
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making sure that she was within reach
of the bell. Fleury waited until the
sound of Jubble's padded step had died
away, and then, with a catlike stealth,
sprang to the door and glanced to each
side along the corridor. Janet stared
blankly as he turned.

“You were foolish to dream that you
could escape me,” he said softly, com-
ing toward her. “And here, where of all
places I should seek you first! I forgive
you the injury to my devoted heart, but
not the slight to my intelligence.”

“You are making some absurd mis-
take, Monsieur,” said Janet, her heart
pounding at her throat, but her manner,
thanks to the long habit of the stage,
calmly cold. “You speak as if you were
acquainted with me, despite the fact that
I have never seen you before. If you
have business with Mrs. Anthony Jes-
sop, be good enough to state it at once;
if not—" She reached for the bell.
He checked her quickly with a gesture
which she obeyed by instinct.

“There is no mistake, unless you ring
that bell,” he said, his lips drawing back
from his gleaming, predatory teeth in a
mirthless smile. “It is the first time that
I have met Mrs. Anthony Jessop, but
am I not fairly familiar to—shall we
say, Mrs. Dennison? It would be in-
discreet to summon servants to hear that
which I have come to say to—Mrs. Jes-
sop.”

Janet managed to smile. “If you
know Mrs Dennison,” she said, “your
nusui:e is easy to pardon. She is my
cousin, andresemblamevuydoselym-
deed. But Mrs. Dennison is in London.”

“Was in London,” he amended. “Per-
mit me to say that ﬂae resemblance is re-
markable, Madame. Yes, uma&uyi




“Let us have done with {encing,
Janet,” he said sharply. “You are mad
to imagine that I could be deceived by a
trick so transparent. It annoys me that
you should so underrate my intelligence.
Be good enough to drop your foolish
pose. The time has come for us to un-
derstand each other plainly.”

“I assure you that you are in error,
Monsieur. 1 cannot listen to a conver-
sation intended for another. If you will
not leave me—"

His eyes hardened. “Janet, you are
doing a very dangerous thing. You are
annoying me after I have warned you.
1 do not warn twice. You evidently
realize the precarious position in which
you stand, or you would not have tried
to escape me by leaving London and
coming here. Let me make it clear to
you that it is my intention to utilize
that position—and my fortunate know-
ledge of it—to the utmost. If you have
been under the illusion that my attitude
toward you was dictated by any—tend-
erness, disabuse your mind of it at once.
I have cultivated you deliberately in
order to make you useful to me. Am I
quite plain?”

“Quite. And now, since you refuse to
heed my requests for your leaving, I
am obliged to—" Again Janet’s hand
hovered over the bell, to abandon its in-
tent in obedience to the quick gesture.
His eyes glinted dangerously.

“Enocugh! You want the servants
even less than I do. I know it—you
know it. Listen to me carefully. I hold
your check for five hundred guineas—a
check which you knew to be worthless
when you gave it—in return for cash.”

“You are in error,” persisted Janet,
though with a cold thrill at her heart.
“If Mrs. Dennison gave you a check—as
I imagine she did—"

“A check signed Lillian Forde Jes-
sop, remember!” he interrupted, his
mirthless, menacing smile reappearing.

“Then, I can account for the non-
payment. The check is one drawn prior

ALIAS MRS. JESSOP

to the removal of my account, which—
which I believed to have been destroyed.
I—I will cash it for you, if that is what
brings you."”

“You have not enough money to buy
that check from me, Janet—nor will you
have when you are the Countess of
Wycke. But since you insist upen your
foolish fiction of resemblance, let me tell
you at once that I saw you write the
check! You thought yourself wunob-
served, but you were not! And the
check which Mrs. Dennison signed with
Mrs. Jessop’s name is declared by Mrs.
Jessop’s bankers to be genuine. Let us -
be frank with each other, please.”

Janet’s brain reeled. For the moment
her self-command left her. Panic
clutched icily at her heart. Monsieur
Jacques Fleury observed her pallor with
that same vulpine gleam of teeth which
passed as a smile.

“Mrs. Dennison and Mrs. Jessop hav-
ing been proved to be one and the same
person, and the proof thereof in the
form of that check and of several rather
indiscreet notes in the same peculiar
script, let us proceed.”

“Leave this house!” Janet's numbed
faculties could suggest no better re-
sponse. The worst man in London shook
his head, almost sadly.

“Janet, why will you compel me to be
brutal with you?"” he reproved her. “Do
you not realize what this means to me—
to me who have seen the entry on the
register at St. George's—the signature
in your admitted and proved hand, show-
ing beyond question that while you were
still Anthony Jessop’s lawiul wife you
married Walter Dennison?" He paused,
watching her terror with keen apprecia-
tion. “This means, dear lady, that

whenever I choose to communicate with

the police you will find yourself facing

a charge of bigamy—a charge on which

you will indubitably be convicted.”

It was the
He smiled

“You—you wouldn't!”
only reply she could find.

1

agam.
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“Of course not—unless you persist in
your folly of opposing my wishes. I
have little to gain from bringing you to
: public shame and a prison sentence—ex-
cept the moral effect which such a cat-
astrophe would exert upon certain other
indiscreet ladies who are sometimes so
ill-advised as to be refractory. I should
take such a step with the most extreme
reluctance.”

“Then, what do you want?” She was
afraid of him now, almost as terrified
t as she would have been had she known

him for the merciless scoundrel he was.
“To-day—nothing. Eventually a great
deal. As the Countess of Wycke, your
friendship will be of value to me in
many ways. You will invite me to your
home—introduce me to your acquaint-
ances—assist me in making this unas-
sailable position of substantial value as
I may direct. This visit is purely one
of admonition. I wished you to under-.
stand at once where you stood—to pun-
ish you a little for thinking so poorly of
my intelligence as to try to run away

2 - froon e
“Lillian!” Anthony Jessop’s voice
broke in upon the half-stupor which
possessed her, like an accusing cry of
. conscience. She turned to see him, pale,
' tense, seandmg at the door of the little
R Fleury, who must have

'.mmammmd showed
~ no sign of embarrassment. He bowed
‘,mdgheedatherasﬂmmdtw
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“Mr. Fleury, I believe.” His voice was
toneless. Fleury bowed low.

“It is an honor indeed to discover that
I am known to Mr. Jessop,” he said.

“The word sounds strange on the lips
of a blackmailer,” said Anthony calmly,
“I heard enough of your conversation to
my wife to place you accurately. You
have chosen a trade which, to offset
its dirt, has a certain element of safety.
I fancy you consider that you are safe
even now.’

“That is my impression.” Fleury
took the insult without a quiver, though
his eyes flickered with a sudden gleam
at the one ugly word. Jessop laughed.

“Fleury—if that is your name—you
were never more mistaken in your pesti-
lent career—except once. The single
exception concerns a rather more serious
mistake than your present error, how-
ever. You would probably shriek un-
pleasantly in the dock. It is that which
persuades me to the folly of giving you
forty-eight hours to leave the country.
I should suggest that you avoid—shall
we say?—Paris, Fleury. That is all
You may go.” He rang the bell.

The worst man in London wavered.
He opened his lips to speak, thought bet-
ter of it, and bowed instead. A measure
of his normal poise returned to him with

the gesture.

“Threatened men live long, I believe,”

he remarked suavely, “especially when

the threat is founded upon what our
American friends call bluff. But I in-
trude upon an affecting domesticity. A
thousand pardons. Aw reveoir, Mad-
ame.”

He made a noiseless exit before the

R .
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him until I found him hese just now.
I_H

“You forget that I brought you home
from London because T objected to find-
ing you at probably the worst den in the
city with that man,” he said. “T've
driven him off .for the moment, by the
wildest kind of blind bluff, but he isn't
beaten. Lies will only make matters
worse. [ suggest that you tell me the
truth by way of variety, Lillian. Is it
true that you married some one else

while I was away, as he said he could
prove? Let me know the worst at once,
please. And I hope you realize the truth
would be advisable just now."”

Her lips were framing her denial when
Jubble appeared at the doorway. She
took the card from his salver mechan-
ically, and the room swam as she read
the name it bore. Anthony caught her
as she swayed, and took the card from
her hand. He read it aloud:

Walter Dennison!

(The fourth and concluding part of this story will be pubh.rhe‘d in the Second
March Number, on sale February 18.)

v g

THE ROSE O’ SHAME
By Dick R. Walker

INT your cheeks with the rose o’ shame;
"Tis the flower men buy with the reddest gold-
And wanton, harlot, and courtezan,
Have flaunted its bloom since the world began—
O rose o' shame as the centuries old!

*Tis the flower that bloomed ’neath the Eden-tree,
With the knowledge and passion that came to man,
Where once in your cheeks bloomed the lily-flower,
Now the rose o' shame knows a sultry hour,
O rose o’ shame since the world began ! ; .

ot

E are lots of hard falls but the man who falls over the big bluff he him-
self put up, gets the hardest fall of all.




“CHASTE LUCY”

OR
CHASING THE CHASER

ROM the avalanche of jingles which descended upon our defenseless heads,

F we are inclined to think that an anxious world has been awaiting “Chaste

Lucy’s” advent to display its poetic fervor in four-line effusions. Hun-

dreds, thousands, mil—no, not millions, though we almost said it. We instinctive-

ly think of millions when we contemplate the stack of mail, but truth compels

us to refrain, at least for another few days. Then, no doubt, “millions” will be
correct.

At any rate, there was quite enough to show us that “Chaste Lucy” had met
with instant popularity, and to enable us {o select the following offerings from
among those submitted.

Some of our readers expressed disappointment because we did not publish
any jingles in the Second February Issue, but as that issue went to press before

t the day of publication of the first issue in which the announcement of the contest
was made, naturally we had no jingles to publish, so we are sure that you will
understand, and we hope you will enjoy the following:

~ This is modest, even if unhygienic. Clear case for the S. P. C. A.
PWS A VACUUM-CLEANER WE SUSPECT THE COW
LWM#: from Lucy is so pure, so good, _
- WMW“ WW path. She really can’t endure :
ﬁ‘ﬁmmuaﬂmm To take a simple drink of milk -.
- Whene'er she takes a bath! . If she thinks it impure! 1

e Shile & WAt Or Mt . mmwummm
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Oh, tut, tut! :
RECOMMENDED FOR THE WIN
TER GARDEN ALSO

Lucy’s so chaste, in winter-time
Smoked glass her eyesight dims,

So she'll not have to gaze upon
The trees with naked limbs!

Remember, if you don't like these, we didn't
write 'em.
HOW ABOUT WHEN SHE DRAWS
IT OFF?
Lucy is so good, so pure,
She's never bold or shocking.
She even closes tight her eyes
W hen she draws on her stocking!

Well, we don't admire ‘em either—for
women.

AN UNPAID-FOR ADVERTISE-
MENT
Lucy is so good, so pure,
From wickedness she flees.
Her room must be quite dark before
She'll don her B. V. D.s!

Bowwow! IEvery dog must have its day.
GOING TO THE DOGS

To a dog-show once did Lucy go—
Her recklessness she rued.

A hairless dog from Mexico
Did shock much—"twas nude!

Can’t help wondering if he'd ever want to.

HE’S A SHAMELESS LITTLE BEG-
GAR
Lucy's so chaste, if Cupid bold
Should undertake to spear her,
Heé'd have to put on lots of clothes
Before he could get near her!

Well, we don't blame her.
high cost of living—
SHE WOULDN'T MARRY ONE,
EITHER
Lucy is so pure, so good
(To tell this we are glad),
She will not even eat an egg
If she thinks it is bad!

Still, with the

There are ten choice gems from the inspired pens of some of our readers.
In the next issue we shall furnish more if we are able to dig our way out from
the horde that threatens to overwhelm us (after our experience in digging
through these envelopes, we will be invaluable in the Sapper and Miner Corps
if the United States goes to war—the trench-diggers will have nothing on us).

Oh, but here is something we want to tell you. We do not wish any one
to think that we are ridiculing purity or chastity,. We respect and reverence
both. The “Chaste Lucy” whose characteristics are celebrated in rhyme is rep-

resentative merely of false modesty, of hypocritical virtue.

with such traits.

We've no patience

There was a time when the fact that ladies had legs was care-

fully concealed. Those were the days when a pale complexion, a bird-like appe-
tite, and an ability to faint on the slightest provocation were admired attributes

of womanhood. But the girl of to-day is different.

She can ride, row, swim,

play golf and tennis; she is healthy, full-blooded, vigorous. And she just

as innocent, even if far less ignorant.
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| For Sore Muscles

Sprains, Cuts, Bruises

here i1s an antiseptic
germicide and liniment—
Ab-
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one that is healing, cooling and soothing

sorbine, Jr., is more than a germicide, more than a
liniment—it is both., It means prompt relief from
aches and pains—it keeps little cuts and bruises
from becoming semething more serious,
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| TRADE MANK BIS. U3 PAT. OFT.

A g Frial tg.l l.fl.

L UiiFhans
] |

l-‘l-
is especially good for chaldren’s burts because it is so harm-
lesz and safe to use—made of pure herbs and rmr.uu- no
acids or minerals.

It is needed daily in and about the home—for the numerous
little hurts that come through werk in the kitchen and about
= e house, the stable, the garage and the grounds. Use and
prescribe Absorbine, Jr., wherever a high-grade liniment of
germicide is indicated,

To reduce inflammatory conditions—sprains, wrenches,

) _ %am[lcn yeins or glands,

= To reduce bursal enlargements and infiltrations. Absorbine, Jr., is a discutient and =
W= resolvent. =
B To M anywhere—its anodyne effect is prompt and permanent. %
= To spray the throat if sore or infected—a 107 or 209 solution of Absorbine, Jr, is B
= healing and soothing and will destroy bacteria, B
E  To heal outs, bruiscs, lacerations, sores and uleers.
Used by athletes the world over as an invigorating, antiseptic and soothing rub-dewn— =

keeps muscles right and prevents a second-day soreness and stifiness.

Ahiuhnc, Jr., is concentrsted, requiring only a few drops at an application snd
vetaining its germicidal powers even when diluted ome part Absorbine, Jr., te 100
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FRANCIS PERRY ELLIOTT'S NEW NOVEL

“THE VAGABOND DUKE”

IS UNIQUE. ITS ONE OF THE CLEVERES]
SPRIGHTLIEST, GINGERIEST LOVE-STORIES
YOU EVER READ. IT'S EVEN BETTER THAN
HIS FAMOUS YARN “THE HAUNTED PAJAMAS.”
AND IT'S PUBLISHED COMPLETE IN

THE MARCH “ROMANCE”

THIS IS BUT ONE OF A HOST OF STRIKING
FEATURES OF THIS ISSUE. THERE'S A RAFT
OF SHORT STORIES—THE SPIRITED KIND,
CROWDED WITH ACTION, AND WITH PLOTS
THAT ARE NOT HACKNEYED

SOME OF THE CONTRIBUTORS ARE:

J. ALLAN DUNN OCTAVUS ROY COHEN
ELLIOTT FLOWER J. U. GIESY

THOMAS GRANT SPRINGER DWIGHT L. CLARE

BARRY CONNERS THE GILBERTS

CHARLES WESLEY SANDERS ALAN FOX

C. H. DAVIDSON H. H. FARISS

ROBIN ANDERSON ELLA MORROW SOLLENBERGER

D™ USE THIS COUPON TO-DAY AND SAVE TWENTY CENTS "9

THE NEW FICTION PUBLISHING CO., 35 West j0th Street, New York.

. Enclosed find twenty-five cents, for which please send the March, April, and May
issues of Romance. I 1 like this magazine and wish to subscribe to it, you agree to count
this 25c. as paid on my subscription, and to send me the magazine for one full year for
$123 additional and let me keep these trial copies FREE.
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A NEW WAY

lo Get Your Clothes Free

NEW PLAN TO MAKE BIG MONEY
DURING YOUR SPARE TIME
omething different — better,
bigger, more liberal than any
A =] offer ever made. Wer prices—
-3 better clothes—biggercash prof-
) its— Express paid on everything,

Double Pay

FREE clothes and cash profits be-
sides. We don't ask you to use
your cash profits for your
¥ own clothes, Qurs is a new and
better plan.

An Extra Present with every order.
Not a prize scheme, Choose what
you want, wark for it and get |t be-
sides your Cash Profits.

Complete Outfit FREE, 1 tr-mx
stylizh, real cloth samples—@ifty
Fas‘u[on FPlates. Inside wholesale
prices, Everything FREE. Getinto
the big money-makiug class. Just
put your name on a_post card and

mail it to as
193, Ch

SPENCER MEAD £6 o
{DURO SHIRTS)
L wear like iron

\,ua.x.a.nv on rhis lox malkes possidis
tais affer of 3 DURO Guaranteed Shires
denit prepaid &y parcel post on receipl af
£2. Handreme 5l b ticincinded for name
f address of S friends. Mongy back if
; ieased. The biggestselllag and most
ox of shirts in the World, Advertiged
in SO le..img magasines. Guaramieed mol to
n - shrind, _m.:'e\i-ri:pim six mnu-i:m;lg; new
shirts free. Made of white perc with meat
Bl g MONEY BACK S o e Dt et i, Seat
eotor, samve size.  Coat style, cuffs attached, laundered and fashionable,
1 Sireslétol7. Skeeve 2 Tie s k wide-end four-in-hand of navy
1 biue silk poplin. A good box for the m ne\ and well worth a trial. Orcder
to-day. Hi ‘nf_,q hank r m,c‘ Caulog of Shirts of all kinds, Neck-
wear, Hosiery Toderwear, FPajamas and Nightshirs.
‘ Room 12B. éoootu. Acomuuv 158 E. 34th St., New York.
I The bLavpert wadi oyder shirt Rewse in the Wopid.

L

famous b

rm Over ears ) offers high e diamonds
: f:'. to wger eee ?ngmrh?lrhd -n;r‘gbatg t uurmm (]
e, Ty ware Tortied and now olrod 1 1o ok Sasid b
Write fﬂl‘ NW Bullotln ?:.-"3::--’ balle i of barpaloa.
It’s frve. No cbligation. lovestigste opportunity today— now
Mhl‘ Oﬁﬂ

Jos. Deﬂoy & Sons 17124 : "
'New Illustrated Book on

--*? Dru%!%ss Healmg
Notonecentto pay,elther

bligation; just
g&%@m&%ﬁ thi w:lmhh
‘Without Cost.

and You Keep This Superb

New Edison

An astounding offer—the great New

Edison with the new Diamond Stylus repro-
ducer and your choice of all the brand new Dinmond
Amberol Records will I.;- sent hr} on m:l;‘r::'enﬁ'l:l v_v(l
Denn e est. tlie best thy
bay -at ve?yd\?:r? g:mh“i‘ess than the price at w wh
nitations of the genuine Edison are o —
rock-bottom offer direct us,

Entertain Your Friends

Hear all the latest up—tu—dﬂe song hits of

big cities. Laugh until the tears sirenm down
:ll.;flr l'gu-e from langhing at the fuum- st ol'rsllthln!
showa. Entertain your family and your frieuds with Sn:d
thing from Grand Opera to Comic Veudeville — then if y
choose, send the outfit back (o us at our expense.

Rock-Bottom Direct Offer

b m \\ m.
on wish to keep Mr. Edison's super!
-h\!:w“nt. send us only £1.00 after the fml;:
balance on the easiest imd of monthly paymen d St
Think of it —a $£1.00 pnrment. and a r. w u":l‘ h;:
month to get this brand new style outfit—the i n::u‘;m tytue
reproducer, the mu=ical qualit 7—the same Diamo o)
Records—all the musical resuits of the highest price ou

T e et e o e s frvw triai fiest] No
T v o hocp tho instrument.  pememenmni
Our New Edison rx B
Catalog Sent Free Eds 2
o ?_':*:'::::zgggg_f: 2/ =
ﬁ:— R me your New Edieon Catz,
lasts.

P T e
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Typewriter Sensation

Ling Space Gt

Platen Rele
For Wriling e
Ruled L

Shitt Leck

Greatest Typewriter
Bargain Ever Offered

Only $2.00 a month until the bargain price of
$20.60 is paid and the machine is yours. This
startling offer has astounded the typewriter world,
Absolutely the greatest typewriter bargam ever of-
fered. For a short time o
of these standurd

uzieke Model No. 3
WRITING 1V10Q€1 INO.

typewriters at this exceptional price, Perfect ma<
chines, not damaged or shop worn. Complete outfit,

I offer a limited number

cover, tools, instructions, ete. Macline of standard
i but hght weight and portable, key ird  of

ard arrangement, writing the full 84 ¢ cters,
two _color nbbon, tabular, back spacer 4 on

miled Jines: in fact, every ' late style feature and
modern operating t.Ol'l\‘Ll‘lltﬂ\: at less than a third
of the regular price, and each letter visible as printed
and all previous writing completely visible atg all

times.
You Take

F REE Tria NO RISK

My brand new Model No '3 affer but fur $20.00—and only §1.00 pir
month, '
I wan't let you buy this typewriter before von see it, I want
you to b nhsolate il that thisis the gris R
writer bargain eéver « M yon ha fthe sl
a typewrdter you should acoept this amazing offe
not squal this wonderful value anywhore. Whent!
arvives doposit with the express agunt 2500
mnchine fop five dayw’ trial, 1f yoa aré convin
best ty pewriter yon ever saw  kéep itand aend 0 nmonth
until my bargnin price Is |-nl . ;! yon doo't want it, return to
the express sgont, receive yonur 8.00and he returos the machine
to me, 1 will pay the retarn express charges. This machine Is
gusranised Just as |l you paid $100.00 lor It.

Only 100 A7ivFice

There I no Ilm fo lose, FHI In the coupon and mall 18 today

wure, The ty}'u-writ:. r will be shipyes] promptly. Thoro is no
resl tape—no solicitors—no iolleotors o chattel mortgages, [t
18 simply onderstood that I retiin Cile 0o e maching untlf fhe
fuil G ispald, You cannot lowe. 1 is the greatast iype-
uflnr opportunity you will aver have.

- = e TOSr Out—Mall Today- - — = — e .

ty pewriter
nd ke the
(lm:. lu¥a the

For Trial Boiile

(Regqular 25¢S1ze)

You have never
seen anything like |
this before ‘

The fiacrancy of theusands of vlossoins 10 &
vial 3 owchen Bzn i toid eaguiste prifame
WEdrlce v r produced

;-send Only20¢|
|

TEADL MARNK RLGETIRED
-

eger

Flower Drops

$1.00 an ounce at deslers or by tmail.  Send
cherk, sanips noiey oriier  Odors  Lily of the
Valley, Nure, Vielet, Mon Ao, Money back
8ont pleaseld Pu Irmited fae Fou Ay gt
& regulas T Blie fexact siee ol pletmia) top
200, wilvey or plampe,  Send wodey -
PAUL RIEGER 308 Virst Blr"l. &u Vranrloes
Paiis ¥ FRANUIBOO
Gurden Qusss and Men Amaur we w-b— wlirs  Sead
» betils of ssab, SPECIAL: Sesd Bl Sewveslr bex,

EXACT SIE 25‘30“""_[ ’I"ndm tho bottles

WILL SEND MY

25¢ BOOK Improve Your Face

By Making Faces—for

10¢c —stamps or coin
This book containg a complete course of
Instructions in Physioal Calture for the Faoe,
More than 90,000 pergons are following thiws
instructions to<day. They will do more to
bufld beauty than all the paint asd powder
in the world, for they get right at the root
of your facial defects, and overcomne them,
Not simple or sllly. Just physiesl eafimre
appiind to the facisl musclés) commun sense
—that's ail, [f you want (o improve yopr looks, send 100 for bhis
book, to-day, at once, while it's on your mind,

PROF., ANTHONY BARKER
5548 Barker Bidg., 110 W. 42nd St. NEW YORK CITY

H. A. SMITH, 540—231 N. Fifth Ave., Chicago, Ill,

Ship me your Model No. & F. 0. It Uhleago, as deseribed in

| thin advertisemvnt. T will !uur Yon the ¥4,00 balnnce of (hi
BUECLAL #2960 parchase price ot the rate of #4400 0 yonth.

| The titie to remain in yowantl) faily pabl for. ¥t in understond

| that | have five dnays (n which to examine snd try the types
writer, If1choows not to keop UL will carefally repack {8 anid

l return At to the express agent. Tt 15 anderstood that yon give
the standan] guatantee Tor He yoar.

‘ Name e g 1 . e W A
| Addrass

L

-—————————

e e e e

ADay

FOR YOUR
e SPARE TIME

Hnndmdn of our agents
w day in their spare time. wmb-b-

ing that and are M ing theirown

"{l'.. “na l'ulm a ul wﬂﬂg
1, ¥

=ur ne’w ln %
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) I MAKE DRAFTSMEN|— —

1

t.’l‘»ll.‘\ntlr.‘ Ia'll H- x-ln‘f home stu § .I,---.- 1.'_-:..-“ l
that ahould quickly place you in the ny lLiass (.lll"l I‘ll[]ll'lt(}
No Expenence Is Necessary : Chicago Engineering Works

) Depl. 377, 45 -Om-m (h
m begin with me. M :A-:r,hnu is plain, -\\T'uzt ‘J ¢ “N“

gimple, ea: .1, |',I ting in its practical interest., From the very
firsat you can feel yourse n ASINE 1N P |n r and ]ushlg_r. of this won-
derful profession—now in universal demand at splendid pay.

FREE—~$17 50 DRAWING OUTFIT

If you enroll now 1 -.nl pn sent you with a magnificént Set of Imported Drawing Instrument
the same kind as 1 use! rite for my free book and full particulars of my cial reduced t ifer a
ment terma. You can pay .Lw:. at & time while learning. My great book \xnlnmn\ OUr eves :nd coupon.

Chief Engineer, Chicago Engineering Works, 455 Cass St., Dmpl.' 373 Ch.ir:ago, lll

anything

h‘:«

S My Facial Beauty Exercises
ShOl"t -StOl’Y wntlng \\'ilyl make you look many years

A Fuurw of forty lessona in the history, younger.
Short Htf!-w!;‘)rutl:u'ulxldtn}“rl::-ugl0183'1; Won't you let me tell you how
Esenwein, for years Ldamrur Lippineott’s yvou can remove wrinkles and
One student writes:— " Before completing restore the fresh c Tm_-lr:xi- nas Al
the lessons, raceived over §1,000 for manu- contour of girlhood as thousand
script sold to Woman's Home Companiom, of others have done?
Picterial Review, McCall's, and other ' \: . L ‘.I ¥ ¢ L o
g . Write today for my new
Also cuurnes in Photoplay Writing, Versa- FREE booklet. If you will “'.I.]
fication and Poetics, Journalism. In all, me \\hd{ improvements you would
over Ona Hondred Courses, onder profes- = " e " i
Dr. Essawsis  Sors in Harvard, Brown, Comell, other like, I can write you more help-
leading colleges. fully
250-Page Catalog Free. Please Address 1 TH
The Home Correspondence School Suit Clgf G IR ‘;l: le;{,m}:ﬁﬁmco
Dept. 136 B. P. Springfield, Mass. s AR P e

Thke fret wemman €2 feach Sciontvfic Facinl Exerciie

REDUCE YOUR FLESH

C< WMFORT, beaith and fashion demand right physical propor- | |
tlons. You ean reduce the flesh an your entire body, or any
part, by wearing ooe of Dr. Jeanne Walter's famons rubler gar-
ments for men and wonén A few hours
aday.
The safe and guick way to reduce is
by porspiration. Endorsed by leading
delane,
FROWN ERADICATOR ‘. $2.00
CHIN REDUCER . 2.00
NECK AND CHIN IIEDUCER 3 00
BUST REDUCER . « 5.00
ABDOMINAL HEDUCEI! « 8.00
Also Union Suits, Stockings, Jackets,
ete., for the purpose of reducing the
flesh any where desired. Invaluable to
those sulering from rheamatism, |
Writoat once for further particulars. | |

Redu DR. JEANNE F. WALTER asocial accomplishment orior
::;e rm.:'])‘;-,ﬂv';:.sg;?—? 1nventor and Patentes |  Practise in_spare time whenev

how Q W mru
Obla[n Iree bnok shn )I'h! w QUINN
METHOD saves three-quarters of time and money
nsually necessary to learn ‘rn- or organ. S '"";5 ’

vethed, i

fic and_systema atic methe 0] ;ned‘ practicalant
ully ovsed by Dr. Qu_nu
orsed h quu_ng

. 4th Jults nfe!uldren Spocial terms this mo
famons redacing rabber 353 Fifth Avenue, st a en. Special to this men
with eoutil back. 8rd door Easz, gl.c"{ym.. FREE beok “Haw to Les

Nox 650-TC, C 'llitﬂllo'

SENT ON APPROVAL—N
1 O
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MAKE Moutv msa: DROP DEAD ONES. AWAKE ! ' LEARN the NEW
py AG E NTS GRAB THIS NEW INVENTION 1 o
® THE 20th CENTURY WONDER E

B Get started in an honest, clean, reliable, money-making busm:s-. Sold nn !r
a money-back guarantee
World's mnglonl ft realized by this new invention. The BLAOCKSTONE t
WATER POWEF. VAOUTM MA BBAGE MACHINE for the homa, No cost to
operste.  Lasts lifo-time. Price within reach of sll, Mo competition. New field,
t\w buslness. That's why it's easy. Removes blackheads, wrink
rt of the face or body and brings back Nature’s beauty. E
lng oclors nml masseura. Listen: Parker, Okl
Margwarth writes, *'I am making !lJ 00 pe J
12, second A6, thi Behermerhorn, Ia., orders elg u. duzeq machines firet B
4 month, Bhaffer, s Ysolling 4 outof & 5 d ynstrations, Vaughn, Wash.,
M orders one doze our days Jater wires “'Ship 8 dozen by first express,” Bpaln,
8 Tenn., started h sample. Orders ono deozen, then 8 dozen, next d dozen. Lewls,
™ Ind., 80lls 3 machines first hour. BSays ** Best artic le he ever saw for merit and J§
mopey- making,” No experlence necessary. Territory with protection give niree
to notive workers. Nothing in the world like it. Hest agent'sarticle Bvurlnvcnmd
Weownall U, B, m.l foreign
pulrnl,-l. Big ‘book entlt lod, BB
“The Power and the Love}
of Besuty and Health’ ' Froe,

| Por

Ju"-mr-.

WO U y D; YO p DONT YOU LIKE
R e e e fien . Ty

You can have thc same
L‘QHNEEN. a hair food
Iy produce thick

any orh—r Sll‘ll lvpc-wntpr if by
doing thiz and rendering other smalil
assistunce, yvou could e y have one
l‘ui-n-r‘ 18 your ownl Then by post

sr!nnfr cach day,
yebeows and

asy 10 apply—si Lashnoon

card or letter to us stmply say *Mait tormula. One box i ou will meed.

GWE“ uliiy Not sold at D M;wn .‘n 7 of 3¢ coit
You and two cents postage, money order

WGODSTOCK TYPEWRITERHCG Dept. M 223, Chicago, Il ASHNEEN COMPANY. (Dapi. 245, Philadsiphis.

s FACTORY TO RIDER THE SABO PAINLESS
styles, colors and sizes. (Greatly improved: prices re-

R tost Our big FREE catalog shows ererebing hew | remove superfiuous hair, PERMANENTLY and PAINLESSLY. Xo

Saves you big money. Buy direct and save 8§10 to 820 on HA'R REMUVER
duced. Other reliable models, #11.95 up. WE DELIVER
in bivyecles and sundries. Write for it. TIRES, lamps,

a bicycle. RANCER BICYCLES now come in N
 FREE to you on approval and 3 doys trialand riding Only instrument ever devised to

wheels, parts and supplies at half wsial prices, drags. Nocbhemicala. Entirely nutomotic. A # bill brings this Par-
Do mot buy a I:I«:}n le, ltlr. ] n; sundries until you cel Post, with money-back guarantee. Toilet necessity, Deseriplive
write and learn our wonderful new offers, low prices
libernl terms. A postal brlngu evorsthing. Write now, folderand information FREE,
MEAD CYCL é DEPT. K- 213 CHICAGO | RABOMFG.CO., 8116 W, 25thATREET,CLEVELANILONTO

. Paya YoquSh aMle 5:;:5'\.Il1‘:: STAGE
A ‘ 5

“ﬁ* t"““me b“‘h“;;f‘fﬂt:l I tell you how! Fascinating profession for
U & % g > either sex. Big salaries, Experience un-
necessary. Splendid engagements always
waiting. Opportunity for travel. Thesa«
trical agents and authorities endorse my
methods. Thirty years' experience as

d performer. Illustrated
| book "All Mout Vaudeville” zent FREE,

Frederic La Delle, Bta. 75 Jmhon.

FREE iz Wanted: An ldea

coat you & penny on Lhis o i ur. nts
today fur particulars. Do it ROW

| $150 to $300 a Month

Mr gradcat " CemT N from

pay only a

Genuine 'i.achnite Gems'

or, Betin solid gold,
] eutrars. W il rtand
ry nt astoend-
ITE TODAY.

epb 1223

F

Who ean think of some simple thing to patent? Pro-
tect your fdeas, they may biring you wealth. Wreite
for “Needed Inventions™ and lists of Patent Buyers,

RANDOLPH & CO., Pat. Attorneys, Dept. 278, Washington, D. C.

Write T "Hend for my tree Book
an drafting !!iunmmxwmn Writa now.
Chief Draftsman nob.. Diy 125
L Enginesr's

POWER FOR YOU\

Power from within! Strength that is more

thivn mere misoular stre nglh —the strength of Letter

health, iiant nerva force—ihe strength ol keen

relish. Writo and find out what vibration will do

for yon. Drive out that tired tecling!

Write for FREE BOOK

™ Just fmu- name and address on & letier or n post
oard is pnough, and we will send you abwolntely free

and prepald our new book ““Health and Besuiy.™

Its FREE—If you writs nt onee,

I.h&!r'n Sllﬁ Co., 1100 5. Wabash Ave.,

DO YOU LIKE REAL
“FASCINATING”

Piotures, Books, Novelties, ete.] We have
the “'niftlest” out. just the kind yon ke
Sond dimes for good samples and € nml--ﬁ
with nearly 100 {llustrations of beautifu
girlz In " bewitching poses” ste. You'll
waut move alfter seeing samples.

WILLIAMS PUR. CO.
4005 K Indiana Ave,,

IT l?nl e Bl Dnok
1 lﬂ.ln' 0 Secrvis of the Harem 14 #6 in Parla
‘lﬁm m Fortune Tellin 1 ammm m!l et .Gw 1dob B8 Amoerican War Sloriea
Quids o I?’ 1 Dotective B W‘. 20 Connndrams Bpecial Beervta 00 Doctor's !zivlb Boak
§ Bow u Guide $o Bliguette 31 White Slave Oirls a Spisituslisn Ex'pd 61 Svcrvis for Married People

Not Less than 10 Books Seld, WYDE BOOK CO., Dept. 123, 3348 Lowe Ave., Chicago. :
Nearly everybody reads Snappy Stories ’
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NO MONEY

ST SEND US YOUR NAME
Allh ADDRESS, and we will
.\ approval, st our
jamond Ring,

VEry churgws pre-
!nnhno Neo. His Loftia
Perfecton' $60 D

You Pay Nothing _&¥
Not One Cent

untll you see (LI- beagtiful Diss
.

. Wao wantyou to compars
i We want you o Judge the rin
after you seo it, nr.}

t b m‘unsnl stomerd in any
Arwe £ity storee Yoo amume no
, {,- wa send yvn the ring be-
e wu ‘ ny. IMMEDIAT ELH
DN RECEIP" OF OUR NAME, wo wi
t a spocial Dlamond for yoo. mount it

in :H har \( solid gold, ense it o a hand-
o t ring bax.and send (o you pre-
ou_find 11 to be mll that we

Meuts your expectstions in
eve rv way, and if you are -Iwwlmnly Batin-
fied) that i is an unusual Io
and kesp the ring, then iu a montl
inx & tota) of 550)
the Fing ts yours. That’s Lhn"l

tem’"—which means n square nn.l RD“I!L
Wnle_for our Free Catalog ?“"‘“‘““""

Huatrationa of Dia

olry, Silverwsre, Novelties, cir l: tel
sl about our sasy credit plan. W

LOFTIS BROS. & CO. \

The Old Reliable Diamond and Watch Credit Housa \
Eutablished 1858

(A fnshs'unshk game)

If Jour mind is weary with ordinary things
play “Touring,” the latest and most ingenious o
all enrd games. So realistic and exciting that you
can almost smell the gasoline and attempt to rub
the dust out of your eyes.

You ean hardly kccp Jour temper when you
find you are out of “gas,' have a puncture or ex-
ceed the speed limit, Tt has been promounced
better than Auction Bridge or Poker.

Write for it now and be ready for the next
roiny day or dull evening,

100 H aphed cards in an attractive box.

WALLIE DOIIII GAME COMPANY
35 Murray Street, New York

AcE 50
35000

AGE 40-3800

s N
AGE 30-3 700
AGE 20 $ 600

~or down?

AGE 50-$500

ERE is your future charted for
you, based on the actual average

earnings of trained and untrained men.

Whic h way will you po—up, through training, toa
position that means good money, or dowwn, through
fack of training, into the ranks of the poorly paid ?

It rests with yow. And moev js the time to
decide. Not next year, not next month, but noawv.
You can get the training that will command a
trained man’s salary, The International Corre-
spondence Schools have helped hundreds of thou-
sands to qualify for advancement. Let them show
Jyou how you can prepare yourself, in your own home,
for the position you want in the work you like best.

Just mark and mail this coupon. It will be the
first step upward. Mark and mail today.

L C. 5., Box 3502, Scranton, Pa.

B ot e CUT OUT HERE o= o o e s il

| INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

| Box 3502, SCRANTON, PA.

Explain, without obll
I position, or in the subject, before which I mark X.

ELECTRIOAL ENGINEER [JADVERTISING MAN *
L) Window Trimmer
‘-hnw L& -t\l Writer

do gn Painter
fLII l 57 R \ OR

ting me, how T ean qualify for the

Electric Lighting

Electric Car Running

_l“:lcctric Wiring
elephone Expert

MECHANICAL ENGINEER [ DESIGNER

Mechanical Draftsman _‘I.IOUL KEEFER

Machine Shup Practice isnrnu:nﬂhu and Typlat

Gas Enginee Cert. Public Accountant
OIVIL l’\bl!l(lll Railway Accountant

I

|
I

|
P TR et
lurgist or pector Tencher I
|

|

I

d

|

ONARY FNGINEER Common School Subjects
mﬂa?gs;-u jhl\'lL SERVICE

[
I
|
|
I
|
I
| ECencrete Bailder
|
I
|
|
|

ARCHI Rallway Muil Clerk
Contractor and Builder - %&LULT&EINC
Aschitecty ftaman ]
= patider Textile Oversoer or Supt.
Structural neor !Invu:‘m a::l.-:
UHMBING KATING
s'?.n ll;-n‘: w:rl‘n AUTO RUNNING mm-
SALESMAN. Auts Repairing
Name
S Employer.
S t
&‘ﬂ-
w State
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Sgnt;lﬁ'R_EE
= @ LAW

e~ Course On Approval

Not one ponnsy Get t} ia;gnntnxt'l:m.f-mclyrn:r-m
law—in

LI lnbmry the most
, individual les-
demmmond of the

t foarteen-yy,
t

AW — 5 a Yy -. e—without uny cbligation,
The Bread of Denﬂslry is Pyorrhea Law Offers You Success
(Sometimes called Riggs Disease) Hooome i lawyer and success swalts you-—§s.000 to 10,000 yeurly.

ona for legally
in pluin langus
by bench, bar cod eo
the Btate of I

d men now O,
rl:w profcssors
RS,

i to confer on our
LL JH Ou ursa

§s characterized (among other symptoms) by
bl.eedmg discolored gums, receding gums, sensitive
teeth, bad breath and n.naJ.fy loosening and dropping
out of the teeth.

DO YOU KNOW that 90 per cent of the people have
it in the first, second or third stage —

DO YOU KNOW what causes it or what a terrible
menace it is to your health— You should know how
to recognize Pyorrhea when you see it and how to
prevent and overcome it,

SEND ME YOUR NAME and without obligation

‘The LaSulle Cours
in biy oni vorsition; en _{.
We nre aothorized b
graduntea ithe degreo of B e of La
prepares you to pass the bar examinet in soy state, &
you il we gunranteo to con h yoB without charge antil
rucceaaful. We have not on rocord m single instancs of a
graduate who took a examingtion and fzlled,

I-'REE Complete Course in Public Speaking

pared by Dr. Frederick B, Robinson, Professor of Pubile
Spen.k.lnu. Colloge of City of N. Y. ete. No other course like §
today for § Limit Offer. o

3““ tkigd | tﬂu uenttl you }'Bl-;é:; m 1115.;:1—':-:‘}-.1 —weito et —45"""
et about 8 most common ut rea i dis- Ben l'ﬂ'ﬂ d
ease of the gums. Also testimonial letters from s“n "n "n"n postal, an Ic ulwcfgrr:w;:}dgvng-?:r:

hundreds of people who have treated themselves at
home avolding pain, loss of time, expensive treat-
ment and false teeth. 25 years’ success.

DR. F. W. WILLARD,E-538, Powers Bldg., Chicago, Ill.

mail fall culars of our remarknble free on approval oifer und
our wonderful free book **Guide to the Luw®’ showing how to stud
law n:uham I auogct m-umglatw&mll anve ym) than h
your tuition. 5 or I3 sul withdrawi [ time,
withoat notice, w

LaSalle hhlulon I.Inlursltv. Dept. 388-C Chicags, ML

: 100 |
One Dollar—Only a Dollar!

The price of ten sodas !

N —a bunch of violets.
N —a sticky novel setting forth the actions of a young lady after she ceases
| \\ to be a lady.
| %, \ —"Young Man—do you waste the money you spend on her in this fashion?"

-, .
| . \_  Stop it—
| AN Clip this coupon and the THEATRE MAGAZINE will give her four
K months of revel in Stageland—or it will come to you; whichever you

,a '.'- --'- N 88}’.' a_» ¢ - >
Ty, TR Y 1 When you visit New York, where do you want to go first?—To !
'a_z’o,“ N the theatre, of course.
)';" g L N What plays will you see—How will you know about them?—
. Ty . In the Theatre Magazine, of course,
%"95 LR B, o All the latest productions reviewed in pen and Eiclun‘_s.
g&‘ e s Lad et A \ Full pages describing the plays, act by act. xquisite
" & e B s photographs of all the favorites; over 100 of them in
B 4;.# s, f_’ %g \\ each issue. Pin a dollar bill to the coupon.
= e e %,
R - o?*’:,& S The ThHeatre ﬂlaga}mz
3 S '\ 9 West 38th Street - - New York City

Up-to-date women read S;;pr Stories. Others don’t ,
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Try This Just 5 Days ]Swﬁifml
Eyf‘- 7

T Ses whet it will do for your complex-
ion before you send a cent of money.

If you don’t see a noticeable im-
provement in your skin within 5 days

return at our expense. You risk
nothing—have mothing to lose—are
under no obligation miu) and if the

Newlife Vacuum Massag

frentment will do half as mugh for ycm
as it has for the many who have used
it, you will be glad to know It and glad
yon tried it
Thiz treatment is the truly scientific.
method, lHterally puts new life into
the skin by stimulating circulation,
The new blood sweeps away im-
purities, builds up wastad tissues,
brasces weakened musclea, croatos new
cella, gives you new youthiuluess.

Just to introduce the New- $
\ hifeV acuum Massage Machine 5

we shall sell it for a limited
time for only

With évery machine
purchased we shall
send absolutely free

No ElectricCurrent Required of charge:

1 fali size cake of Newlife Facial Soap
1 full size jar of Newlife Massage Cream
Ll l'mlul Soap, made after a tnmous formula, will
wur skin. The Newlife Massage Cream, not

Waltham

Hamilton

Howard
Elgin

Illinois, Rockford
11 Are 19216 Models.

affer NO #2.75
'-ﬂOHEY f_r't A MowTsl

FOUEE. Dot & ¢
d whiten the sk
roddy glow of vig
Newlile Outfit inelude

Free Medical Advice For One Year

_trouble by an authorized medieal praetitioner.

Simply say: “Send your Outiit,” and we
‘o express or post prepaid. If you want
ordering, simply write.

Nen life Massage Company, Inc.
332 Livingston Sirset Brooklyn, N. Y.
Tarvitorinl Reprasentatives Wanted

mbination wiil give you the natural
alth nnd beauty, In addition each

»)

¥ - ' And I sm the first man In the econntry &
the NEW 1916 MODELS of Ame

N el e e e be-ra-e e 4 known watches. [ have them al
ducts of the world's most famc
watches are by no means all,
the very Iatast style mountings §

D
and the most up-to-date pwers af exquisite
Jowelry. Whether you buy for eash or credit, the prices sre right.

I Smash the Terms!

My Square Deal mothods-—my high grade, well known merchandise, my
Jiberal policies, right prices, lowest terms, have earnod me my title—-
“* Terms Smashing Miller."” No eatalog poblished offers puch remarka-
ble values. such mnsshing terms, as our brasod pew 1918 Froe Book.

30 Day Free Trial

Express Paid in
No Money Down 5305555 6 ve
That Is the test that tells. Suppose you weat & watehl Any wake,

ny ease. 1 have ¥ for you--—just the watrh thal
WX Expn Prepaid

-
§ oy .
on Can I;y sny one of Amerios's best Anown Simepleces for 9 :hn
A Fres Trial, & Full Manih to Carry It In Your Pockel.

et~
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No References Demanded —An Open

The mame oredit you grt from your grocer Lberally and

‘mﬂnt cheerfully given. Arrapgements are made for an Dpen

Atcount a8 soon as you write. No rel tape, no publicity. noigs, nor onl-
.

loctors. Every transsetion sirictly confidential aFyaNEan

Send This Today v~ 7 SCERN, |

601 MILLER BLDG.
DETROIT, MICH.
Iﬂ-ﬁhleﬂﬂncﬂlbhld ver printed. Dewr Sivy Please send
& .QJI.IIIQ o.m withoot cast or oblige-
of America’s best known watches. The ¥ Hoa, yeur Big Book oo all

O B T B e B, B T e MR e B PR w e e O

SATISFY THE MOST INTIMATE CIGARETTE DESIRE
You put ene beiween your lips, you llght jt—and
you are happy ! You percelve unexpected differ-
cnees in this perfection of cigarette n'l L
Perfumed—with gold tips,
25¢ for 10 in
“THE VANITY CIGARETTE BOX WITH THE MIRROR™

AT YVOUR DEALER'S ov veail erders direct to

CHALKIADI CO., Inc., 503 F‘i& Ave., llnrYdCiv

ine and & yast Msortamen "nu-u.nmhmm aad full
dm-‘b-ﬂn,dlumo information on your !l‘u-
wasiest and most liberal terms. & meal, ¥o Muney Dewn asd 30
foday and get s letter o Day Trial Plao.

g
gg .

L= 1 i -




N $75 TO $300 A MONTH

= pac .

PLACET

MICHIGAN STATE AUTO SCHOOL
163 Aaio Bldg., 11-19 Sclden Ave., DETROIT, MICH.

. A Book for

Brides and Wives

i “The Science of a New Life”

By JOHN COWAN, ML D.

i S
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J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING COMPANY

138 ROSE STREET NEW YORK CTY
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Without Disfigurement or Pain
SODETHEL a specialiet’s remady, perme~
p-nily dries up Moles and other growths.
Lonves 3o sear, Safe palaless, o Suliure.
Seqd tar free Dockiet giving full perticaiacy

Adivee WML DAVES, ML DL
- No. 3 Saate Street, Perth Amboy, N 1L

Youamumm-ﬂ
be seen by over a quarter of a millice
live, up-to-date Americans,

MARK A SELSOR, Adv. Mgr.

The New Fiction Publishing Cov
35 West 39th Se, New York
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Have Your Suit Made
To Order and Take

] ] %
Wirite for 1t tnday—toarn £ sbant s 1 4ooe R, B
Lf cogvenient

The day of imperfect
hearing is past. cience rivals nature in
the marvelous new 1916 Mears Ear Phone, “Intensitone’
model—the world's greatest hearing deviee. It trunsmits
scund withogt blur. Write todsy for our 15 days’ free trial offer.

Perfect Aid to Hearin

Mears is the only scientifie instrument for the des mar-
wulonsty covers 56 degreea of sound, every mange of tone of h:a;mlzt.u ar.

I

tria) offer and low direct Inbaora
to New York call for demcnstration.

MEARS EAR PHONE CO., Ine.
Desk 1493, 45 W.34th St., New York

—————e
——

Try It FREE] | -
3 World Famous
Visible Oliver Typewriter

't pay rent: dom't buy a “"hlind,**
r. Own this genuine O le
P No agents: you make this
extra profit. Free trial. Write for facts and price.
TYPEWRITERS DISTRIB. SYNDICATE
M- K Wabash Ave., Chicago

FREE DIAMOND
—— RING OFFER

Just to advertise onur famons Hawatian im. dia-
mond e greatest discovery the world has
ever known., We will send absolutely free this
14k, gold f. ring. set with a 4k Hawaiian fm.
di pid—in beantifal ring-hox, postage paid.
iz 12 satisfactory pay postmaster 81.25 to
er postage, borxing, advertising, handiing,

A

RN 3

Here it is—the biggest sensation in
the history of high class tailoring]
Think of getting a suit tailor made
strictly according to yourownindivid-
measurements and having six
whole months to pay forit! Yes, no
matter who you are, where you live,
or what yon do, we will make you the
finest, the richest, the snappiest suit
Euu ever saw and give you an entire
alf year to pay for it!_ Don’t miss

amazing opportunity.

§ave Half

You actually and positively get the

suit at about half of what it
. would ordinarily cost you! OQOur
tremendous woolen buying gives us
the pick of the world's greatest mills
at lowest prices known., Therefore
we can cut the price in half and still

. M not satisfactory return at our expense B = "
and wmaney refunded. Only 100 rings 2iven mway give you six months topay. Don't buy
Send wo woury. Answer quick. Send sigeoffinger, cheap “ready mades” and pay double

our price. Don't pay other tailors two
times 3s much as we charge.

“Only $2.50 Per Month

You wear the suit while paying for it
Paymenta eo marvelously easy you
won't miss the money. We trust you
absolutely, Your word is all the se-
curity we ask. No reference, no red
tape, no delay, no eollectors. Nostrings
attached to this credit whatever. It'as

KRAUTH & REED, Dent. 10, Masonic Temple, Chicage

My Magazine Investing for Profit

REE For Six Months

Send me your name and address right Now and [ will send you
INVESTING FOR PROFIT magazine absolutely free tor six months.
1t vells how to get the uimost carnings (rom your money—how to
tell good Investmenti—how to pick the most profitable of sound

i to use as freely as you wish,
5 Investments. It gevesls how bankers and capitalists make §1 . Eﬂ't class ua with ordinary tailoring
: in fact, gives you thevitalinvesting mforml'uon bhouses. We are “'different]” You'll be

delighted. -
@ most
Get This Free sumptaods
Bty
Sample Book [ »i*
lished —our 1916 Spring and Summer
Style Book] See the actusl cioth sam-
ples of most beantiful weaves and pat-
terns—the newest and latest, Also
illustrations of choicest designs ’
from world’s greatest style
centers, You'll
at this wonderful book.

Send Coupon_

Bl doit NOW! - Gl the mag-
pificent free sty bx

growto

thar shanid enable you 1o make your money grow »
ately. I hsve decided this month to give 500 six-month subscrip-
tions to INVESTING FOR PROFIT free. Every copy is

Worth At Least $10

0 every investor—perhapesa fortnne. Bend your name snd address
}:o"r. ‘mention this paperanl get s free introductory subseription.
Conditions may prevent repeatiog this oller, Betfer take 1t now.
You'll bewiliing to pay 10¢a copy aller You have read it six mopths,

H. L. BARBER, Pub., 415, 30 Jackson Blvd., Chicago

book and
our
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SNAPPY STORIES

- Most Remarkable

ADVERTISER

Bargains Ever Offered

Seamless Brussels Rug

No, ME177. Mag-
'r.texlr\l ¥

¥ c.:amlwc-a E
TUR in two siz .u

|
:

5-Pleceo, 2-Inch Post

afe;
ft, ord ft. 6In, full size.
4 Green or Vornis Martin,

75¢ :"...h

at o urrr.\v

Steel Bed Dutfit Baruamm

onk arms;

l'mnl S lfh-n! and
top ralls and side wings
richly carved. Seat
and ‘)

b ste

n
l h lonth

Wood fibra
lnd moas ﬁll-

Sohd Dak Dining T_ahle Baruam

MK181. Gol
‘Lm I.lm

out. Thia
iz an clo-
eant Din-
ing Table, ong

ur
of mirror

ers at top of

am No. .
namalﬂ Tub s Ashirtca~
n:;lty. of Lo
I

, Fi 2
ural color and bound
F by 8 steel hoops. 4-
pronged, 10-in, ey-
presa dasher block,

| that will grace any base, two full
fl dining room. length drawers
real bargsin 3% | polow. A real

],J.J.rtm u:s re« | barguin at our
marksbly low romarkably

low price of
ohl¥.eee. 5968

Here is perfect credit and the most wonderful bar- 3.Pm

gains everofle Remember, we gay to you, “"Order =
any of these bargains and send no money with your :'.“u
order—not one cent—gee before you buy.” Hartman's ANEEE
Mammoth Organization, with its §10,000,000 Capital and =3
Resourees, makes it EASY for every one to furnish the =
home completely ot 'C;‘JALLEST COSTandon termspos- A
itively unappro by sny other concern in the world e

Hartman Will Trust You { i '

Nomatter who you are or where you live. The proof
is on this page. Order any of the articles shown here
and it will be ghipped to yon at onee without one penny
sent in advance] USE IT AS YOUR OWN FOR 80
DAYS, If not fully convinced that it is ths most
remarkable bargain you ever heard of, return it at
H::.IRTMA'\ 2 ﬁ'a:ghl exl:enaa both wur\nalnr.l tha |r1'il
will cost you pothing. you are perfectly satisflec 7
keep the goods and pay for them in small monthly sums. Hegry wacliprings, Complen

x4 in,, 2 roomy book enda,

Bnlm fitted to genuing quarter-sy

$1.00 2o
- Month
Na, ME184. Cholea quality solid ook, fomed finish,

Tin, emnmlnunh:-l Pcmel.
o8 of book onds match panéln on ehairs, Chal

cats and backs uphalstosed with imitation Spanich leas
lﬂ-..-"...-u‘ll.“

onk nrmn. #'4 in.

FREE—Hartman’s Mammoth Bargain Book

We aruhlo but one of thess hargaing to each family at these nr%?z:n%msht when ran et our Mam-=
C

e )ir a t WITHOUT RE TON—und | h
'?h ".'Anrw\wf.\noah. BOOK 1a uniike all others. Hondreds of A ey Tl

'A""nﬂ-*--.......... as¥iasburrarions prenns she Fpasnagl aesabarEae y
|+ PARRESCARA S e e A ) Lul.». SS04% e AamaRml L

bargaina in Forsiture, Rugs, Carpets, Draperies, Beds, .Fw.my. ( waa. Sewing ilnchmn,

_ N P e Send fm' i:m-'tumn %&mq
HARTMAN FURNITURE AND CARPET CO,, - to {furnish your home s .

4085 Went Ave,, Chi '.' “' IAJ)“ :‘r:.c;u nl rndll tesme ﬂ!t made.

If only catalog fn wanted, place mn X in

lf you wimh any burgain shown here, fill in bduw. Wntn

mmlr. Band ma Artlels Neo... P I
Tl wtd Bty

Hilkegit]willpayd...... R +in I days aftcy

(o) L E T L ER R — T Y m“"““& mm m«

4085 Wentworth Avenue
mno-n_h

| P
L L L T L, amm————y

“Wonder™ ,
Vacuum Sweeper - '

N K1 gedona
B Pt bei- f A !
Ifown ﬁmg tt"} 3

sepeter [l

Hﬁl”ﬁif‘mlh N

Nickeled, Fully =
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Nearly everybody reads Snappy Stories >
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Chaste Lucy was so pure, so good,
Bad men passed by in haste.

|

They'd never think of chasing her,
So Lucy was unchased!

The Judges

OLIVER
HERFORD,

the famous hu-
morous artist
and writer.

ELLIS
PARKER
BUTLER,
whose book
“Pigs Is Pigs"

will interest you, for it offers 68 cash
and other prizes for

FOUR-LINE JINGLES ABOUT
CHASTE LUCY

$100 for the best Jingle
$50 for the second best
$25 for the third best
$10 for each of the five next best
$5 for each of the ten next best

Fach of the fifty next best will receive a
year's subscription to the Twice-a-Month
“Snappy Stories,” the regular price of
which 1s three dollars,

68 PRIZES IN ALL

and in addition every issue of “Snappy
Stories” published while the contest is run-
ning will confain a number of the best
jingles received, for each of which $1.00
will be paid, this payment being separate
and distinct from the prizes, and in no
way influencing the awards. :

The contest is declared open on the 4th
day of January, and it will close April 4th,
All six issues of “Snappy Stories” pub-
lished during that time will contain these
conditions. All jingles mailed by that date,

" as_indicated by the postmark on the out-

side envelope, will be eligible for prizes.
The awards will be made thereafter as
soon as possible, _

No verses will be returned, so don't en-
close stamps for that purpose,

No employee of The New Fiction
Publishing ampany will be eligible to

-

Can YOU: write
—=mlE— Jingles like that?

If you can, the

SNAPPY STORIES JINGLE CONTEST

The Conditions

1. Jingles must all be
about the same character,
Lucy, extolling her vir-
tues in some humorous
way.

2. They must be of four
lines, similar in metre to
the sample given.

3. Each jingle must be
written or typed on the
outside of an envelope,
inside of which must be
placed a slip of paper on
which is written the name
and address of the con-
testant. Theenvelope
must be sealed, and it will
not be opened until the
judges have rendered their
decisions,”

4. More than one jin-
gle may be written on'
an  envelope, if desired.

a;. All jingles submit-
ted must be addressed
Contest  Editor, Snappy
Stories,  35-37 West 3oth
Street, New York City,

6. Yon may send in
as Many verses as you
like, and a contestant
sending in more than one
verse 13 entitled to as
many prizes as his verses
can win for him. Until
after the isions are
made the judgés will pasi-

tively not know whether 4

a writer is represented
more than once or not.

7. You may change the
form of the first Line if
you care to; and while it
1§ not necessary to put
2 title to each werse, a
) title may be a
deciding factor in the

nmm!ing of a prize,

¢ as to which

i equal merit, a prize of the

of two or more con-

Ve

3.

write a fourdine f|
Bicte s do:en- §f

T 5 il P ‘.._.,.:'- ke
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