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compression engine gives more 
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Editor 

And Now ‘They Call It 

Kipithelial laa 
S you have likely observed this is no longer a man’s 

world. Today we men are—oh, the pity of it!— 
merely tolerated in the manner of the hangnail. 
And about as popular. 

Even those of us with slightly creaking knee-joints looking 
forward to those easy valetudinarian days when the children will 
cry: “Get out of the big armchair, here comes grandpa!’ have 
learned not to be that way. 

For man has become about as important in the Great Scheme 
as the toast under poached eggs and, borrowing a Broadway 
smart crack, just as wet. The old spirit—1776, I think—is gone. 

There was a time when a man used to turn cute and imagine 
he was the head of the family. He made the important decisions 
and inspired a whispering awe among the children. If you think 
that is his status today, well, how have you been? 

Those of us who had the absurd notion we were quite a card 
have found out we do not rate a two-spot. Enter Madam! 
Not satisfied with occupying our big executive 
posts, running for office and even flying the 
ocean, the ladies are driving us out of our 
favorite haunts. 

There is no longer any place to go but home 
and even there we are not so hot. The kiddies 
must have the front parlor to make their 
quaint whoopee and the den for roulette and 
other childish divertissements. 

Just the other morning I realized the ladies 
have invaded man’s last citadel of privacy— 
the barber shop. On my right was a cigaret-smoking flapper 
undergoing the finishing clips of a shingle bob and on the left was 
a gray-haired matron in the sizzling throes of a permanent wave. 

To those of us who have loved the barber shop as the Parisian 
loves his native Paris this is a real heart wrench. Its thorough 
masculinity was a dandy sop to our he-mannishness. In other 
days women got no further than to peek through a crack in the 
door, perhaps to yell not to forget meat for the cat. 

Here we could relate with a gusto that swell one we heard at 
the Elks’ convention about the drummer who arrived home 
unexpectedly. We could ask Doc Black, the shine boy, intimate 
questions about his affaires du ceur. We razzed each other 
with good-natured ancestral doubts and exchanged ribald 
epithets. It was primitive but pleasant. 

While waiting our turn at Tom Hill’s in shirt-sleeved ease we 

By Y, OF 
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perused the pages of the Police Gazette, with its scandalous 
double-page spreads of Bessie Blondell’s Beef Trust Blondes ar- 
rayed in tights and holding aloft bubbling glasses of champagne 
—the brazen hussies! And there was the back-page cover of 
the deep-chested plug-ugly wearing the Richard K. Fox belt for 
knocking Frisco Phil for a row of picket fences. Remember? 

Too, the big base-burner stove that, on wintry evenings, was 
coaled up to a red-hot glow and around which clotted the hyena- 
like half-circle of gossipers, dishing the latest dirt of the town. 
Now and then one of the barbers at leisure would accommodate 
with “Over the Waves” on the mandolin and some local spend- 
thrift would rush the growler. And full-throated barber-shop 
chords would ring a mean welkin. 

The supreme mark of distinction was an individual mug on 
the rack with the owner’s name and lodge emblem in gold-leaf. 

Those hallowed traditions of the barber shop have disappeared 
like a magician’s evanishment. The barber shop has become a 

Tonsorial Salon—a modern laboratory with 
more apparatus .than a dentist’s office. Where 
once rested the pink Police Gazette is now the 
gloss of a fashion magazine. Or perhaps a 
volume called “Love” by Algernon Tweet. 

The barber no longer tells you of his family 
or the achievements of Babe Ruth. He works 
in a tight-lipped silence, gripped by the fear of 
comic-weekly hoots or a dread he may be an- 
other victim of halitosis. He is sanitized down 
to his last germ. 

A sprinkle of bay rum with a hot face-towel has gone out like 
the long skirt. Today there is a Maitre de Beauté who deftly 
spreads his subtle chemical creams and other highly odoriferous 
unguents to nourish the skin, and a patron departs with the 
velvety feel of a pansy, smelling just as sweet. Whoops! 

The old-fashioned scalp knuckle rub which made dandruffi— 
there is a fancy technical name for that now: epithelial débris— 
fly has been supplanted by something or other known as the 
violet-ray glow. Clap hands, here comes Ethelbert! 

The barber who used to punctuate his ministrations at inter- 
vals by letting go of a thin amber spray in the general direction 
of a well-bedded sawdust box, and exuded the aroma of a fast 
one at Cooney Schreck’s bar next door, now turns his head 
coyly to partake surreptitiously of a breath lozenge. 

Goddlemitey! 1. 
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An Honest Nove 

Arbout 

LOVE 
by the Man 

Who Wrote 

“An American 

Tragedy’ 

Introduction 

ONSIDERING life 
( from any angle—com- 

mercial, religious, po- 
litical, social—is it not ro- 
mance that is at the bottom 
of all the life of which we are 
a part? 

In my own life—as I have 
frankly confessed these many years— 
sex has been understood and accept2d 
by me for the controlling and directing 
force that it is. 

More, at no time have I consciously 
either in myself or in another blinke | 
any of the facts or facets in connection 
with it. Rather I have said: 
Here it is. It moves one thus and 
so. Let it be shameful or beauti- 
ful as one wills or believes, is it 
not none the less ever astounding, 
marvelous even—this great cre- 
ative’ world-building impulse? 
Why deny or evade—why lie, 
social or religious notions or il- 
lusions in regard to it to the con- 
trary notwithstanding! 

True, at times it has looked to 
me as though it might retard or 
even destroy me socially. At 
other times it has been obvious 
that my attitude was not only beneficial but 
tonic and necessary, because, mentally, it 
was Clarifying and in that sense strengthen- 
ing. Most of all it called for either honesty 
or evasion and in refusing to evade I found 
an intellectual solace which no public oppro- 
brium could possibly destroy. Hence the 
courage of that. 

Chiefly, and in spite of ail its storms and 
miseries as well as its delights, it has made 
for that solace amid struggle and depression 
which has permitted struggle amid depres- 
sion. Out of heartaches, wailings, anger, re- 
sentment, as well as defeats and successes, 
have flowered beauty and even ecstasy—so 
much so that, for all its difficulties, compro- 
mises, shames, depressions, brutalities and 
destruction, life has seemed less a matter of 
dissatisfaction and misery than otherwise— 
a glorious, if at times a dark flower. 

As factors in this result—part and parcel 
of my most strenuous, most depressed and 
most thrilling as well as determined days, I 
9? 
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Illustrations by 

Marshall Frantz 

THIS 

QAglaia was dear to me 
in a warm, sympathetic 
sense, which included 
an acute understanding. 
of her devotion and her 
capacity for suffering— 



—but I knew I should 
never love her as she would 
prefer to be loved . 
Marriage was not for 
me. ras unsuited 
for it temperamentally. 

painter. 

.. cinating. 

heodore 

reiser 

offer in this book, studies—or 
stories if you will—of Aglaia, 
Elizabeth, Sidonie. And they 
themselves with me—intellec- 
tually as well as emotionally, I 
am sure—will understand and 
subscribe. 

Part One—Aglaia 

NE’S own mood in regard to life 
has so much to do with these 
things. 

was one of the darkest. Years had 
gone by, and I had not written any of a score 
of books that I had formulated. And love in 
a form that I most particularly craved had 

And mine, at the time, 

just failed me. 
In a stern, resentful mood I 

had retreated within myself, 
belaboring life and defying it. 
Women! Pooh! To the devil 
with them! With life! 

Yet the bright, fleecy clouds 
that only so recently, during a 
perfect spring and summer, had 
hung above me! The swift, 
sweet days that had slipped by 
like bird songs in new spring 
trees. Oh, the swooning, sensu- 
ous spring and summer nights 

that I had walked and talked with her 
who had so irresolutely taken wing! 
Would her image never fade? Memories 
of her dreamy eyes, her lithe, swaying 
gait, her smile, made me mentally in- 
capable of concentrated effort. 

But then fall, and eventually, if slowly 
and miserably, a novel begun. But often, 
for want of interest in life, work deserted 
fer parties, drunkenness, or any durable 
orgy that would produce forgetfulness. 
Then one night late in November, a 
party at the studio of a Hungarian 

And among others met there, 
one Savitch Martynov, a Russian— 
editor, singer, poet, /ittérateur, specializ- 
ing in translating Russian and German 
drama for the English and American 
stage. And drunk. And, as I soon found, 

a little wild and strident, mentally and 
temperamentally, yet interesting and fas- 

A dreamer out of Russia, wanting to 
write novels. Already fifty-five, and with 

23 



Theodore 

iS 

Dreiser 

They call him an uncompromising realist. He is. But in this—which the critics. may 
hail as his finest work—there is a beauty of writing, a depth of understanding, a reveal- 
ing humility that will at once surprise and delight his most enthusiastic admirers. 

a wife and family. He had been in the army in the Caucasus, had 
once composed verse, sung in grand opera; was aware of all diter- 
ature, and now, a little gloomy, was seeking to make the best of 
an elusive world. 

But his looks! Fierce mustachios, upstanding; light-brown 
hair; flashing black-brown eyes. I was charmed, intrigued. We 
hit it off with palaver about books and art. He told me that as 
a young man of thirty, blazing with a reformative idealism, he 
4 Z 

had left Russia to aid in directing a colony that was to make a 
néw-art and social world in western Canada. Like many such 
schemes, however, it had failed. 

So this bristling stripling, after taking to himself a Russian 
wife in Saskatchewan and accepting of fate a daughter born 
there, had drifted to New York and had succeeded in the publish- 
ing and journalistic world. He was quite wealthy. He had many 
friends on the stage, in the musical profession, the arts. 



Now, by reason of the mysteries of affinity, we were soon fast 
friends. He knew many celebrities in whom I was interested. 
Wouldn’t I come to his home—an apartment on the Drive? His 
wife and elder daughter were interested in music, pictures, the 
theater, and were inveterate readers. They would be delighted to 
know me—although neither he nor they had ever heard of me. 

Because I liked him, I said, “Certainly, certainly!” and left 
him at dawn, scarcely remembering his name. 

t I was not done with him. Around Thanksgiving time 
there was an invitation to dinner. Lonely and brooding, I 

reiected it. Then, just before Christmas, another. He and his 
wile and daughter had since read “Sister Carrie.”” There were 
to be festivities on Christmas Eve at his apartment, then at 
midnight a visit to the Russian Cathedral. 
The letter was written by his eldest daughter. Something 

about it—a gay and yet kindly, and perhaps picturesque, phrase- 
ology—decided me to accept. And at seven o'clock of the 
Christmas Eve in question, there I was, a part of a circle of 
Russian and American relatives and intimates such as I never 
even had touched before. The foreign accents! The grand voices 
and manners! 

Solitary and long withdrawn from most home contacts, here 
I soon found myself most definitely and genially included. 
Madame Zenia Martynov, the wife—slim, graceful, gracious, 
with a tinted oval face and a high waxy forehead, from which was 
combed straight back a wealth of smooth blue-black hair. Eye- 
brows that were thin pencilings of black, below which glowed 
black, almond-shaped eyes. Long, slim, waxy hands. 
Then her daughter, Aglaia, taller than her mother and possess- 

ing, in striking contrast to her mother’s porcelain delicacy of 
form and arresting dignity, an American freshness and vital 
charm which spoke for themselves and needed no justification. 
The eyes of her—large, brown and dreamy. Her low fore- 

head, crowned with soft, 
wavy hair. Her: mouth and 
noseand chin, pleasingly sym- 
metrical. Her hands and feet, 
small and beautiful. I was 
definitely attracted by both 
mother and daughter. 

But behind them what a 
world of people! Of all com- 
plexionsand professions. Some 
twenty sat down to dinner. 
And afterwards, by ten o’clock, 
some twenty more, exactly 
such *a crowd as would be 
drawn to Martynov, with his 
free, ebullient and very gen- 
erous hospitality. 

In a trice I was introduced 
to opera-singers, violinists, a 
pianist, several lawyers, a 
painter, an illustrator, two 
writers and perhaps a dozen or 
more aspirants in various walks 
of life—the army, the navy, 
the Russian and American 
diplomatic service—in short, 
an impromptu salon. 
And at dinner Madame Zenia 

plying me with questions, and 
her daughter joining briskly in 
the chatter while favoring me 
betimes with quick, nervous 
glances. I wondered how much 
she really cared for the care- 
fully groomed and most ob- 
viously attentive young officer 
at her right. 
And Martynov now, in a 

grand, idealistic way, placing 
me to suit himself. In Russia 
now, with such a book to my 
name, where would I not be? 
These Americans! Ha! His 
deep-socketed eyes, shadowed 
by heavy reddish-brown eye- 
rows, gleamed, while he fingered his flamboyant red mustaches. 

“See here, Aglaia, let us have some music béfore we go to 
church! Come, Brillow, not so much drinking before you sing! 
I know you! And Ferdeschenko, you are to play after Brillow 
and Aglaia!” 

And Madame Martynov exclaiming: “Savitch! For shame! 
Not so much noise!”” And to me: “You will have to know my 
hoosband for a while before you will understand heem.” And 
Aglaia obediently taking her place at the piano and searching for 
a piece of music. And Brillow coming grandly forward and taking 
his place beside her and presently bursting into an aria from 
“André Chénier,” with Aglaia gracefully and_ sensitively 
accompanying him. 

Singers loved to have her play for them. She knew how to 
support them—yet not predominate. She herself sang and there- 
fore understood their art perfectly. She always accompanied 
her father. 

I describe all this so intimately because at the moment my 
mood was so antagonistic to it all. ‘Here am I,” said I, “fresh 
from a barely furnished room, gazing upon a world, a scene, a 
company, the texture of which I enjoy, yet my presence here 
possible only because of the gracious interest of one man, my host, 
whose encomiums the men and women to whom he has intro- 
duced me are by no means prepared to accept. They know nothing 
about me and care less. Not very flattering, to say the least! 

“T’ll go to no church tonight,” I said to myself. “I will not lend 
myself, an unrecognized numeral, to such a group as this.” 

But my host, more observant than I imagined, would have none 
of my leaving. Nor Madame Zenia. The suggestion—more likely, 
the mood—was received with pained concern. Why? Truly, they 
would take it amiss, especially since they had looked forward to 
my accompanying them later to the cathedral and afterwards 
staying the night here, with Christmas-morning family breakfast 
to follow. 

I relented; feeling now not quite so remote or alone, and 
soothed by the temperamen- 
tal solidarity, the mental as 
well as emotional unity, of 
this family. For subsequent 
to the music and before the de- 
parture to the cathedral, an- 
other daughter and a son, 
both younger than Aglaia, 
arrived. Adair and Julia. And 
Julia clung to her mother’s 
arm and gushed about all that 
had occurred during the 
evening. 

On the way to the cathedral 
in the automobile, although 
Aglaia sat, tucked warmly in 
a dark fur coat and cap, be- 
tween her mother and myself 
and chattered gaily of the 
procedure that would have to 
be followed in church, still I 
became aware of something 
personal, and even intimate, 
in her attitude toward me. 

She was explaining to me 
the church procedure, about 
which I had casually inquired. 
The women stood on one side, 
the men on the other and the 
children in separate groups, 
near the altar. Julia and Adair 
would have to stand forward. 
And she laughed. 

And then, her soft brown 
eyes twinkling beneath her fur 
cap—‘“I finished your book 
about a month ago.” 

“Yes?” 
“T liked it very much. It’s 

very sad.” 
“You know sadness when 

you see it, do you?” 
“Oh, what a question! But, 

of course, I——” She paused. 
“But never mind.” 

I guessed what she was thinking. She was feeling my resent- 
As he talked I could think of nothing save galloping Cossacks and ment toward her and hers. I could sense that. Protected, petted, | 
beribboned and bespangled Russian diplomatists and generals. sheltered, a watchful, loving mother and father, smart clothes, 
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money, already educated musically. Why shouldn’t she look 
sleek and happy? Why pose as knowing anything of poverty or 
sorrow? At the same time, I could feel that her mental concern 
probably reached many things beyond her circle. 
Despite her youth and appearance I sensed a 
certain maturity not so foreign to my own. 

Once inside the church—a thing of candles, in- 
cense, gilt-incrusted icons and tall, colored win- 
dows—I was intrigued by the picturesqueness of 
it all. Priests in vestments walking to and fro 
through a service I did not in the least under- 
stand. And intelligent-looking Russians, in the 
most modern clothes, intoning congregationally 
various responses, fascinating principally because 
of their tonal warmth and color. And especially 
reverent Slavs, who crossed and recrossed them- 
-selves, their foreheads touching the floor. 

Ah, me, I thought, what intellectual aberration 
is here! This Russian editor, now, who admires my 
book, and Tolstoy and Dostoyefsky and the 
Greeks, yet coming here because of social reasons 
and joining in these chants and genuflections—he 
and his wife and children! 

Then back to the Martynov apartment. And 
on the way a chance to exchange a few more words 
with Aglaia. Incidentally, now, I was deciding 
that she was more Russian or Slav than Ameri- 
can, for all her Americanism. The child of her 
parents. She seemed not only wisely intellectual, 
without being in the least booky, but also socially 
and mentally free, after the European fashion. 

Although I was still resentful toward all women, 
I was liking her. And rather resented it, for had I 
not decided against them all? All but one. 

And the next morning, at breakfast, there she 
was, in a filmy blue morning gown, entering as I 
sat down at the table. And, if anything, more 
cheerful and gay—a hearty “Merry Christmas” for 
me. And all about us, in the hard morning light, 
the somewhat gaudy Slav furnishings—gilt hang- 
ings and draperies, a red and gold music-case, a 
red lacquer grand piano. 

Through studio windows reaching to the ceiling, 
gorgeous moving views of the Hudson, incrusted 
with floating ice and gleaming like a long opal in 
the early morning sunlight. And finally, Savitch 
himself entering, rolling his grandiose mustaches, 
and with an inquiry for everybody. “Good morn- 
ing! Good morning!” he sang joyously. And 
much ebullient talk about Christmas, family ties, 
who should be remembered. 

And after breakfast, much talk of what was to 
be done during the remainder of the holiday sea- 
son. First, there was scheduled an opera party for 
the following Monday. Would I like to come? 
Or to a chamber recital to be given on the morrow 
by some friends? I declined. But anyhow, the 
grand Christmas dinner here today—I would stay 
for that. I declined also. 

For somehow the very warmth and intimacy of 
all this—the ease and happiness with which the 
business of living was carried on here—was a little 
too much for me. Did I really belong? It required 
money to be a part of all this. Did I have the time? 

After a while I announced, and rather curtly, it 
may be, that I must be going—another engagement. 
I had had a delightful time. I would come again. 
And soon made my way out amid a storm of seem- 
ingly sincere protests. Interestingly, over her 
mother’s shoulder, I saw Aglaia looking at me with 
curious, inquiring eyes. 

I walked the snows that carpeted the Drive to 
157th Street, then followed a lonely hill road, gaz- 
ing at the deserted river and thinking not of Aglaia 
but of the one who had left me. Lenore, let us say. 
A clear recollection of the vague inquiry in her 
beautiful eyes—that mood that had dwelt so 
deeply there—came to me in the form of pain. 
Why had she left me? Why would she not understand? I 

could feel her yearning, as I thought, to return, if only all could 
be as she would have it. And yet she never would return. Never! 
But this desire, this pain! The Martynovs, with their comforts 

This Madness 

and their gaieties! How glad I was to be away from all that! the 
None the less, in the course of the week another invitation, this 

time from Madame Martynov. And for New Year’s festivities, 

GAs Aglaia approached us I knew 
at once that she understood. Her 
face was very white. She looked 
first at me and then at Wilma, an 
angry and yet defeated look in her 
eyes, and passed without a word. 

I di 

The vacant suite that I had previously occupied awaited me. an 
Savitch had named it for me. -Julia had suggested that a card aa 
bearing my name be tacked on the door, to be kept closed until 
I returned. 
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Aglaia, as I noticed, was not mentioned, but at one corner of in order to be near Morningside Park, and here Savitch used 
the first page was written in pencil, “Yes.’”’ I wondered who occasionally to appear. The room was on the fourth floor, in 
wrote it and what it meant. I wrote, declining, yet thinking as the rear—no elevator—overlooking one of those disconsolate 

courts or area ways which 
are a feature of New 
York blocks, giving a 
view of small fenced 
yards, clothes-lines, the 
day’s wash and a few 
dispirited - looking trees 
struggling for life and 
light. 

Then one day late in 
February, Savitch called 
and propounded some- 
thing which surprised and 
troubled me. There was, 
he said, in his home that 
excellent suite of alcove, 
bedroom and bath which 
I had occupied Christmas 
Eve. It had been used by 
a sister, who had, how- 
ever, recently returned to 
Russia. The family, him- 
self, all, as I had seen, 
were very much drawn 
to me. He himself, while 
not rich, was amply pro- 
vided for. 

Now the proposition he 
was about to make, while 
odd, perhaps, as things 
went, must be understood 
to be based not only on 
mental affinity but on 
genuine affection. 

Would I not, as a favor 
to him, take this oppor- 
tunity of making him 
genuinely happy by com- 
ing and occupying that 
suite as a guest for as long 
as I chose? Everything 
that he possessed in the 
way of comfort was at 
my command. 

As I had seen, the 
rooms had a charming 
river view. It would be 
a pleasure to work there. 
And I could, if I would, 
share the family table. 
Besides, the stream of 
interesting characters 
that was constantly flow- 
ing through his home 
might prove of some val- 
ue to me. He had tried 
to write a novel once him- 
self—he knew experience 
was the breath of art. 

The reason for this 
flow of argument was 
that I had been saying 
no, no, no, impossible, 
under no circumstances 
would I accept what was 
plainly a phase of charity. 
I had always paid my 
way, and would. 

At the same time, I 
was thinking most inter- 
estedly of the charm of 
this particular suite: its 
poetic view of the Hud- 
son, its tasteful furnish- 
ings, the fact that it had 

I did so what a really charming world I was thus voluntarily a private door giving into one of the halls, so that one could 
excluding myself from. come and go as one would, and the fact that near at hand— 
At the time I occupied a most unsatisfactory room and bath a part of my daily life, if I chose it—would be Aglaia and 

in 114th Street, west of Eighth Avenue, which I had chosen Madame Martynov and that sparkling, (Continued on page 192) 



By Andrew W. Mellon 
Secretary of the Treasury 

If | Were a . 

oung Man 1oday 
HE question is often asked whether a young man’s 
opportunities are as great today as they were a genera- 
tion or two ago. My own view is that they are infinitely 
more varied, the rewards are greater and the enjoy- 

ment is more immediate then was the case fifty years ago. 
At that time this country and the rest of the world, also, were 
more or less on a one-man basis. Business was on a small scale 
and was carried on by partnerships or individuals. 

It was easier perhaps for a man to become the proprietor ofa 
small business, either mercantile or manufacturing, or to estab- 
lish himself as a lawyer or a banker or a farmer. We had not 
come to the end of “free land,” so that the restless man or the 
misfit could always fall back upon this as an outlet. 

But, in proportion to the population and the existing wealth, 
competition then was just as keen as it is now—perhaps more so. 
The standard of living was low, as compared with today. The 
opportunities for free education, and especially for technical or 
professional training, were not so great as now; and business 
openings, of course, were fewer because business itself had not 
developed either in volume or in variety as we know it today. 
Many of our great industries, such as steel, aluminum, glass, 

oil and the telephone, were still in their infancy. The automo- 
bile industry, with all the jobs which it created in connection 
with manufacture, distribution and upkeep, had not been 
thought of. 

Most of the opportunities open to a young man today in the 
field of electricity did not exist. It is necessary only to name 
these industries for us to realize how greatly the world has 
changed and how vast are the opportunities for success now 
as compared with a time which many of us still can remember. 

The fact that business has grown in volume and operates in 
larger units, and that chain stores and large distributing con- 
cerns have wiped out some of the one-man businesses, does not 
mean that a young man with no financial backing, but with 
character, ability, energy and education, is any less circum- 
scribed in getting a start now than in the earlier days. Quite the 
contrary is the case. 

It is true that, instead of starting out in business for himself as 
formerly, he frequently goes today into a large established busi- 
ness, engaged in making automobiles or steel rails or radio appa- 
ratus or electrical appliances or many other things. The criticism 
usually made is that in such a large concern he has less individual 
responsibility than in a small one-man business where his success 
depends entirely upon himself. 

But it should be pointed out that, as part of a large organiza- 
tion, adequately financed and directed by men in touch with 
market conditions throughout the world, the average man’s 
chance of failure is far less than would be the case outside. I re- 
member the time when we lived in a world of small competing 
units and it seemed to me that the casualty list was very great. 

Today there are still plenty of opportunities for a man to 
start his own business; and, of course, professional opportunities 
are greater than ever. In so far as labor is concerned, the average 
workman has profited greatly by the change in attitude on the 
part of both employer and employee and particularly on the part 
of the labor-unions. 

There was a time when a member of the unions was held down 
to a-standard of production that was usually below his own 
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capacity. Today it is generally recognized that increased — 
efficiency pays, because greater production per capita means 
larger profits for the company and higher wages for the work- 
man. 

own efforts have contributed. All of this directly stimulates 
individual initiative and is responsible for much of the progress 
which our country is making today. : 

It all goes to prove also that the same rule of success holds — 
good now as it always did, and that is, that whether a man makes ~ 
good or not depends almost entirely upon himself. The fact that — 
the young man has a father or an uncle who is the head of the © 
business or owns a large part of the stock does not mean that he © 
enjoys an overwhelming advantage in the race for success. 
Business openings are not saved for sons or nephews or cousins, — 
as in the Old World, where opportunities to get a start are fewer — 
and harder to find. 

Hn in America, we are still far from overcrowded. If we 
have not yet achieved that equality of opportunity which | ~ 

_is the aim toward which we have been striving, at least we can = 
say that there is no dearth of opportunity for the average man — 
or woman. 

Business here is democratic and is run on merit alone. Dead — 
wood is soon eliminated, and the man who can contribute most to 
the success of the business is given his chance to run it. 

I know one case where a man who had built-up a great bank 
ardently desired his only son to succeed him. But the son, al- 
though a man of character and intelligence, did not have the 
particular qualifications needed in the bank, and his father, 
recognizing that fact, made other arrangements for his son: and 
pushed ahead a young man who had nothing but his own native 
ability and character to recommend him. 

This is true of the heads of most of our great banks and of our 
business and industrial concerns. It is true also of our leaders in 
public life, of our professional men_and of our successful writers. 
They are invariably men who have fitted themselves by study 
and hard work so that they might be ready for the opportunity 
when it came. 

They are the best proofs that America is still the land of 
opportunity. 

I would not exchange the period in which I have lived for any 
other in the world’s history. I have seen come about most of 
those changes in our national life of which I have been speaking. 
But, if I were given the opportunity to exchange my own period 
of life during the last fifty years for any other time, I would 
choose, without hesitation, the next half-century and needless 
to say I would live it in America. 

The opportunities which have so vastly increased in the last 
generation are only the forerunners of the far greater ones which 
are opening up before our eyes. When we witness in a few years 
the birth of industries, such as automobile, airplane, radio, rayon 
and many others, it is impossible to predict what the opportuni- 
ties of our children and grandchildren may be. Certainly no boy 
or girl in America today need envy anyone in any age or any 
other country his chance of success. 

In addition to this, many companies that I know of have in- : ¢ 
stituted profit-sharing arrangements, so that both officers and — 
men participate in the increased profits to the extent that their 
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HE one business street of San Lucas was wide and 
sandy; treeless, beneath the glowing sun, for some 
reason unknown to man. The street was closed at both 
ends. A grist-mill made barricade across the north end 

of it, the convent across the south. By the convent, El Paso 
traffic turned leftward on a shaded road, cool and curving, along 
the mother ditch. 

It was the day of hitching-racks, awnings and boardwalks. 
In that short street, crowded and content, business housed in 
one-story adobes, wide and long and low, their thick walls made 
creamy with yeso. The Bank of San Lucas was midway of the 
central block, neighbored by the Amador Hotel on one side and 
on the other by Phcebus Freudenthal, General Merchandise— 
Best Prices for Wool and Hides. 

In the Palmilla Saloon, after some discussion, Eddie Early and 
Ambrosio decided to ride down to El Paso. 

“All right,” said Ambrosio. “Cooler tonight than in the 
morning. I’ll cash a check and meet you at the feed corral. 
Got to hurry. ’Most closing time.” 

He sauntered across the street. Eddie turned west at the 
next corner to Pat Lane’s feed corral, beyond the first alley. 
Saddled horses, with dangling reins, stood under a tree. by the 
corral gate; in the shade beyond the gate, other saddled horses 
waited. A droop-hatted rider sat with his back against a tree and 
whittled. A Mexican freighter drove his four-mule rig into the 
corral; a prospector, afoot, drove a packed burro out as Eddie 
came to the gate. Eddie paid the bill and saddled up his horse. 

In the bank, Ambrosio found a waiting queue, tradesmen 
making late deposit of the day’s takings. The counting took 
time; Ambrosio wrote his check and glanced around. Beside 
him a coatless stranger, his face bristling with dusty red stubble, 
labored over a check, tore it up and began the struggle anew. A 
tall stranger, visibly fuming, fussed with this pocket and that, 
evidently in nervous search for pocketbook or check-book. 
Beyond the queue a man in blue serge, his hat brim low over his 
eyes, counted and recounted a sheaf of bills. 

The queue melted fast. Check in hand, Ambrosio stepped into 
line, the red-stubbled stranger before him, the tall one behind. 
As Red Stubble presented a twenty-dollar bill for change, the 
cashier glanced at the clock. One minute to three. 

“Arthur!” he called. ‘Time to close up.” A boy rose from 
a desk and opened a metal door between “cage”? and lobby. 
Blue Serge stopped him and motioned toward the side door of 
the lobby. 

“Short cut this way to the court-house?”’ he asked. 
“Yes,” said Arthur. ‘Go down the passage to the alley and 

turn to the right.” He started to close the cage door behind him. 
A gun appeared from nowhere. - ‘Leave it open,” said Blue 

Serge, who held the gun. Arthur left it open. 
ss things occurred simultaneously. Ambrosio caught a 

The horseman waited 
as Edith drew near. 
“I beg your pardon, 
miss. Would you be so 

| kind as to give this note 
to any one of the store- 
keepers in Tripoli?” 

flash in Red Stubble’s hand and saw the cashier’s hands go up. 
He heard a faint click behind him; something hard was pushed 
against his back. 
“Up with ’em!” said the tall man. 
“Certainly,” said Ambrosio. 
The side door opened: two men brushed by Blue Serge into the 

office; men masked by red bandannas. Their guns covered 
the second cashier, who was carrying money from the counter 
to the vault, and Collins, the vice-president, who sat writing at his 
desk. So quietly was it done that the first Collins knew of the 
hold-up was the sharp “Hands up!” and a gun muzzle at his ear. 

Bx SERGE strolled toward the front door, escorting young 
Arthur. Under direction, Arthur lowered the shades on the 

windows, locked the big door and gave the key to Blue Serge. 
In the darkened lobby, Ambrosio did not turn his head, but he 
heard the curtains slide and the key turn in the lock. 
aces off smoothly,” observed Ambrosio pleas- 

antly. “You are well drilled.” 
“You shut up!” said his guard indignantly, and jabbed his gun 

into the captive’s ribs. “Cheeky greaser!”’ 
“Oh, all right,” said Ambrosio. “But I wish you’d frisk me, 

to avoid mistakes. Left my gun over in the corral, and I want 
you to be sure of it.” 

“Alec,” said Blue Serge evenly, “if that Mex opens his head 
again, bat him one over the bean. Don’t kill him; just knock 
him out. Inside, all of you.” 

They herded Arthur and Ambrosio into the office. The door 
closed with a spring-lock; Blue Serge picked up a heavy poker 
by the fireplace and broke off the projecting knob. They searched 
their prisoners for arms, finding none. But in the gun-box under 
each cashier’s window they found a six-shooter, and another in 
the drawer of the vice-presidential desk. Red Stubble looked 
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these guns over, balanced them, selected one and stuck it in his 
waistband. 
“You've all got two guns apiece except me. And now I’ve got 

two,” he announced. Reaching through the window, he de- 
posited the surplus artillery on the lobby floor. 
Meanwhile, the tall bandit produced from under his coat two 

canvas ore bags. From counter and vault, he freighted them 
with currency and gold; a light sack, a heavy sack. 
“A bushel of silver, Pete. How about it?” 
“Leave it and come on,” said Blue Serge. ‘Prisoners, right 

about! To the rear—march!” 
They shepherded the five prisoners to the rear, left them there 

and hurried through the back door. Ambrosio smiled and 
waved his hand in farewell. Red Stubble scowled and paused 
uncertainly. He had a well-founded distrust of laughing men. 

“Pete, hadn’t we better keep this fresh guy with us till we make 
a getaway?” 

“We're away,” said Pete. “Drag it.” Last to go, he backed 
out and locked the door from the outside. 
As the key turned, Ambrosio flamed into action. Racing 

down the long room, he stepped on a chair and sprang to the 
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counter; with the same mo- 
tion he put his hands to the 
partition top and vaulted 
over. Dropping to the lobby 
floor, he snatched up the 
two bank guns. 
A tall stool stood by the 

customers’ desk. He whirled 
it up and broke the window 
with a prodigious crash. He 
jerked the curtain up, broke 
off lances and slivers of 
glass and clambered 
through. Startled by the 
crashing glass, men boiled 
out from saloon and store. 

“Bank robbers!” Am- 
brosio shouted. “In the 
alley! Some of you go the 
other way!” He darted to 
the street corner and turned 
toward the feed corral. 

Eddie Early rode whis- 
tling to the corral gate. Di- 
agonally across the street, 
men ran from the mouth of 
the alley towards the wait- 
ing horses. He heard a 
shout up the street; the 
whittling man rose to his 
feet and drew his gun. 
Eddie whirled back into 
the corral, hanging along 
the side of his horse to 
shield himself. Behind him 
the quiet street broke into 
a roar of stuttering gunfire. 

Eddie clambered into a 
wagon and peered over the 
high adobe wall. Three 
men mounted in frantic 
haste, three were already 
on their horses, firing up 
the street where San Lucas 

sniped at them from behind every tree and from sheltering door- 
ways. The whittling man was just below Eddie, twenty feet 
away. 

Bullet-stung, the whittler’s mount plunged so that he turned 
toward the wall and saw Eddie; their eyes met, they fired to- 
gether. The whittler wilted over his horse’s neck, clung there 
a step or two, fell and lay still. Eddie’s gun dropped to the 
ground outside the wall, and Eddie ducked down behind the 
shelter of thick adobe and sat in the wagon, cursing earnestly. 
The whittler’s bullet had crashed through his gun arm. 

Bill Simpson and Joe Gandy fired together from a deep door- 
way, one standing and one kneeling. Simpson was the sheriff. 
Ambrosio, Bob Burch, Pancho Amador, Mel Hardy and Sticky 
Pierce had picked out each one a separate cottonwood, and they 
shot from the shelter of those friendly trees. Smithers, the 
butcher, had climbed to the flat roof of the Amador Hotel and 
crouched behind the adobe parapet. Bullets plunked into wood, 
snarled by or kicked up dust puffs in the street. Horses wove in 
and out, twisted, turned and plunged. : 

The bandits were turning for a swift getaway when Eddie 
Early’s man fell. With a hoarse bellow of wrath, the i 
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outlaw spurred for the gate. A 
bullet caught him; he toppled 
sideways, grasped the saddle 
horn, slid to his knees, then to 
his hands and knees. Blue Serge 
sprang down to help him. Red 
Stubble and the two masked 
men, well on their way to the 
next street corner and safety, 
whirled, raced back, shooting 
as they came. Blue Serge 
raised the wounded man. 

San Lucas had grabbed six- 
shooters in haste. Joe Gandy 
was the only man with a rifle. 
Kneeling, he took deliberate 
aim at Blue Serge. But the 
sheriff pushed the barrel aside; 
the shot went wild. 
“What the devil!” snarled 

Gandy. 
“You wouldn’t understand,” 

said the sheriff mildly. 
San Lucas was largely of the 

same mind, it seemed, for most 
of them held their fire. It 
chanced just then, they ex- 
plained afterwards, that they 
had to reload their guns. Blue 
Serge struggled to lift his friend 
to his feet. But the tall man’s 
legs buckled and blood gushed 
from his mouth; he fainted and 
fell limp in his comrade’s arms. 
Blue Serge laid him down gent- 
ly. He made two steps to wheré ~ 
the whittler lay and snatched 
the loaded gun from the dead - 
man’s hand: his foot was in the 
stirrup 

Shot between the eyes, Red 
Stubble’s horse crashed down, pinning his rider beneath him. 
Blue Serge ran to him and heaved mightily on the saddle horn. 
Yelling, shooting, the two masked men pressed on against San 
Lucas; between them and San Lucas. Red Stubble jerked out 
and hobbled to the tall man’s horse; he climbed painfully into 
the saddle. On his blue shirt a spreading blotch of blood told of 
a body wound. 

Blue Serge leaped on his own horse; the four bandits whirled 
together, ran breakneck in dust and smoke and turned south- 
ward at the next corner. 

“Well!” said the sheriff. “Anybody killed?” 
“I am,” said Hardy. “Right through the calf of my leg.” 
Late arrivals made an angry crowd by now. 
oom on,” said Simpson. “Let’s take a look at these fellows. 

The bandits were turning for a swift pe when 
Serge sprang down to help him, and the two masked 

H’m? Anybody know ’em? I don’t. Say! Here’s two sacks of 
their money! What do you think of that?” 

“That was all they had. I was in the bank when they effected 
the loan,” said Ambrosio. He knelt for examination. “One 
dead and the other one done for. Somebody’d better bring the 
doctor.” 

“That right, Collins?” asked the sheriff. “That all the money 
they took?” The prisoners had climbed out and joined the 
crowd. 

“That’s all,” said Collins. “Gold in one bag; bills in the other.” 
“They'll be getting a long start,” said the sheriff. ‘Bob, get 

a bunch saddled up and take after them. Burn the breeze. 
They’ll ooze into the side roads through the farming country, 
likely, and they will be hard to follow. They may split up on 



Blue 4 bullet caught the tall outlaw. 
men raced back, shooting as they came. 

you; take plenty of men. Gandy, take three or four 
men up on the mesa and scatter out so they can’t get 
by to the mountains. Rifles are what you want. 
Collins, you go and wire to El] Paso, Deming and 
Rincon and all stations between. Sign my name. Have one of 
your men telephone to the mines. Tell them to plant a man or 
two in every pass in the mountains.” 

To Doctor Abbott, shaking his head above the dying bandit, 
came Eddie Early, white-lipped and shaky. ‘Me next, doc. Arm 
busted. Mighty sick.” 

Andrews, the prosecuting attorney, drew Smithers aside and 
spoke to him in a troubled voice. “It looks as though Simpson 
is not going with the posse. Isn’t that queer?” 

Smithers was unsympathetic. ‘‘You don’t hear anybody else 

makin’ any kick, do you? The sheriff, 
he knows his business. I’ll bet you mon- 
ey on that.” 

From the open window of Doctor 
Abbott’s office floated the voice of 
Eddie Early, making comment. Out- 
side, Ambrosio sat in the shade and 
rolled a cigaret; his horse stood at the 
hitching-rack. Riding north, pacing 
soberly, the sheriff drew rein and arched 
an eyebrow. 

“The cabbages and kings depart,’’ he 
observed, “while you squat here with 
your hat on the back of your head. How 
come?” 

“Riding with you,” said Ambrosio 
cheerfully, and slipped into the saddle. 
“Where, says you? Well you know. 
Tripoli. Why, says you? Easy. Four 
of them bandits was strangers. But the 
other two was masked. Local talent. 
Sure. Face up. This being thus, they’re 
wise that they have a slim chance to get 
through to Old Mexico, or west across 
the Espee. Too many telegraph-poles. 
Everybody will be out looking for ’em, 
warned by wire. 

“They’ll know they can be seen five 
miles away if they turn east, on the bare 
flats. So they turn west into that maze 
of green lanes, green trees and houses 
way back, so they won’t be seen. Any- 
body they meet, they take with ’em a 
spell, to leave no news. If any of their 
horses are shot up a little, they swap. 

“They circle around to the north of 
Tripoli and ride northeast across the 
Jornado and the mountains, where no- 
body lives. They can ride northeast for 
four hundred weary miles before they 
see a telegraph-pole. Warriors here all 
gone, just a-rarin’ and a-snuffin’. So 
you’re picking you a posse at Tripoli. 
I’m a howling nucleus, I am.” 

“Let’s ride,” said the sheriff. “But 
you’d never guess what else. I’m taking 
along Mr. Prosecuting Attorney Edwin 
Arthur Andrews.” 

“No good. And he won’t come. Im- 
munity dodge. You can’t make him 
come, can you?” 

“Not legally. But then, he can’t make 
me vote for him, so it’s even Stephen. 
He’ll come—or we'll have a new prose- 
cutor. He’s been giving up too much 

head around here.”’ 

“Oh, like that? 
Bill,’’ said Am- 
brosio, ‘‘those bank 
robbers left their 
roll laying in the 
street, but they 
didn’t quit their 
mates while there 
was a chance. Good 
leather!” 

“Good leather!” 
said the sheriff. 
“Son, I’ve been 
umpiring ball 
games here some 
several years; and 
I calls ’em as I sees 
‘em. A bank rob- 
ber is a thief and a 

bank robber is a murderer. It’s a dirty, black, shameful business. 
What these men need is a funeral and I sure hope to see it. All 
the same—men that stuck like that If I go to that funeral, 
I’m going with my hat in my hand!” 

> 

“Why, daddy,” said Pickett Boone, “you mustn’t do this. 
You’re not strong enough. What (Continued on page 124) 
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VEN though it may 
4 make her sound ab- 

surdly abnormal, the 
ee truth was that Pe- 

nelope did not in the least crave masculine 
society this Saturday afternoon in. August. 
On the contrary, she wanted to be alone, to 
loaf and invite her soul. That, in her opinion, 
was a very nice soul—Penelope was not 
troubled with any inferiority complex—but as 
secretary to the general manager of one of the factories operated 
by that more or less soulless corporation known as the Titan Tire 
Company, she got little chance to cultivate it or enjoy it save dur- 
ing weekends. 

This was why, as the canoe she was paddling swung around a 
bend in the river, her pretty mouth set mutinously. 

“Oh, darn!’ she mourned inwardly, as she saw that the ancient 
spring-board which was to play its part in her afternoon’s pro- 
gram was already occupied. 

He who monopolized it had obviously been in the water, for his 
black racing-suit gleamed in the sunlight, as did the hard, brown 
muscularity of his shoulders. He had, in other words, already 
experienced the swift impact of the plunge and the swift uplift 
of spirit to which Penelope had looked forward. 

“Without,” said Penelope to Penelope, “looking so darned 
uplifted.” 

She recognized him at once. Don Sturgis, of course—and, of 
course, he wouldn’t look happy. Penelope had never been intro- 
duced to him, never spoken two words to him. But she suspected 
just what ailed him. 

“Spoiled baby,” ran her thought. 
At that moment the canoe’s advance penetrated his preoccu- 

pation. He glanced up swiftly and, if that were possible, his grim 
young mouth became a bit grimmer. Evidently he considered 
her an intruder. 

‘And just for that,’ Penelope informed Penelope, “I’ve a good 
mind to shove him off that spring-board and swim anyway.” 

This, however, was not the real reason the canoe’s bow wa- 
vered. The truth was that at that moment Don Sturgis did not 
loom in her eyes as the lithe and personable young six-footer who 
had come to the Titan plant direct from the college where his 
athletic ability had made him one of the campus gods. 

To Penelope, absurdly enough, he looked like a small boy who 
is being punished for just what he does not know. Or, even more 
absurdly, like a puppy who has just received its first whipping. 

That she should vision him so was, to Penelope, a danger-sig- 
nal. ‘The trouble with me,” Penelope had more than once in- 
formed Penelope, “is that I have a strong maternal complex— 
but who would believe it?”’ 

Penelope’s mirror was the answer to that. No one! She did 
not look maternal. Nevertheless, for all her customary cool 
insouciance of manner and the two malicious little devils—dim- 
ples, so called—that danced at either corner of her mouth, Penel- 
ope had her Achilles heel. She couldn’t see a stray dog, a hungry 
cat or a discouraged human without feeling a perfectly absurd 
tug at her heart-strings. And that was why the canoe’s bow 
wavered. 

“You,”’ she sternly admonished herself at that point, “keep 
right on paddling your own canoe.” 

This, she knew, was wiser. Experience—or perhaps the word 
should be experiments—had made her wary of the way a man 
will ever misinterpret a girl’s motives. For instance, the Good 
Samaritan, being male himself, could go to the rescue of that 
other man who went from Jerusalem to Jericho and there fell 
among thieves, render first aid and take compassion upon him, 
all without running the slightest danger of being misunderstood. 

But suppose the Good Samaritan had been feminine, with a 
tiptilted nose, a natural wave in her hair and a permanent wave 
in her disposition. What would have happened then? 

Ask Penelope. She knew. From experience—or experiments. 
—_ ventleman from Jerusalem would have known that it 
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By Royal Brown was his irresistible self that 
had attracted the lady’s at- 
tention,” Penelope would have 
retorted feelingly. ““And when 

it became necessary to assure him that it had 
all been pure altruism he would bitterly have 
accused the lady of having led him on.” 

This had happened to Penelope several 
times. And she had made up her mind it 
would never, never happen again. 

Besides which she had other plans for this afternoon. A 
blazing afternoon that back in the ugly little factory town en- 
veloped one in an atmosphere of desiccating heat, with dust un- 
derfoot and a burnished bowl of sky overhead. But here, on 
the river, there were golden dappled shadows and the subtle 
perfume of the earth, and from either bank came the intermittent 
madrigals of the birds and the cicadas’ ceaseless midsummer 
serenade. 

“No, I’m not going to the game this afternoon,” Penelope had 
assured one of the girls in the office. ‘I work for the Titan Tire 
Company five and a half days a week as it is. If I’ve got to go 
out and root for its ball team on an afternoon like this I want 
time-and-a-half overtime.” 

“What are you going to do?” the girl in the office—baptized 
Mabel but known as Mabe—had persisted. 

“Fill the tub with cold water and sit in it all afternoon,” 
Penelope had replied at random. 

But she had lied through her pretty teeth. Because Penelope, 
for all her altruism, could be selfish in small things. She preferred 
to enjoy certain pleasures alone—the canoe, the river, the volume 
of verse that lay among the cushions. 

“Good grief!’’ Mabe would have gasped. “What did you want 
to bring a book for?” 

ABE might have sensed the lure of the river, even invited her- 
M self to share it, ball game or no ball game. But she never 
would have savored the exquisite joy one can find in solitude. Or 
in silence and a book idly read or lazily dropped. Or realize that a 
sunset not only requires no comment but absolutely forbids it. 

In brief, there were times when Penelope preferred to be alone _ 
and at such times the river was one of her particular joys. 

The current here was a gentle, slumbrous thing; one paddled 
leisurely upstream to the ancient spring-board from which one 
could dive until, wearied yet renewed, one sat in the slanting 
August sunshine and let its golden touch caress. 

After that another mile upstream and then, with the canoe’s 
nose in the bank under an overhanging bow, one read or dreamed 
and, after a time, munched sandwiches. 

Such was Penelope’s program for this August afternoon. And 
she was not going to let Don Sturgis spoil it by a surrender to that 
infernal complex of hers. Or, for that matter, abridge it either. 

This was an afterthought that turned the canoe shoreward. 
“Tf,” she announced crisply, “you’re through with that spring- 

board, I’d like to use it.” 
His eyes met hers. 

asked uncertainly. 
The question was not unnatural. At the moment Penelope was 

not attired for swimming. She wore a coat sweater, silk stockings 
as sheer as gossamer and trim pumps. Under the sweater was 
her bathing-suit but that he could not know, so was not as stupid 
as he seemed—or as Penelope, who could be very feminine when 
not absurdly altruistic, chose to impute. 
“What else would I want a spring-board for?” she retorted 

satirically. 
And giving the canoe a final impulse that thrust its nose into 

the bank, she rose and nonchalantly removed her sweater, re- 
vealing slim shoulders sweetly molded and delicately tanned. 

He eyed her uncertainly and then dived, as she bent to remove 
her slippers. He was trudgening upstream, traveling like a 
torpedo, before she, a slim and boyish—but not foo boyish 
—figure in her bathing-suit, pulled (Continued on page 183) 

“You mean—you want to swim?” he 
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ROFESSOR CHALLENGER 
was in the worst possible humor. 
As I stood at the door of his 
study, my hand upon the handle 

and my foot upon the mat, I heard a 
monolog which ran like this, the words 
booming through the house: 

“Yes, I say it is the second wrong call. 
The second in one morning. Do you 
imagine that a man of science is to be 
distracted from essential work by the con- 
stant interference of some idiot at the 
end of a wire? I will not have it. Send 
this instant for the manager. 

“Oh! you are the manager. Well, 
why don’t you manage? Yes, you cer- 
tainly manage to distract me from work 
the importance of which your mind is 
incapable of understanding. I want the 
superintendent. 

“He is away? SoI should imagine. I 
will carry you to the law-courts if this 
occurs again. Crowing cocks have been 
adjudicated upon. I myself have ob- 
tained a judgment. If crowing cocks, 
why not jangling bells? The case is clear. 
A written apology? Very good. I will 
consider it. Good morning.”’ 

It was at this pomt that I ventured 
to make my entrance. It was certainly 
an unfortunate moment. I confronted 
him as he turned from the telephone—a 
lion in its wrath. His huge black beard 
was bristling, his great chest was heaving 
with indignation and his arrogant gray eyes 
swept me up and down as the backwash 
of his anger fell upon me. 

“Infernal idle overpaid rascals!” he 
boomed. “I could hear them laughing 
while I was making my just complaint. 
There is a conspiracy to annoy me. And now, young Malone, 
you arrive to complete a disastrous morning. Are you here, 
may I ask, on your own account, or has your rag commissioned 
you to obtain an interview? As a friend you are privileged— 
as a journalist you are outside the pale.’ 

I was hunting in my pocket for McArdle’s letter when suddenly 
some new grievance came to his memory. His hands fumbled 
among the papers upon his desk and extracted a press cutting. 

“You have been good enough to allude te me in one of your 
recent lucubrations,’’ he said, shaking the paper at me. “It was 
in the course of your somewhat fatuous remarks concerning the 
recent Saurian remains discovered in the Solnhofen Slates. You 
began a paragraph with the words: ‘Professor G. E. Challenger, 
who is among our greatest living scientists’ ” 

‘Well, sir?’”’ I asked. 
“Why these invidious qualifications and limitations? Perhaps 

you can mention who these other scientific men may be to 
whom you impute equality or possibly superiority to myself.” 

“It was badly worded. I should certainly have said, ‘Our 
greatest living scientist,’ ’’ I admitted. It was after all my own 
honest belief. My words turned winter into summer. 
“My dear young friend, do not imagine that I am exacting, 

but surrounded as I am by pugnacious and unreasonable col- 
Reagan, I am forced to take my own part. Self-assertion is 

The Mian who 
By oer Arthur 
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foreign to my nature, but I have to (hold my ground against op- 
position. Come now! Sit here! What is the reason for your visit?”’ 

I had to tread warily, for I knew how easy it was to set the 
lion roaring once again. I opened McArdle’s letter. 
“May I read you this, sir? It is from McArdle, my editor.” 
“T remember the man—not an unfavorable specimen of his 

class.”’ 
“He has, at least, a very high admiration for you. He has 

turned to you again and again when he needed the highest qual- 
ities in some investigation. That is the case now.” 

“What does he desire?’ Challenger plumed himself like some 
unwieldy bird under the influence of flattery. He sat down with 
his elbows upon the desk, his gorilla hands clasped together, his 
beard bristling forward and his big gray eyes, half covered by 
drooping lids, fixed benignly upon me. 
. “I'll read you his note to me. He says: ‘Please call upon our 
esteemed friend, Professor Challenger, and ask for his coopera- 
tion under the following circumstances: There is a Latvian 
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gentleman named Theodore Nemor living at White Friars Man- 
sions, Hampstead, who claims to have invented a machine of a 
most extraordinary character, which is capable of disintegrating 
any object placed within its sphere of influence. 
“Matter dissolves and returns to its molecular or atomic 

condition. By reversing the process, it can be reassembled. The 
claim seems to be an extravagant one, and yet there is solid 
evidence that there is some basis for it and that the man has 
stumbled upon some remarkable discovery. 

“‘T need not enlarge upon the revolutionary character of such 
an invention, or of its extreme importance as a potential weapon 
of war. A force which could disintegrate a battle-ship, or turn a 
battalion, if it were only for a time, into a collection of atoms, 
would dominate the world. For social and for political reasons 
not an instant is to be lost in getting to the bottom of the affair. 

“ “The man courts publicity as he is anxious to sell his invention, 
so that there is no difficulty in approaching him. The enclosed 
card will open his doors. What I desire is that you and 

reck rhe World 
Professor Challenger call upon him, inspect his invention and write 
for the paper a considered report upon the value of the dis- 
covery. I expect to hear from you tonight. R. McArdle.’ 

“There are my instructions, professor,” I added, as I refolded 
the letter. “I sincerely hope that you will come with me, for how 
can I with my limited capacities act alone in such a matter?” 

“True, Malone! True!” purred the great man. “Though you 
are by no means destitute of natural intelligence, I agree with 
you that you would be somewhat overweighted in such a matter 
as you lay before me. These unutterable people upon the tele- 
phone have already ruined my morning’s work, so that a little 
more can hardly matter. I am engaged in answering that Italian 
buffoon, Mazotti, whose views upon the larval development of 
the tropical termites have excited my derision and contempt, 
but I can leave the complete exposure of the impostor until 
evening. Meanwhile I am at your service.” 
And thus it came about that on that October morning I found 

myself in the deep-level tube with the professor, speeding to the 
north of London in what proved to be one of the most singular 
experiences of my remarkable life. 

Before leaving Ensmore Gardens I had ascertained by the 
much-abused telephone that our man was at home and had 
warned him of our coming. He lived in a comfortable flat in 
Hampstead, and he kept us waiting for quite half an hour in his 
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anteroom while he carried on an animated conversation with a 
group of visitors. 

I caught a glimpse of them through the half-opened door and 
had a passing impression of prosperous and intelligent men, with 
astrakhan collars to their coats, glistening top-hats, and every 
appearance of that bourgeois well-being which the successful 
so readily assumé. The hall door closed behind them, and the 
next instant Theodore Nemor entered our apartment. I can see 
him now as he stood with the sunlight full upon him, rubbing his 
long, thin hands together and surveying us with his broad smile 
and his cunning yellow eyes. 

E WAS a Short, thick man, with some suggestion of deformity 
in his body, though it was difficult to say where that sugges- 

tion lay. One might say that he was a hunchback without the 
hump. His large, soft face was like an underdone dumpling, of the 
same color and moist consistency, while the pimples and blotches 
which adorned it stood out the more aggressively against the 
pallid background. His eyes were those of a cat, and catlike was 
the thin, long, bristling mustache above his loose mouth. 

It was all low and repulsive until one came to the sandy eye- 
brows. From these upwards there was a splendid cranial arch 
such as I have seldom seen. Even Challenger’s hat might have 
fitted that magnificent head. One might read Theodore 
Nemor as a vile, crawling 
conspirator below, but above 
he might take rank with the 
great thinkers and _ philos- 
ophers of the world. 

“Well, gentlemen,” said 
he in a velvety voice, with 
only the least trace of a for- 
eign accent, “‘you have come, 
as I understand from our 
short chat over the wires, in 
order to learn more of the 
Nemor Disintegrator. Is 
it so?” 

“Exactly.” 
“May I ask whether you 

represent the British gov- 
ernment?” 

“Not at all. Iam a news- 
paper correspondent, and 
this is Professor Challenger.” 

‘‘An honored name—a "VE always wondered what Lady 
Godiva’s husband said when she got 

home from that ride. Was there a family 
row? Did he sulk; or did he grin and 

European name.” His yel- 
low fangs gleamed in obse- 
quious amiability. “I was 
about to say that the British 
government has lost its 
chance. What else it has 
lost it may find out later. 
Possibly its empire as well. 
I was prepared to sell to the 
first government which gave 
me its price, and if it has 
now fallen into hands of 
which you may disapprove, 
you have only yourselves to 

bear it? 

Helen of Troy. 

ge vost hewe sah vener truth about that one young man who 
nee : looked at the lovely lady as she rode 

“At my own price.” 
“You think the purchaser 

will have a monopoly?” 
“Undoubtedly he will.” 
“But others know the 

secret as well as you.” 
“No,, sir.” He touched 

his great forehead. ‘This is 
the safe in which the secret 
is securely locked—a better 
safe than any of steel and secured by something better than a 
Yale lock. Some may know one side of the matter. Others 
may know another. No one in the world knows the whole 
matter save only me.” 

“And these gentlemen to whom you have sold it.” 
“No, sir, I am not so foolish as to hand over the knowledge 

until the price is paid. After that it is I whom they buy, and 
they move this safe’”—he again tapped his brow—‘‘with all its 
contents to whatever point they desire. My part of the bargain 

beach today. 

month’s Cosmopolitan. 

And now I’ve read the answer. It’s 
in a short story by John Erskine, called 
“The Afterthoughts of Lady Godiva.” 
Dr. Erskine has reconstructed those scenes 
as piquantly as he did the private life of 

Also he has told, in this story, the 

through the streets in even less than the 
average young woman wears on a bathing 

It’s a gem of a story. 
one of the most enjoyable features in next 

will then be done—faithfully, ruthlessly done. After that, his- 
tory will be made.” 

He rubbed his hands together and the fixed smile upon his 
face twisted itself into something like a snarl. 

“You will excuse me, sir,’ boomed Challenger, who had sat 
in silence up to now, but whose expressive face registered most 
complete disapproval of Theodore Nemor; “we should wish 
before we discuss the matter to convince ourselves that there is 
something to discuss. We have not forgotten a recent case 
where an Italian, who proposed to explode mines from a dis- 
tance, proved upon investigation to be an arrant impostor. 
History may well repeat itself. 

“You will understand, sir, that I have a reputation to sustain 
as a man of science—a reputation which you have been ‘good 
enough to describe as European, though I have every reason to 
believe that it is not less conspicuous in America. Caution is a 
scientific attribute and you must show us your proofs before we 
can seriously consider your claims.” 

Nemor cast a particularly malignant glance from the yellow 
eyes at my companion, but the smile of affected geniality broad- 
ened upon his face. 

“You live up to your reputation, professor. I had always 
heard that you were the last man in the world who could be 
deceived. Iam prepared to give you an actual demonstration 

which cannot fail to convince you, but 
before we proceed to that I must say a 
few words upon the general principle. 

“You will realize that the experimental 
plant which I have erected here in my 
laboratory is a mere model, though within 
its limits it acts most admirably. There 
would be no possible difficulty, for exam- 
ple, in disintegrating you and_reassem- 
bling you, but it is not for such a purpose 
as that that a great government is pre- 
pared to pay a price which runs into 
millions. My model is a mere scientific 
toy. It is only when the same force is 
invoked upon a large scale that enormous 
practical effects could be achieved.” 
“May we see this model?” 
“You will not only see it, Professor 

Challenger, but you will have the most 
conclusive demonstration possible upon 
your own person if you have the courage 
to submit to it.” 

“ “Tf!” the lion began to roar. “Your 
‘if,’ sir, is in the highest degree offensive.” 

“Well, well. I had no intention to 
dispute your courage. I will only say that 
I will give you an opportunity to demon- 
strate it. But I would first say a few 
words upon the underlying laws which 
govern the matter. 

“When certain crystals, salt, for exam- 
ple, or sugar, are placed in water they 
dissolve and disappear. You would not 
know that they had ever been there. 
Then by evaporation or otherwise you 
lessen the amount of water, and lo! there 
are your crystals again, visible once more 
and the same as before. Can you con- 
ceive a process by which you, an organic 
being, are in the same way dissolved into 
the cosmos, and then by a subtle reversal 
of the conditions reassembled once more?” 

“The analogy is a false one!” cried 
Challenger. ‘Even if I make so mon- 
strous an admission as that our mole- 
cules could be dispersed by some dis- 
rupting power, why should they reas- 
semble in exactly the same order as 
before?” 

“The objection is an obvious one, and I can only answer 
that they do so reassemble down to the last atom of the structure. 
There is an invisible framework and every brick flies into its 
true place. You may smile, professor, but your incredulity and 
your smile may soon be replaced by quite another emotion.” 

Challenger shrugged his shoulders. “I am quite ready to 
submit it to the test.” 

“There is another case which I would impress upon you, gen- 
tlemen, and which may help you to (Continued on page 135) 

You'll find it 

R. L. 
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“She Foci Door 

EDFAST there, the door a bit ajar, 
Then I glanced the hallway, faint of breath, 

Where oblivious, as lovers are, 
With unconscious life they slighted death: 

« She, my wife, who never failed my care, 
Smoothed my pillow, bathed my fevered face, 
Stood with him, my friend, beside the stair, 
Kissed him in a long and rapt embrace. 

This I saw. An instant’s silence hung. 
Then they laughed together as they went 
To the kitchen, busy now of tongue: 
Broth was better for such condiment! 
Just as though a selfless happiness 
For my courage, spirits, was displayed! 
Just as though their sunshine would redress 
Life for me whom Life had long betrayed. 

Coming back she smiled and poured the broth; 
Smiling, too, he bore for her the tray. 
Weakly then I toyed the napkin’s cloth, 
Stared their eyes wherein their secret lay. 
“Drink,” he said. “We mean to have you up”; 
‘He will soon be quite himself,” she laughed. 
With a shaking hand I sipped the cup— 
All they brewed and brought me, that I quaffed! 

Then I fell to thinking, feigned to sleep: 
“Life goes on regardless, though I cling; 
Nature ceases not to sow and reap; 
Winter’s ghost evanishes with spring. 
I am what? A summer-wasted stalk, 
In whose leaves a fever-frost has crept.” 
Thinking thus I still could hear them talk 
In the farther room until I slept. 

When I woxe how ominous and still! 
So I called and faithfully she ran. 
“You have slept an hour.” “Where is Will?” 
“Oh, he went to sketch a building’s plan.”’ 
Then I closed my eyes, began to brood 
Doubts that drifted round me to and fro; 
Thought on thought descended on my mood 
Soft as fallen snow on fallen snow. 

Was it heliotrope, or was it musk 
Wafted from her hand upon my brow? 
Ruth or pity was it that the dusk 
Made her searching eyes so blurring now? 
But I know she made the blankets smooth, 
Brought me water, took the fever’s mark; 
Then she sat in tenderness and truth 
Talking hope until the room was dark. 

: 
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Why Smart Men 
GREAT deal, as everybody knows, may be learned 

about a man from his correspondence. So, as an 
amateur Sherlock Holmes, you might try to discover 
something abcut the personality of the man who 

wrote the following: 

When I found your letter felt as if I would love to have wings and 
fly right down there to be with you, old dear, for with all my heart 
that is where I long to be. So glad, dear, you are taking lessons on 
the ukulele, will mean so much this summer on the boat. Oh, I can 
almost see you now, dear, sitting up on the bridge with your sport 
suit on, queen that you are, with the ukulele in your lap, playing 
“Leave me with a Smile.” 

Anyone, I think, would deduce that the man was very young— 
inexperienced, infatuated, go- 
ing through the joys and 
agonies of “calf-love.” It 
is the kind of letter young 
women in girls’ schools show 
to one another, giggling over 
the rhapsodies of the youth- 
ful admirers. 

But that deduction does 
not suit the circumstances. 
The man was middle-aged, a 
widower, head of four great 
industrial companies, with a 
share in the management of 
nearly twenty others. He 
was allied, in friendship and 
industry, with many of the 
most important people in 
the country; he was a mil- 
lionaire, and incidentally the 
boat which he mentioned 
was his—his yacht. 

As that was the kind of 
man he was, one naturally 
would infer that the woman 
capable of making him long 
for wings to fly to her was a 
person of equal impor.ance, 
who had surprised him out 
of the routine of his busy 
life by inspiring in him a 
“great passion.” 

As it happened, however, 
the lady—who was much 
younger than himself—was a member of a theatrical chorus. 

He met her at a seaside hotel, felt a steadily increasing interest 
in her, paid her bills, arranged for instructors for her. When, as 
sometimes happens, these facts became public, he was rather un- 
certain as to what his feelings had been toward her. 

“T was very fond of her,” he said, “and—I suppose I loved 
her.” 

His letters read as though he had. 
If you missed out in your deduction in this first instance, you 

might try your ability on another. What sort of man, while on a 
vacation in Bermuda, wrote this to a woman in New York: 

You are all mine. I look upon you as the most beautiful—none 
can compare. Why is it that I can think of nothing but you on 
this little island? Forgive me, dear, for writing such long letters. 
I think of nothing else but you. Here is a chain of kisses to reach 
from my lips to your sweet lips and circle round your heart. For 
heaven’s sake, destroy these letters. 

That last sentence rather gives him away, doesn’t it? He knew 
that he was being foolish—but he enjoyed doing it. He was an 
elderly man who had grown wealthy in managing a big business, 
a widower living with his grown daughters. The woman to 
whom he wrote was a school-teacher, who incidentally did dress 
designing. She was doing that for one of his daughters when he 
met her. Of course she did not destroy the letters; she kept them 
carefully. And she was largely rewarded for that bit of fore- 
thought. 
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cAnd WHY They Feel So 

Notes Are Read To 

By WILLIAM 
For her wealthy admirer had put his—temporary, as later he 

found they were—feelings on paper. There they remained, im- 
perishable witnesses against him after circumstances had caused 
him to have a quite different set of feelings toward the woman. 

Why do they do it? 
What indifference to con- 

sequences leads men of in- 
telligence, education, ability 
and experience and knowl- 
edge of human nature—for 
mostly they are men of such 
experience—to put them- 
selves on record in ways 
that their intelligence ought 
to, and does, tell them may 
cause them future trouble? 
What possessed an engi- 

neer—married, though liv- 
ing apart from his wife—to 
write to an attendant in a 
dentist’s office as follows: 

Alone, but thinking of you, 
my dearest. Love girl—my 
wife and my bride. You are 
wonderful—so deeply affection- 
ate, such bliss of warmth of 
love from your sweet lips, I 
never had before. Let me have 
some more of your wonder-en- 
chanting kisses. You are a 
wonderful love girl and I prize 
and treasure every love touch 
you give me either by hands or 
lips. Though only in a dream 
I seem to hear your love breath- 
ing to me, and your sweet voice 
and the glowing warm touch of 
your wonderful soft velvety 

i arms. My love, my life! 

Crazy? His wife didn’t think so. When the recipient of the 
letters made them public, the bewildered wife said: “‘All this 
is atrocious! My husband is a brilliant and intelligent man.” 
What lapse into unreason made a stock-broker—to be sure, 

he was a pretty gay stock-broker—during a vacation at Palm 
Beach write to a divorcée of his acquaintance in the follow- 
ing fashion: 

Just received a very sweet letter from my baby-doll. Oo is my 
boo-ful baby. I only wish oo were here and I would tell oo how 
booful and sweet oo is. Don’t worry about making love in the 
rolling-chairs, for the colored boy who pushes the chair always 
hangs right over the back and listens. I am waiting patiently for 
your letters and getting them all. Keep up these dear sweet let- 
ters and remember I love my dear most devotedly. What will my 
be od do when her boo-ful baby tomes home? I know what her 
will do. 

Every man knows—especially those who have attained success 
and prominence—that anything written on paper may, under 
some circumstance, become public. Why, then, do men of ability 
put in witness against themselves such revealing statements as 
these: 

“T love you more and more earnestly and sincerely, darling, yes, 
every day I live. I am determined to marry you and devote my- 
self to you” . . . “Of all the handiwork of God in all the world 
none is of more rare exquisite beauty than you. To you He has 
given every charm that artists’ vision or poets’ fancy could 
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Mac ARG 
imagine of wonderful perfect womanhood” . . . “All my love 
and once more please watch your step and don’t lean out win- 
dows and be a good little Bubbles” . . . “I mean well but the 
human side prevails over the spiritual” . . . “Oh, how I wish I 
were with you tonight; I 
would love you to death.” 
Above all, why, in addi- 

tion to descending into occa- 
sional baby-talk, do they 
sign themselves with such 
ridiculous names as “Toots,” 
'Little,’’ **Pops,’’ or 
“Baby”? 
When letters such as these 

become public—or when 
some man with a long record 
of sane judgment, careful 
administration and knowl- 
edge of human nature writes 
and lets out of his hands 
something in politics, or 
business affairs, or family 
matters, which works him 
injury—there is a very clear 
reaction on the part of the 
public. The public is not 
only eagerly amused; it feels 
a quite obvious  self-con- 
gratulatory satisfaction. 

It is as though every news- 
paper reader and chuckling 
listener said inside himself: 
“Well, I’ve made a fool of 
myself sometimes, but I 
never was as big a fool as 
that!’’ 
The “big” man has shown 

himself not so big as people 
thought him. The smart man has come down off the pedestal 
that luck and circumstance had built for him and has shown him- 
self a dull man indeed—something rather below the average of 
wisdom and self-control than above it. That, at any rate, appears 
to be the general impression. 

As for the man’s friends, they may be amusedly or pityingly 
sympathetic, but they are also bewildered. They “never thought 
he would write anything like that”; he has, as the theatrical pro- 
fession puts it, stepped out of character, and they have difficulty 
in recognizing him in this correspondence. 

But they are not the only ones who show this puzzlement; 
for the man often has difficulty in recognizing himself. It is 
quite common, when such an exposure threatens, for the writer 
*0 say to his acquaintances: 

“Certainly I wrote to her, but I never wrote anything that need 
cause me uneasiness.” 
Then he hears the letters read. 
Anyone who has watched one of these letter-writers, during the 

treading of letters written long enough before so that he has in 
part, or wholly, forgotten their contents, has seen his efforts to 
recall the circumstances and feelings which made him put such 
things on paper—his effort to recognize the writer as himself. 

“Did I write that?” he sometimes says incredulously. 
He knows he wrote it, but he has moved so far away from the 

emotions which he then put into words that he has trouble in 
recalling that he ever expressed them in that fashion. During 

Wiite S ill y pitied 
the reading of the letters he is not only embarrassed, often he is 
quite as obviously bewildered, groping for an explanation of his 
own action, asking himself why he did it. 

An attorney commenced his address to the jury in a suit con- 
cerning letters with this statement: 

“We admit, gentlemen, that my client has elected himself a 
member of the Fools’ Club.” ; 

He then proceeded to explain that, in his estimation, many 
men of marked ability in certain lines remain in other respects— 
frequently with regard to women—so childish that they could be 
classed as fools, speaking and writing to them words for which 
they have no real responsibility. 

He contended that his client was of that sort. 
Anyone who wants to 

adopt that explanation will 
have to admit that many 
men, highly successful in 
very different lines of work, 
have remained peculiarly 
childish in a great variety of 
fashions; for educators, pro- 
fessional men, artists and 
spiritual leaders have been 
caught writing letters which 
seem evidences of folly en- 
tirely foreign to their char- 
acters—and of course many 
more have written them 
than have ever got caught. 

Are we to class as merely 
“childish” an incident such 
as this which happened a few 
years ago? 

In this case the man was 
old, a banker of great ex- 
perience, many times a mil- 
lionaire through his own 
ability, universally respected 
for his character and es- 
pecially for his charities. 
One of his charities, an echo 
of his own youth, was caring 
for immigrants from Europe 
until they were able to es- 
tablish themselves success- 
fully in their new country. 
A group of some twenty 

girls arrived in America in charge of a nun. The old man in the 
course of his charitable work met the boat. 

One of the girls was very beautiful—bronze-gold hair, soft 
white skin, eyes like the lakes he remembered from his boyhood. 
As was not unusual, this particular girl was given work in the old 
man’s household and, later, in the home of one of his friends, 
while she adjusted herself to the ways of her new country. Mean- 
while, she prepared herself for work as a secretary, presently ob- 
tained a position, drifted out of the old man’s knowledge. 
“Several years later she and her brother, needing money, re- 
membered the old man’s kindness and called on him to see 
whether he would advance a loan to them. The reply of the old 
man was to ask her to marry him. She consented, in spite of the 
fact that she was considerably more than a half-century younger 
than he. 

Probably foreseeing the objections of his family he wanted the 
marriage to take place immediately. But he wanted to be mar- 
ried by a cardinal. When he consulted the cardinal his purpose 
became public. 

The determined struggle of the old man to carry out his pur- 
pose against the equal determination of his family that he should 
not, occupied for a number of days many columns in the news- 
papers. But was that struggle any more violent than the previous 
struggle within himself, which had made him disregard the 
knowledge of human nature that had enabled him to accumulate 
his millions, and his comprehension of (Continued on page 173) 
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The Story 
So Far: 

N THE boardwalk at Coney Island whither Consuelo Bar- 
O rett had gone to escape the suffocating heat of New York, 

a strange man addressed her. Consuelo succumbed to 
his banter and told him of her difficulties in finding employment. 

He suggested that she become a beauty-shop operator and even 
wrote a letter to one Gerstel Corss, proprietor of a salon in New 
York, which, characteristically, he forgot to give her, and they 
parted after a casual good-night kiss. With the knowledge that 
her funds were running low, Consuelo decided to follow the advice 
of that idiotic young man whom she knew as James I. Smith. 
Corss’ name, however, was not to be found in the telephone book. 

At La Primavera, a beauty shop in the East Fifties, Connie re- 
ceived a treatment from one of the operators, a Miss Roberts, to 
whom she confided her desire to obtain training. The girl advised 
her to take a course at one of the free-model shops. Consuelo 
acted quickly on this suggestion. She signed up for a course, left 
a deposit and went home to study up on “erls and erntments,” 
according to instruction. But in the morning her will-power 
proved unequal to the task of entering the squalid place. 

Thereafter, with her slender fund of money steadily decreasing, 
Consuelo tried in vain to obtain work. At last she found Corss’ 
establishment. But disappointment again awaited her, for the fat 
little man cut short her explanation about Smith’s letter, kissed 
her and invited her to supper. Leaving her name and address, 
Consuelo bolted into the street and stumbled against a tall youth 
who appeared to be the victim of a stupefying shyness. 

The next morning brought a letter from Gerstel Corss asking 
her to report for training at once. This time it was a cordial fat 
man who welcomed her. And all on account of Ipsydoodle Smith 
—this, incredibly, was the odd fellow’s name—who, after all, had 
mailed his letter. At last Consuelo was started on her career . 

After her first week of giving treatments Connie reluctantly 
consented to take on a man, and to her surprise the shy young 
giant of her street encounter entered her booth. He was being 
initiated into the Quiddles, the nuttiest club in New York, he 
told her. He had to take all the beauty treatments and indulge 
in sprightly conversation with the operator. That evening he 
was to give a dinner at their club-house, the Barn, and report to 
the committee. 

On an impulse Consuelo suggested that he take her with him, 
and he called for her at the apartment of Bob Roberts and 
Varvara, an attractive but nerve-shattered young Russian 
woman whose husband had been killed before her eyes during 
the revolution. Bob told her more about the Quiddles and about 
her escort, Rowdy Pontefract, nephew of Waller Daniels and 
heir to fifty millions if he conquered his besetting sin—drinking. 

At the Barn, Consuelo listened to amusing conversation until 
midnight when two guests of the club entered. One of them 
gasped, “Connie Barrett! Who brought you here?” and added 
tearfully, “I wouldn’t believe that rotten story if every judge 
on the bench——” Just then the too-emotional gentleman was 
led away. 

Later, Rowdy shyly kissed Consuelo good night, and as she 
pushed herself free, the thought came to her that she had had 
no such inclination when Ipsydoodle Smith had kissed her . . . 

Oe 

LEEPLESS, with uncommunicative eyes, it perched upon 
her working cabinet and stared at her, the tiny owlet. 
It was of that variety of green soapstone which a trustful 
American public has been trained by Orientally inspired 

guile to accept as jade. Before luncheon it had not been: now 
it was. Consuelo, having a gift of silence of her own, decided 
that if it wasn’t intended for her it would doubtless fly away 
a If it was, she could wait for the explanation. 

A Nove in a Sk eiay 

of the Axis Hh dp if Boley 

lagzrant 
Mr. Gerstel Corss, beaming his way into her compartment, 

supplied it. “How you like the boidie, huh?” 
“It’s a very superior owl. Where did it come from?” 
“Tt’s a present.” 
“From you?” 
“Huh? No. Not me. I ain’t makigg Christmas presents this 

summer. Don’t you know who it’s from?” 
“How should I? There was no word with it.” 
“Sure there was. Tome. It said, ‘To my proteej’ ” (which she 

interpreted as ‘“‘protégée”’) “ ‘from Ipsydoodle Smith.’ ”’ 
“But why? What does it mean?” ; 
“The boidie? He’s an owl. If you’re askigg me I’d say he 

means that the more you keep your eyes open and your mouth 
shut in this business, the better you'll make out. It’s a swell 
motter for the beauty trade.” 

“Mr. Smith doesn’t seem to follow it, himself.” 
“Don’t he! Ipsydoodle may make a lot of talk. But when he’s 

through what more do you know about him than you knew 
before? Nothigg . . . How you gettigg alogg?” 

Her second week as a full-fledged practitioner had shown an 
increase in earnings but a decrease in sales. She stated this. 

“Don’t worry. You got a lot of grease-pots and repeaters 
worked off on you because you’re new. You're doigg good. 
You're fixed.” 

She thanked him. “Where am I to write to Mr. Smith about 
the owl?” 

“Huh? How would I know? He’s lost his job, so I hear. 
More likely he chucked it . . . Say, did you have a hair-tint a 
—_— days ago on a bony old ghost with washy gray hair?” he 
asked. 

“No. That was Miss Lipovv, I think.” 
“Somethigg’s gone wrogg with it. She’s on the war-path.” 

WOMAN entered and asked for that little Miss Barrett that 
she had last week. Consuelo returned mechanical but suffi- 

cient replies to the babble of her client while her mind was wander- 
ing to her own personal affairs. Funny that the eccentric Smith 
should have sent her such a gift out of a clear sky. Was it, as 
Mr. Corss suggested, a pattern for her professional conduct? 
When would she see him again? Was she really interested? she 
asked herself. No; only curious, she decided. 

About Rowdy Pontefract, too, she was curious. Nothing had 
she heard from him though it was more than three weeks. Nor 
a there any sequel to that unique and eventful evening at the 

arn. 
Social diversions of other kinds had not been lacking. Several 

times she had been out dining and dancing at exorbitant night 
clubs with Bob Roberts, Bob’s faithful Victor and their group. 
They were good-humored, commonplace, unsparing of self in 
their conscientious application to the life of enjoyment to which 
they had set their measure of existence. In their fashion several 
of the men had paid court to her, but the fashion was unin- 
spiring. 

It lacked the verve of Smith, the blundering sincerity of Pon- 
tefract, the confident finish of the Barn set. Not but what it 
served well enough to pass—— 
What was that? Connie came out of her absorption to a sense 

of something ominous. Quick voices in the anteroom. Demands. 
Expostulations. Then shriek upon shriek in a false, forced, high, 
savage monotone. It sounded like a short-winded steam- 
whistle. . 

Gerstel Corss scurried out of his office. She heard his 
attempts to soothe presently become excited pleas and then semi- 
hysterical protests. : 

“But Moddam! You must be calm. Don’t yell so! We will 
Copyright, 1929, Samuel Hopkins Adams 
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have the police in my place. Come inside. I will do anythigg. 
Anythigg! Will somebody quiet her. Get a bath towel, quick.” 
This expedient was followed by a smothered struggle, ending 1n a 
repetition of the spaced, volleying hoots. 

Excusing herself, Consuelo went out. Ringed around with a 
circle of dismayed operators, an elderly spinster with a mass 
of green hair waving about her bony neck was writhing in the grasp 
of Gerstel Corss who was gallantly attempting to check her 
vocality with his left hand, from which she had torn the bath 
tuwel. Suddenly he emitted a shriek which put her best to 
shame, and sprang back flapping his fingers. She had bitten 
him. 

HIS minor success appeared to calm her, or at least to give 
gx coherence to her woes. 

“Look!” she moaned. “Look! 
ruined. For life. It’ll never come out. 

“For heaven’s sake, lady = 
“Don’t talk to me. Don’t you dare! You—you poisoner. 

Look at my head. Oh! Oh! Oh-oh! Oh-oh! Oh-oh!” She 
was steam-whistling again. 

Desperate but with due caution for his perishable flesh, the 
proprietor caught up a cushion with which he stifled the solo. 
Under this compression the complainant was escorted to the 
privacy of the office. Several alarmed clients, including Consue- 
lo’s, already had escaped in hastily donned garments. A sum- 
mons came out for Miss Lipovv to report at once with her hair- 
sample card. She went in, rigid. 

“Yes; I gave the treatment,” she admitted in her subdued 
voice with its touch of accent. 

The exacerbated maiden lady caught at the card, bearing its 
sixteen tufts of human hair, once gray, now variously hued. 
“There’s the one I selected,” she announced. 

“That is correct. Number ten and a half; reddish-gold.” 
“Reddish-gold! Is that reddish-gold?” declaimed the victim, 

scrabbling at her head with twitching fingers. ‘Is my hair red- 
dish-gold? Look at it! Green. Green! Gree-ee-ee-een!” 

Green it indubitably was, in several melting shades, a horrific 
spectacle. There was no basis for argument on the point. 

“We will restore it,’ babbled the wretched proprietor. “We 
will make good. Free of charge. I guarantee. Come in tomor- 
row and we——” 

“Try to touch my hair again! Murderers! My doctor says it 
will never com> out.” 

“What doctor?” asked Consuelo quietly. 
“Doctor Rambaud on Eighty-fifth Street.” 
“‘He’s a skin specialist, isn’t he?” 
“Yes. None of your business.” She tossed her discolored 

locks angrily. There emanated from her a faint but unmis- 
takable pungency. It connected up with a case in one of Con- 
suelo’s text-books, wherewith she had been seeking industriously 

Green! Green! I’m 
My hair!” 

Green. 
My hair. 

‘You have dropped some money,” 
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to compensate for her lack of experience. There were certain 
drugs which, taken internally, produced a secretion causing that 
weird reaction to certain hair-tints. The boss, being informed 
of this, was impressed. 

“Gee! You're a wise kid. But where does that get us, huh?” 
“T don’t know. It doesn’t say anything about how to get the 

green out.” 
“Then I’m through. She’ll sue me. I know that kind.’ He 

put his head down on his desk and sobbed, the injured client 
meantime having relapsed into semi-hysterics and tooted herself 
forth from that place. He looked up. ‘Anyway, I’ll fire that 
bum of a baroness.”’ 

“You wouldn’t do that!’ 
“Why wouldn’t I?” 
“Tt isn’t her fault.” 
But the Armenian-Swiss-Roumanian blood was seething. 

“Whaddya mean, it ain’t her fault, huh? She gave the treatment, 
didn’t she? Hey, you; Lipovv!” 

The Russian, who had followed her client out seeking to ap- 
pease her, returned. 

“Get your pay.” 
Despair and submission marked the still face. She made no 

protest but stood staring somewhere past the furious little fat 
man into a blind future. 

“And get outa here.” 
Connie’s hand went out in protesting appeal. “Mr. Corss——” 

she began. 
“Shuttup!” he squalled. 
“Let be,” whispered the Russian dolorously. ‘No need yov 

should lose the job, too.” 
Tingling with rage, Connie followed her out. 

do?” 
“T don’t know.” Her skin was twitching in a nervous reaction. 

“T’ll try somewhere else. But I tried everywhere before I got 
in here.” She gathered her things and walked out of the 
place like an automaton. 

“What will you 

OING into her booth, Connie, to her concern, found it empty. 
G Her client had dressed hastily and departed. Four other 
treatments had been similarly abandoned and left unpaid. Evil 
portent. Gerstel Corss put on hat and gloves and went to see 
his lawyer. Connie was of a mind to have it out with him before 
he left, not only about his monstrous unfairness to Miss Lipovv 
but also as to his insult to herself. Never before had anyone 
told her to shut up. But as she started marshaling terms which 
should be at once dignified and injurious, the owlet caught her 
eye. 

Silence was the counsel of that calm regard. Consuelo 
abandoned the tempting project. 

In the morning the boss was not there. Neither was the normal 
run of custom. The girls sat about and talked in discouraged — 

said Consuelo. ‘Well, don't you want it?” 
Dani 



undertones. Connie had but one client, 
a rest-facial who tried to pump her on 
the event of the previous day, but the 
advisory eye of Ipsydoodle Smith’s gift 
was stern upon her. She returned evasive 
answers. The disappointed patron left 
without tipping her. 

Early in the afternoon grim catastrophe 
appeared, blazoned in a tabloid: “Green- 
ish Hairs Among the Gold,” it was 
headed with allusive facetiousness. The 
announced intent of the elderly Miss 
Prayfoot to sue the establishment for ten 
thousand dollars was of secondary dam- 
age as compared to the sure effect of the 
publication. Late in the afternoon Gers- 
tel Corss telephoned hysterically but to no 
definite import. He did not again appear. 
The shop struggled along for three days. 
On the fourth morning Connie found it 
closed and nobody there to furnish 
explanation to the rueful girls. 

So she lost her first job. Subse- 
quently she rescued from the ruins 
her costumes, implements and the 
stone counselor of silence, and in so 
doing gathered a grisly bit of news 
from one of her companions in ill 
luck. 
“Hear about Lipovv?” 
“No. What became of her?” 
“The river. Body found yester- 
y. 
“Oh, why?’’ cried Connie. 
“Scared, I suppose. Couldn’t 

face it. They’re that way, the 
baronesses.”’ 
“And good reason, too,” added 

; 

a 
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another of the ex-employees. 
these days. Overcrowded.”’ 
A chill went through Consuelo’s courage and shook it. 

“Tt ain’t so easy getting a place 

“Anyway, I’m no worse off than I was before,” said Consuelo, 
lolling on Bob Roberts’ front-room divan and trying to encourage 
herself. 

Bob aided. “Better. You’ve had practical experience. There 
may be an opening at our shop. Bella’s getting on the trail of 
big game; I can tell by her actions.” 

“Who's Bella?” 
“Bella Poitiers, the shop beauty: You remember her. Oval- 

faced, dark girl. Creamy-dreamy type with an umptious figure.” 
Connie nodded. ‘Looks like a sleeping saint.” 
“Sleeping, yes; saint, not exactly,” giggled Bob. ‘Her spe- 

cialty is being handsomely looked after by some rich middle- 
aged gent to whom she is perfectly faithful while he lasts. Her 
last daddy ditched her something shameful when radio took its 
big flop.” 
-“And she had to go back to work?” 
“Don’t know as she had to. Guess she wanted to. She says 

that loafing around, waiting for a man to come and carry you 
along, is no better than street-walking. It’s a kind of self- 
respect, I guess.” 

“She must be a philosopher,” smiled Connie. 
“Try to tell her that and get a sock in the neck! She’s got it all 

figured out that the kind of man she’s after would be attracted to 
a girl that works more than to the ordinary kept-woman type. 
At that, she’s probably right.” 

“She can’t see many men at the Primavera, surely.” 
“That isn’t the idea. Whether she sees ’em or not, she’s kinda 

on display there. Almost like being a public character, like 
an actress, only not so much so. It’s got its pull, that sorta thing. 
And every day of her life she lunches at Pierre’s or the Park Lane 
or one of those very nifty places. Don’t know where she dines. 
Automat, maybe. We thought at one time she was all set to 
land Waller Daniels.” 

“Does he take her out?” 
“T should say not! Doesn’t take anybody out, that China egg. 

But he usually asks for her 
when he comes to the shop.” 

“Ts he a hairy ape? He 
looks disagreeable enough.” 

“Not on your life! He’s 
a rest-case. The treatments 
quiet his nerves and he likes 
Bella because she pulls the 
far-away and quiet bluff. She 
thought she was going to 
make him. Fat chance! He’s 
very cagy about coming at all 
and generally oozes in the 
back way.” 

“That doesn’t seem like 
what one hears about him.” 

“What do you know about 
him?” She answered herself. 
“Oh, yes. He’s your big 
sweetie’s old man, isn’t he?” 

“Not my big sweetie,” de- 
nied Connie. “I haven’t had 
word or sign out of him since 
the night of the party at the 
Barn.” 

“T guess that puts you in 
mourning!” 

“Cast aside like an outworn glove,” sighed the girl elaborately. 
“Forgotten like——” 

“Hold on, there! Somebody did call up a coupla days ago. 
Varvara got the message. Oh, Varv!” 

The door opened. The Russian girl’s controlled, calm face 
was turned to Connie in greeting. ‘Yes; there was a call. From 
Mr. Pontefract. He wished your address.” 

“Did you give it to him?” 
“No; I did not.” 
“Why not?” From Bob. 
“How could I know she would wish him to have it?” 

_ That was the difference between those two. Bob would have 
given it. 

Connie said, “Right! I don’t.” 
_ “He had been to the Hotel Lavinia and could get no informa- 

tion there. He was quite sad about it. That young man,” the 
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Russian commented with the wraith of a smile, “has got what you 
call a case. He said that you could leave word for him at the 
Barn.” She glanced toward the telephone. 

“Thank you. I don’t think I’m calling up the Barn.” 
“No like?” said Bob. ‘More fool, you.” 
“T’m not in the fair Bella’s line.” 
“Oh-oh? I thought he was too girl-shy to be rough.” 
“He wasn’t rough. He was sweet.” 
“Then what’s all the shootin’ fer?” 
“T was thinking more of the Barn than of Rowdy. Bob, what 

would you do if a man you’d just met made an open crack at you 
in the most natural manner in the world?” 

“What kind of a crack? You mean, come-and-see-the-etchings- 
inszmy-room?” 

“Well, yes.” ; 
“T’d hand him a sock in the eye. Didn’t you?” 
“No.” 

“Why not?” 
“T don’t know. He was so perfectly matter-of-fact and—and 

unfresh about it.” 
“They are like that, your American men. Sometimes. A 

type. And not the worst type,’’ murmured the Russian. 
Bob gave it a mental review. ‘You say it was one of the Bar 

outfit?” 

“Yes. And rather a leading one. 
things.” 

“Oh, well; that’s different. Those lads—you can’t exactly 
blame them. They’ve got so much money, most of ’em, and 
things come their way so easy that they think they’ve got a right 
to anything they want and all they’ve got to do is ask for it. I 
suppose they figure it out about like this: here’s a girl who at- 
tracts me; maybe I attract her; if not, no harm done. At that, 
they aren’t so far wrong lots of times. Bella wouldn’t have been 
jarred.” 

“Would she have gone?” 
“That’s something else again. Probably not, the first time. 

But she’d have had it in mind. In case, of follow-up, you know. 
What did he do when, if and as you turned him down?” 

“Nothing. Tookitnicely. But why should he think that I——” 
“Did he know that you work?” 
“Of course. I was in uniform.” 
“Sure.” Miss Roberts grinned. “He probably 

thought it was all wrong that a girl as pretty as you 
should have a job to cramp her style. He was giving 
you a chance to better yourself. But why should that 
make you pick on Rowdy?” 

“T’m not. But he hasn’t figured up to prospectus. 
He pretended he was just living to see me again when 
he got back. And he had a ¢errible time kissing me 
good night.” 
Be your fault, I’ll bet. Don’t you want to see him 
ain ”? 

“Not specially.” 
“Better hang on to him, kid. Where’ll you find as 

good a meal ticket?” 
“That’s what I don’t like about it. What’s he get- 

ting out of it?” 
“Hey, girl! Let not thy conscience make a boob 

of thee. I’m going to call him up if you won’t.” 
As Consuelo made no protest, her accomplice 

looked up the Barn and was presently beckoning her 
to the phone. Rowdy’s eager voice said: 

“Gee! I thought I’d lost you.” 
“Where have you been?” 
He sounded embarrassed and evasive as he an- 

swered, “Oh, out of town. Can I come over and take 
you to dinner?” 

“T’m not dressed.” 
“That’s all right. We'll go to some quiet place.” 
The quiet place proved to be the retreat where he had taken her 

for cocktails before. 
“Now, account for this neglect,” ordered Consuelo. “It’s been 

nearly a month.” 
ae a month. Doesn’t that give you a tip?” 

Oo. 
“Do you really want to know where I’ve been?” 

. “Ves,” 

“Tn jail.” . 

“You? Whatever for?” 
“Reckless driving. What would you expect? Arson?” 
“Isn’t a month pretty severe?” 
“Not in Jersey. It’d have been six (Continued on page 117) 
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@ Monsieur Gros- 
jean took an im- 
pulsive step after 
Mademoiselle 
Lejeune. For once 
he had the envy 
to espouse a dow- 
erless woman 

By / orrest We. 

(6 HUT!” cautioned the chief saleswoman of the Maison 
Grosjean in a sharp whisper. ‘There are some ones!”’ 

Monsieur Hippolyte Grosjean abruptly broke off 
the anecdote which he was at the moment relating 

to some of his staff, and turned. Although the hour was early, 
two clients had entered the shop. Instantly Monsieur Grosjean, 
by a feat of will and muscle, ironed from his little round good- 
humored face the unseemly creases of risibility which had tem- 
porarily unprofessionalized that visage, and thus put his coun- 
tenance more in harmony with the black suit and respectful 
cravat—a black cravat with a shadow pattern of gray—by 
which he dramatized himself in his sad calling. 
The clients, as Monsieur Grosjean could have discovered 

through the glass of the street door, had evidently descended from 
a taxicab drawn up to the curb behind a trim little motor delivery- 
van standing there—a van done entirely in lustrous black, except 
for the initial G, in chaste silver print, upon its side. 
One standing on the sidewalk with his back to the van would, 

however, have seen something even blacker and more gleaming— 
the front of Monsieur Hippolyte Grosjean’s shop itself. It was 
probably the most emphatically black-and-white store front in 
Paris. Except for door and windows, it was veneered completely 
in artificial onyx, glassily black as polished anthracite; while along 
the architrave above was graven in characters faced with startling 
seal the identification, ““GROSJEAN—Mourning in 24 

ours. 
In short, it was nothing else, this shop, than the business seat of 

the great Grosjean, that master of the design of widows’ weeds, 
whose humanity to women—Parisian women—made countless 
thousands of them mourn, fetchingly. 
The two who had entered the shop and interrupted Monsieur 

Grosjean’s rather spicy narrative were ladies smartly but liltingly 
gowned. The observation made Monsieur Grosjean uncon- 
sciously quicken his pace toward them. Ladies thus arrayed, if 
they proved to have need of Monsieur Grosjean’s ministrations, 
demanded complete rehabiliment, from the skin out; whereas the 
customer in black would be seeking at most a change to demi- 
mourning, an affair that might involve only a dress and perhaps a 
hat or two 

As Monsieur Grosjean approached he automatically put on his 
professional air of sympathy, an asset which had won him, per- 
haps, as much good-will as the merits of his merchandise. He was 
a plump little man with a smooth pink face and naturally arched 
eyebrows, which now, however, drew up into median points like 
circumflex accents, while the corners of his mouth turned down 
piously, giving him the look of one who was ready to burst into 
tears. 

‘“Mesdames desire something?” he inquired in the hushed 
accents of elegant business. 

The older of the two visitors suddenly dabbed her eyes with 
a handkerchief—one without the suspicion of a black edge. The 
younger spoke. 

“One searches the trousseau of mourning, Monsieur.” 
“For some dear friend?”’ suggested Monsieur Grosjean deli- 

cately. ‘A mother, perhaps? A neighbor?” 
“But no, Monsieur,” replied the younger lady, mystified. 

“How could one imagine himself that?” 
“The habitude,” explained Monsieur Grosjean. “Habitually 

it is some friend or near parent who makes the effective com- 
mission for the mourning, while the immediately deprived rest at 
home. One can, you comprehend, send samples, fitters, ef 
cetera.” 

“But no, but no, Monsieur,” protested the younger woman. 
“You deceive yourself. My sister here, she is the deprived.”’ 

‘““My husband!” piped the elder thinly, under her handkerchief. 
“My poor Francois!” 

Monsieur Grosjean had been regarding these new clients with 
increasing admiration. Blond they both were, pretty, and suffi- 
ciently young; and he could see the blood resemblance between 
them, especially in a certain enameled definiteness of line about 
their lips and chins. 

Monsieur Grosjean sighed faintly. He had long yearned to 
have such a mouth and chin, framed in some such setting as 
were these, enthroned at his cash desk. One could rely upon such 
a mouth, when its loyalty was attached to one matrimonially, to 
guard well the big and little sous. 

“‘Hélas!”” came Monsieur Grosjean’s comfort for the weeping 
relict of poor Frangois. “But Madame, I pray you to. remember 
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in this catastrophe that man, born of woman and living little of 
time, is surfeited of all sorts of miseries.”’ 

The lady stopped dabbing her eyes to give him a violet stare. 
“Pardon, Monsieur. I do not understand.” 
“All simply, it is that I have cited from the Saint Bible, 

Madame,” explained Monsieur Grosjean. 
“But this is not a church, Monsieur.”’ 
“To furnish the costume of affliction, Madame, that is a com- 

merce sufficiently solemn,”’ maintained Monsieur Grosjean. ‘By 
consequence, to cite from the Saint Scripture is extremely in 
measure—extremely . . . and, of more, a consolation to the 
client.” 

“T do not find it so,” said this particular client, with a slight 
shiver. “On the contrary, it makes me to have fear.” 

“But Mado,” protested the younger sister, with a look of ad- 
miration for Monsieur Grosjean, ‘‘I esteem it well practical for 
Monsieur, who is without doubt a man of piety as well as of af- 
fairs, to impart his sageness to comfort the clientele. Me, I adore 
to hear from the Saint Bible.” 
‘Monsieur Grosjean noticed that her eyes were also violet. 
“Eh, well,” he broke into the debate, briskly businesslike, ‘one 

has not need at the moment to discuss that point. As mourning, 
now, Madame, what is it that you desire?” 

“That is for you to say, Monsieur. Me, I have never mourned 
before.” 

“Ts there,’ hinted Monsieur Grosjean, “to be very much of 
money?” 

“For the trousseau, you wish to say, Monsieur?” 
‘Madame! Naturally, I refer only to the testament of the 

deceased.” 
“But Monsieur,” the older client rebuked him, ‘‘is it that 

thit regards you?” 
“Only, Madame, to the extent that I must estimate the 

degree of the mourning,” Monsieur Grosjean placated her. 
“What does that wish to say?” demanded the lady. 
“One does not pretend that it is a regulation,” 

Monsieur Grosjean; “but by 
habitude one arranges the 
grandeur of the mourning to 
the sum named in the testa- 
ment.” 

““Ah!’’ exclaimed the en- 
lightened client. ‘My hus- 
band, Monsieur, has guarded 
well his economies.” 

“In that case,’’ decided 
Monsieur Grosjean, “I sug- 
gest for the funeral itself a 
robe in black crépe de Chine 
with floating panels from the 
shoulders in back. The bonnet 
ought to be made entirely 
from the veil, which, falling 
also, merges into an ensemble 
with the panels, forming an 
impression of dolor besides 
being excessively chic. As for 
Mademoiselle—it is Made- 
moiselle, is it not?” 

The younger client dropped 
modest lashes over her eyes as 
she murmured assent. 

‘‘As for Mademoiselle,’’ 
went on Monsieur Grosjean, 
“something—well, not more 
gay, but, let it be, less pro- 
found. For example, for the 
obsequies a neat effect in tai- 
loring, with a hat carrying only ' 
a short veil in back—a hat from which later the veil can be 
lifted off, leaving all simply a smart creation for the street— 
a hat which, when one reaches the half-mourning, is even sus- 
ceptible of being ornamented with white feathers. Very prac- 
tical, you comprehend, Mademoiselle?” 

“Ravishing!” trilled that lady. 
“But the accessories,’ considered her sister—‘the scarfs, 

the hand-bags, the handkerchiefs, the stockings, the artificial 
flowers i 

explained 

“T supply all,”’ promised Monsieur Grosjean. 
“Even shoes?” 
“Except shoes,” Monsieur Grosjean corrected himself. 
“Underwear?” suggested the younger sister, with a faint blush. 

Widow’s Weeds 

“Ah, yes, Mademoiselle,” decreed the master of doleful finery, 
“Very necessary to the complete mourning. One assumes, 
Mesdames, that you are now wearing lingerie in flesh or melon 
nuances, or even in green. Is it not? Mourning as it is neces- 
sary does not tolerate those shades. White, Mesdames; or at 
most, if one indulges the caprice, mauve . . .” 
When the clients had made their selections and had been 

measured, Monsieur Grosjean made a calculation. 
“Let us see,” he reflected. “It is still the good hour—not yet 

ten. Well, one can promise a first fitting—at your house, Mes- 
dames—at two this afternoon. The final fitting at seven this 
evening, and the trousseaux delivered at nine tomorrow morning, 
And there!” 

“But Monsieur,” came a dismayed protest from the elder client, 
whom Monsieur Grosjean now knew to be Madame Oudin, “one 
is not pressed.” 

“But yes, Madame,”’ Monsieur Grosjean corrected her gently; 
“one is always pressed at such a crisis. The word of order in this 
house is to make expedition of trousseaux in twenty-four hours.” 

“One does not doubt it,” commented Madame Oudin dryly. 
“How?” asked Monsieur Grosjean suspiciously. 
“At such funerals at which I have assisted, Monsieur,” explained 

Madame Oudin, “the immediate mourning has appeared to be 
sufficiently badly fagoted.”’ 

“But naturally, Madame!’ Monsieur Grosjean rose to the 
defense of his profession. “It is not the same thing as at a great 
dressmaker’s, where one can take days and even weeks for the 
fabrication of a single robe.” 

“Tt is that!” cried the lady decisively. 
Monsieur.” 
“Madame wishes to say?” 
“My husband is not yet dead.” 
“Not yet dead?” repeated Monsieur Grosjean, aghast. 
Madame Oudin had again covered her violet eyes with her 

handkerchief. ‘“Hélas, Monsieur, there is not of hope.” 
Monsieur Grosjean could not forbear patting her shoulder. 

“‘Good courage, Ma- 
dame. That destiny 
arrives to all. It is 
necessary that the chain 
of silver be ruptured, the 
string of gold retire it- 
self, the pitcher shatter 
itself . . .” 

The putative widow 
lifted the handkerchief 
and gazed at him re 
proachfully. 

“Again from the Saint 
Bible, Monsieur?” she 
asked. 

“Ah, yes, Madame. 
For the consolation.” 

“Tn this juncture, Mon- 
sieur, my nerves cannot 
support more of it.” 

““My pardon, Madame; 
. one had forgotten your 

critical censure,” apolo- 
gized Monsieur Grosjean; 
then, hastily changing 
the subject: “There is 
available, therefore, one 
Supposes, how much of 
time, Madame, to fabri- 
cate the trousseaux?” 

“T am not pressed, 

Illustrations by 

Oscar Frederick 

Howard “A question of days, 
Monsieur. Perhaps two 
weeks.” 

“So much as that?” exclaimed Monsieur Grosjean in some sur- 
rise. 

r “You mock yourself of me, Monsieur.” E 
“But no, Madame,” he protested. “It is not but that it is 

not ordinary ——” ; 
“Ah, yes, you mock yourself of me,” insisted Madame Oudin. 

“Well, one does not expect the world to understand. But com- 
prehend, Monsieur, my husband has always loved the world chic. 
Always he has regarded the chic woman. Always he has insisted 
that I have the chic robes, though not too expensive, you compre- 
hend, Monsieur? Well, when he comes to be dead, Monsieur, 
what is it that I can do for him? Me, I love well my husband. Is 
it that I shall send him only the crown of flowers, like all the 
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world? But no, Mon- ge. ‘\ . 

sieur. Me, I am his wife, 
well beloved. What else 
can I do but appear well 
habilitated when his fu- 
neral makes itself? And 
how can I do that if not 
I anticipate his obsequies 
by some days?” 

Monsieur Grosjean lis- 
tened to this speech, pro- 
foundly moved. 
“Madame,” he began 

ina choked voice, “accept 
my homages. Never in 
my experience have I en- 
countered such sentiment, 
such devotion, such art. 
As a gesture of love, it is 
superb. Magnificent! 
Me, Madame, I am going 
to respond to such solici- 
tude. I will make you 
the most chic of all Pari- 
sian widows.” 
“Monsieur!” protested 

the flattered client. 
“I swear you,” avowed ——— 

the arbiter of mourning. yay 
“Madame, you have my 
promise. At last the 
world is going to see the 
full art of Hippolyte Gros- 
jean. Two weeks of time? 
Madame, it is more than 
sufficient—it is too much. 
Your husband can die 
earlier, and it will be all 
by fact the same thing. 
Rest tranquil, Madame. 
When the obsequies hold 
themselves, all the world 
is going to regard you and 
say, ‘O death! where is 
thy little needle? O 
grave! where is thy’ ” 

“Monsieur!”’ besought 
the prospective widow. 
“My nerves!” 
Mademoiselle Claudine Lejeune, the younger of Monsieur 

Grosjean’s new clients, was first to return for a fitting. 
“How goes that poor Monsieur Oudin?” was Monsieur Gros- 

jean’s solicitous inquiry. 
“Always badly,” replied his client, giving him a clear look. 

“His state is without hope.” : 
“So much the worse!”’ sighed Monsieur Grosjean, noticing how 

closely Mademoiselle Lejeune resembled her sister. There was 
that same mouth . . . and there could not have been more than 
two years’ difference in their ages. 
“The almond tree will flower, the grasshopper fatten himself, 

and the capers disperse themselves,” continued Monsieur Gros- 
jean sententiously, and then stopped himself. “I demand pardon, 
Madame.” 

“But no, Monsieur,” protested Mademoiselle Lejeune. ‘“Use- 
less. It is not me; it is my sister, at the moment distraught, you 
comprehend, who has misprized your citations. To me, Mon- 
sleur, it is always agreeable to hear from your erudition.” 

“Erudition, Madame? Ah, no. A question only of learning by 
heart several phrases of consolation.” 

“At least, Monsieur, it is not stupid in such a commerce as 
yours,” was Mademoiselle Lejeune’s admiring comment. 
By adroit questioning Monsieur Grosjean managed to draw out 

from Mademoiselle Claudine something about the social and 
financial position of herself and her sister. The information was 
both encouraging and discouraging. The moribund Monsieur 
Oudin was, it seemed, the manager of a café. Most of the cus- 
tomers who entered the Maison Grosjean swam upon social orbits 
to which the little dressmaker would never have dared lift his 
eyes, but café people were well within his own sphere. On the 
other hand, there were many degrees of cafés in Paris . . . 

_ “He has salaried himself well, your beautiful-brother, Mon- 
sieur Oudin?” inquired Monsieur Grosjean. 

Q‘‘Regard, my jewel,’ Monsieur Grosjean 
bade Claudine. ‘‘There is of the world. ' 
The day of man passes like the herb.”’ 
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“Very,” replied Mademoiselle Lejeune. “But it is a special 
thing, Monsieur. He is the delegated administrator for our 
demi-brother.” 

“The demi-brother of yourself and Madame Oudin?” 
“Yes, Monsieur.” 
‘And that one is a man rich?” 
“Monsieur! My demi-brother is proprietor of the Café 

Richelieu.” 
The Café Richelieu—that palatial resort on the Boulevards 

where at any time one might see a thousand clients drinking 
coffee and apéritifs! Even the delegated administrator of such a 
place would touch a salary that would explain the costliness of 
the dresses worn by Madame Oudin and her sister. 

Eagerly Monsieur Grosjean pursued the trail. 
ried, your demi-brother?” 

“He is widowed, Monsieur.” 
“But he has infants?” 
“Not at all, Monsieur. In effect, we have a household for 

four—my beautiful-brother, my demi-brother, my sister and 
myself.” 

“Your demi-brother is more aged than you or your sister, 
Madame?” 

“Very.” 

“Old, then?” 
“Sufficiently. Not too much.” 
“Then he will live long-time yet?” 
“One believes that, yes.” 
Monsieur Grosjean heaved a private sigh. There were points: 

about this young woman which appealed to him. She was as 
blond and pretty as her sister and had every bit as good a finan- 
cial mouth. Furthermore, she flattered him with her appre- 
ciation of his Scriptural quotations. 

Monsieur Grosjean held a modest but (Continued on page 1 59) 
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Wisn | Were a Man 
By FAelen ‘Rowland 

HERE are times when 
almost wish that I 

had been cradled in a 
blue bassinet instead of 

a pink one, and that Mother had 
not prayed so hard for a girl— 
times when I’m ashamed to look 
a good feminist in the eye, be- 
cause I secretly wish that I’d 
been born a boy! 

Father wanted a boy—but 
Mother always did have her way. 
She wanted something to tie hair- 
ribbons on—and I was “‘t.” 
Not that I have the slightest 

desire to hold down the average 
man’s job; or to smoke a pipe, or 
to be President of the United 
States; or to be elected to carry 
the luggage, stoke the furnace, 
put on the new tire or run the 
lawn-mower. I wouldn’t rob a 
man of his sacred “rights” for 
the world! I don’t even yearn 

forever! 

for his privileges—if he has any 
left except his seat in the smoking- 
car. 

Least of all do I envy a man 

and promises. 

his clothes. Certainly, not since 
I tried wearing knickerbockers 
and pajamas! Next to an old- 
fashioned mustard plaster, there is nothing hotter, stickier or 
more annoying on a warm August day than a pair of knicker- 
bockers. And, next to a bad conscience, there is nothing so 
conducive to insomnia as a pair of pajamas, which strangle your 
solar plexus and give you Welsh-rabbit dreams, even on a milk- 
toast-and-lettuce diet. Give me my wild, free sport skirts, my 
soothing, tender silk stockings and my crépe de Chine lullaby 
gown. The much-ballyhooed comfort and utility of men’s clothes 
is all a myth! 

No! What I envy a man is his God-given masculine traits, his 
fortunate temperament and characteristics. The qualities of 
mind, spirit and ego which make him Nature’s Pet! That’s 
where man transcends and outstrips woman, today, yesterday 
and forever. That’s where he always has managed and always 
will manage to get all the good breaks in life, from Genesis down 
to the last trumpet! 

For instance, there is his unquenchable optimism. His boyish 
love of adventure! One reason why men stay young longer than 
women is because the average man’s life is one long, sweet, 
fascinating adventure. 
_ That light you see in his eyes as he steps out of the front door 
in the morning is the eager light of expectation, the hopeful look 
of the adventurer on the trail of new “game,” facing a new 
struggle, anticipating a new thrill. To the average woman, life 
1s apt to be just one busy day after another, one dull day after 
another, or one placidly pleasant day after another. But to a 
man, every day is Christmas Eve, every business deal a brand- 
new battle of wits and every woman a brand-new experiment. 
When a woman feels seedy and run-down, she rushes to the 
og takes up-a new diet and goes in for a new beauty treat- 
ment. 

But when a man feels saggy, he goes out and looks for a new 
adventure—and gets twice the effect with half the effort. A 
woman is always sighing for her beautiful, lost yesterdays—but 
the only day of which a man dreams is “tomorrow.” No matter 

w hard it is raining, today, he can always see a bright sunrise 
ahead of him, tomorrow! 
_A man may die sooner than a woman—but he Jives while he 
lives! He never stagnates, withers, or dries up. To him, life, 

AN is Nature’s Pel, today, yesterday and 
And every woman knows it! 

Cy reason why men stay young longer than 
women is because the average man’s life is 

one long, sweet, fascinating adventure. 

ge A man, every day is Christmas Eve, every 
business deal a brand-new battle of wits and 

every woman a brand-new experiment. 

O MAN ever doubts that he can win a 
woman’s love—any woman’s if he cares 

to—or ever fears that he may lose it, no matter 
what he may do. The only thing that worries 
him is whether he wants her to love him or not. 

A has the most accommodating trick- 
action memory in the world. 

reminds him of life’s little unpleasantnesses and 
duties—and never lets him forget its triumphs 

MAN may die sooner than a woman—but 
he Lives while he lives! 

love and the world are an un- 
explored country—and he is the 
great adventurer! 

Then, there is his play-boy 
spirit. Every man isa play-boy, 
at heart. A man makes a game 
of his work. But a woman can’t 
even enjoy a game unless she 
makes work of it. That’s an- 
other secret of woman’s pre- 
mature gray hairs and worry 
wrinkles. 

She can’t be happy unless she’s 
serious. She can’t even enjoy a 
play unless it makes her cry, or 
a novel unless she knows how it’s 
going to turn out, or a love-affair 
unless she knows just where it’s 
leading. She can’t be contented 
with the best man in the world 
unless he gives her something to 
worry about—even if it’s only 
his digestion. 

But to a man, all life is just a 
game! Whether he’s playing at 
golf, politics, stocks or love-mak- 
ing, a man always plays just for 
the sheer joy of playing. If 
things go wrong, it merely in- 
creases his zest and excitement. 
But a woman always plays to 

win; and if things go wrong, it wrings her heart and shatters her 
nerves. 

That’s why most men keep their looks and their spirit of youth 
so much longer than most women. Until a woman learns how to 
play, she never will learn the real secret of youth. For eternal 
youth is undying zest in the Great Gamble called Life. 

And then, there is man’s sweet, sublime self-confidence. His 
imperturbable self-complacency. Oh, for just a few drops of it! 
It is harder to find a man with a genuine inferiority complex than 
it is to find a débutante with a genuine complexion. 

No man ever doubts that he can win a woman’s love—any 
woman’s if he cares to—or ever fears that he may lose it, no 
matter what he may do. The only thing that worries him is 
whether he wants her love or not. No matter what he may see 
when he looks in his mirror, he is always secretly convinced that 
there is something about him—je ne sais guoi—that is irresistible 
to women. 

It never 

ID you ever hear of a man lying awake nights wondering 
whether or not he had made a hit with a woman; or whether 

or not she would call him up, next morning; or what he should 
wear, say or do, to attract her, if she did call him up? Not he! No 
matter how plain and commonp’ace a man may be, he is never 
surprised when a fascinating woman falls for him. Why should 
he be? Hasn’t he that irresistible je ne sais quoi? 

Oh, it’s a gift straight from Heaven—this sublime masculine 
self-confidence! It is a charm that keeps him free from all in- 
hibitions, jealousy, self-consciousness, anxiety and insomnia. 
That is why more men than women have what Elinor Glyn calls 
“Tt.” They are less self-conscious! 

Most men have somehow got the idea that just being a man is 
an irresistible charm in itself—like being a blonde or a prize 
Pekingese or a brand-new baby. And that thought alone sustains 
their amour propre and makes them totally unself-conscious. 
A woman is always worrying about her figure, fussing with her 

hair and dabbing at her lips with a lip-stick. But it never occurs 
to a man to wonder if his new cravat is becoming, or if his nose 
is shiny, or if his line is entertaining. The only question in 
his mind is whether or not the girl (Continued on page 152) 
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TJhe Crime at 

ueer (jreek 
By Irvin S. Cobb 

ONNORS, if 
that was his 
name, rode 
easily. He rode 

in front, breaking trail. 
The city man, Bauer, 
was much the lighter 
man of the two but he 
slumped in the saddle, a 
dead weight, punishing 
himself, punishing the 
tired mare under him. 
The pack-pony, which 
was half hidden beneath 
its load of shabby dun- 
nage, stumbled along be- 
hind him. That was all 
there was of the caval- 
cade. 
They went down a 

steep draw and up a 
steep grade at its outlet 
and then were on a small ll 
table-land. Looking Lm 
back, they could see a yt 

Sep leq 
Larrowed vista of the 
desert they had crossed. 

Miler Looking ahead, they 
could see the foot-hills 
rising from the farther 
edge of this little plateau 
and, on beyond the foot- 
hills, could see also the first of the real mountains. Mainly they 
looked ahead; they were going in that direction, which was west. 

They clumped along over the flat, and pretty soon were nearing 
some jack-pines. The alkali dust was gone now. It had gone 
all of a sudden. The sage-brush and the junipers were thinning 
out. There was grass under the horses’ worn feet. There were 
beginning to be clumps of dwarf manzanita and bush-willow. 

Connors checked his fatigued mount. He spoke to himself 
rather than to his companion. He said: 

“Unless that there nester I talked to yistiddy was wrong 
about it, we oughter be strikin’ that creek along about now. 
Yonder’s that scald-face peak he told me about and this here 
must natchelly be the mesa that he said was right here. Unless 
he was all wrong it can’t be more’n a coupler miles more till we 
hit runnin’ water.” 

He jerked his horse’s bent head out of the herbage and the pro- 
cession straggled on and entered the pines, winding in and out 
between their slender tight-ranked trunks but, largely by trained 
instinct on Connors’ part, holding to a reasonably direct course. 
Within ten minutes they issued from the stunted fringe into an 
opening, a sort of tiny natural park. 

The creek they sought curved along two flanks of the meadow, 
making a sharp bend here. In the East it would have been called 
a river, for it was swift and it was good and wide—forty to sixty 
feet wide—and that dry-farmer of yesterday had told them it was 
over a hundred miles long. But out here it was a creek. The 
sight of it was grateful to them and the sound of it, too. 

The three plugs had been sniffing and snorting for some little 
a They had one advantage over their owners. They could 
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smell sweet water at a distance. 
Now they quit their single-file 
formation and ran at a sham- 
bling gal op to bury their muzzles 
in the tumbling stream and 
flood their famished throats. Bauer was almost shaken off the 
mare. He cursed her viciously and struck at her and clung to the 
high pommel. He was no horseman. 

“We'll camp here,” said Connors when the beasts had drunk 
their fill. “We'll camp here tonight and stay here part of to 
morrow restin’ up these here cayuses, and then we’ll make fur 
the pass and git on over to the fur side of the range. We gotta 
rest ’em up 4 little. They’re plum’ played out.” 

His tone, which had been authoritative, became contemptuous. 
He said to Bauer: 

“See ef you got the gumption to git the duffel off that pony and 
the saddles off them other two and throw ’em loose to graze. 
You can’t pack nothin’; you done proved that. But maybe you 
have got sense enough to unpack. And after that see ef you know 
enough to rastle up a little dead wood and start a fire so’s I kin 
cook somethin’. And then you kin git the bed-rolls spread down. 
I ain’t keerin’ where you spread yours, but you’d better see to it 
that mine are spread on a nice soft place.” 

“And while I’m doing all that, what’ll you be doing?” de 
manded Bauer, but there was no force in his demand. This was 
one time when he was too spent even to quarrel. 

“Me?” Connors laughed that high whinnying laugh of his 
that was so hateful a sound to hear. “Whut’ll I be doin’? Why, 
bo, I’ll be stretched out under a tree easin’ myself and figgerit 
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up how much more you'll be owin’ 
me tonight on top of whut you 
already owe me.” 

Bauer gave him a poisonous 
stare but said nothing. Being help- 
less, what could he say? As he set 
to work obeying his orders, every 
awkward fumbling movement be- 
trayed in him the novice at this me- 
nial business. Connors looked on, 
and from time to time nickered at 
him derisively. It almost drove 
Bauer crazy. As a matter of 
fact, it was driving him desperate. 
The partnership between these two travel-grimed wayfarers 

was an enforced companionship. They shared a common danger 
and that literally was the only bond between them. Briefly, the 
connection was this: 

Bauer, a Chicago product, was a common thief but a fairly 
versatile one. He had been a gangster, a hijacker, a racketeer, 
a yeggman of sorts. He had been where killings were done, but to 
date had killed no one. Bauer was his right name; he had an 
alias or two. He was going under the name of Bowman at 
present. 

H’ HAD to get out of Chicago on account of the enmity of a 
more powerful gang than the gang with which he custom- 

arily affiliated. A dispute over beer-running privileges had led to 
an open break, and Bauer presently was listed with a number of 
young men who were scheduled to be wiped out. He passion- 
ately desired not to be wiped out. So he took time by the fore- 
lock and a fast train for the West. Once started in that direction, 
he kept on going until he reached Spokane. 

His cash was running low when he fell in with Connors, an ex- 
ranch'hand, gone the whole route wrong. Through Connors he 
met Mattingly, a petty gambler and a former railroad brakeman 
who aspired to be a crook. They would meet at a pool-room and 
colleague together. 

For Connors, the sinister personality of the slim and dapper 
Bauer had a fascination. Connors was not slim, neither was he 
dapper. He liked to listen to Bauer’s accounts of life in the city 
with its code of underworld ethics, which were so different from 
any he knew. This was at the beginning. Afterwards there 
Was to be a change of heart. 

It was Connors’ idea that the three of them should team up. 
He knew of a plum ripe for the picking—a prospercus country 
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bank in a small town not very far from the Nevada-Oregon line. 
He had the notion that it might be a good thing to go down there 
and hold up this bank. 

They did go down there and they held up the bank and tied 
up the paying-teller and a clerk and got away with upwards of 
eighteen thousand dollars in a tidy little leather sack. But 
coming out of the bank on the way to their automobile, they 
bumped into the chief of police of the town and it seemed ex- 
pedient for Connors and Mattingly to shoot him. They did shoot 
him, not once but several times. 

As he went down on one elbow he got his own gun into action 
and his first bullet bored Mattingly through the skull, and that 
person leaned up against the side of the bank building and died 
there with a look of almost comic astonishment on his face. But 
the chief’s next two shots went wild and he passed out on the 
sidewalk before he could pull on his fourth cartridge. 

In the car, Connors and Bauer made their getaway with the 
eighteen thousand. The sparsely settled country rose behind 
them; likewise it rose before them and all about them; the chief 
had been a well-liked man and prominent in county politics. 
They circled around communities and they outran one posse and 
by rare luck dodged two more. For forty-eight hours they drove 
day and night, spelling each other at the wheel. They crossed 
their own track and recrossed it, doubling back and forth to con- 
fuse the chase. They abandoned their car and stole another, and 
in this second car, traveling west by north, they got through a 
cordon too thinly patrolled and reached an area where settlements 
were few and far apart. They were on the border line cf 
exhaustion, but they kept on. 

It was on Connors’ suggestion that finally they tried a desper- 
ate but, as it developed, a successful expedient. Representing 
themselves to be Oregon deputies (Continued on page 15 3 



cA ‘Romance at 

Windsor in the 

Days of Good 

Queen Victoria 

UNT KATE is dead now—with other 
women who were lovely in her 
time—but the other day when I 
went to Windsor Castle, among a 

group of American tourists who were being 
shown over the State Apartments, I thought 
of her, not as I remembered her in her old 
age, rather sharp-tongued and a little quer- 
ulous now and then, but as she must have 
been as a young girl, before I was born, when 
she had her love-affair here at the castle 
while she was in attendance on the Queen 
. .. She told me the story—with little 
variations—so often when I was a boy that 
I could correct her if she left out certain 
details which I found rather thrilling. 

“Tell me how you felt when John Brown 
found you in the forest with the young 
officer.” 

“Terrified, my dear! I nearly swooned 
in William’s arms. You have no idea how 
frightened we all were of John Brown, who 
was nothing but a servant—an ignorant 
Scotsman, fond of whisky, but very rude and 
tyrannical with everyone. He used to speak 
in the bluntest way even to the Queen, and 
perhaps that is why she trusted him so much. 
Of course I knew he would tell tales about 
me—the wretch!” 

“Well, I must say you were rather daring 
for a Victorian young person!” 

So I used to say at this stage of the story, 
liking to see the laughter in her eyes and to 
hear her defense. 

“Oh, we weren’t such timid mice as people 
make out nowadays. Youth is the same in 
all ages, I think. And love makes one very 
rash, my dear. You'll find out one day.” 

Love made Aunt Kate very rash for a young girl—nineteen 
then—who lived in Windsor Castle at a time when the Queen’s 
widowhood, and her very severe principles of propriety and eti- 
quette, and the awe which her presence inspired in all her sub- 
jects made her Court rather less cheerful than it might have been 
for those in personal attendance on her. 

But before Aunt Kate was made rash by love she suffered 
agonies of timidity and fright in the présence of the Queen’s 
estimable ladies—some of them very charming and tender, no 
doubt—who were shocked sometimes by her gaiety and lack of 
decorum, which made her forget now and then the demureness 
which was expected of young girls. There was a dreadful scene 
one day when she giggled in the presence of Majesty. It was 
ever such a little giggle, suppressed in a lace handkerchief, but it 
caught the ear of the Queen, who looked startled and desired to 
know the cause of this mirth. 

“If you please, Ma’am,” said Aunt Kate, dropping a deep 
curtsy and wishing the floor might open and swallow her up, “one 
of my buttons has fallen off.” 

It was the little white button of an undergarment which lay 
there on the carpet, looking most ridiculous and very lonely. She 
had felt it go before it slipped beneath her petticoat and made 
ag giggle irresistible to a young woman with a sense of humor. 
4 
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There was a terrible silence among the ladies in waiting which 
seemed to last for an hour, but was perhaps no more than a 
second, before the Queen spoke. 

“Not a very nice joke,” said the Queen. “If any gentleman 
had been present it would have been most immodest. You had 
better go to your own room, Kate.” 

Aunt Kate dropped another curtsy, in one of those hooped 
dresses of sprigged muslin which billowed about the ladies of that 
time. It was always difficult to walk backwards out of the pres- 
ence of the Queen, but that day it was a dreadful ordeal after 
this severe rebuke, when she was conscious of the royal dis- 
pleasure reflected upon the faces of the ladies in waiting. What 
made it worse was that horrible little button which she had to 
leave behind her as a visible symbol of disgrace. 

Up in her bedroom in the Round Tower, which looked over the 
turrets and red roofs and battlemented walls of the old castle 
and_away to the massed foliage of Windsor Great Forest, she 
wept bitterly on her bed with a pillow stuffed in her mouth. To 
be reproached by the Queen in the presence of her ladies was the 
most terrible thing that could happen to anyone—worse than 
death, as it seemed to Aunt Kate... 

Not quite so bad as that, really, because life had compensa . 
tions for a pretty maid to whom everybody was kind. Even the 



By Sir Philip 

Sentries smiled under their heavy busbies when she passed them 
beneath the gates, and the Military Knights of Windsor—old 
gentlemen pensioned after serving Queen and Country in many 
little wars that are now forgotten—stared after her with a kind 
of tender wistfulness, as though remembering love and youth, 

the servants of the royal household went out of their way to 
be helpful and friendly, which was not their custom with some 

of high rank who hardly treated them as human 

U QW illiam grasped Aunt 
Kate and kissed her 
with ardor. Suddenly 
John Brown  stocd 
before them. ‘This 
is a pretty sight,” said 
he. *‘ It will be my duty 

to inform the Queen.” 

“Beauty is a great gift,” said Aunt Kate, years afterwards 
when she was an old woman. “I was a pretty creature in those 
days, my dear, though you wouldn’t think so now. Men liked 
the look of me, and I was glad to know it.” 

Beneath their demureness and their modesty those Victorian 
young women knew the meaning of sex appeal, though such words 
would have shocked them, profoundly. 
Among the men who liked the look of her was the Very Rever- 

end Archibald Langport—Canon Residentiary of Windsor—who 
55 



56 

lived in the Horseshoe Cloisters before he became a bishop, owing 
to the Queen’s admiration of his sermons (which Aunt Kate 
thought very dull and tedious) and her high opinion of his spirit- 
ual worth. He was at that time a man of about forty-eight which 
was nearly thirty years older than Aunt Kate, so that she looked 
upon him as quite an old gentleman, or at least elderly, and was 
not alarmed by any secret timidity when he stopped to talk to 
her if she met him on the terrace, and even whispered to her and 
smiled and made little jokes in St. George’s Chapel between the 
services, when sometimes she slipped into that place of beauty 
to say a little prayer—rather vague and sentimental, no doubt 
—or to escape from one of the old ladies with their sharp eyes 
for any “girlish nonsense,” as 
they were pleased to call her 
high spirits. 
, She never imagined that the 
Very Reverend Archibald Lang- 
port, this tall, stout, pleasant- 
looking gentleman, in clerical 
clothes and black silk stockings 
which seemed to set him apart 
from worldly men of the ordi- 
nary human kind, should have 
fallen in love with one of the 
Queen’s maids who was nothing 
but the daughter of a Queen’s 
messenger—a respectable but 
not exalted office—when he 
might have chosen a lady of 
high rank (they all adored him) 
more suitable to his dignity and 
age. 

“Tt never entered my head,” 
said Aunt Kate. “Even now it 
seems too ridiculous.” 

Doubtless Canon Langport 
had an eye for beauty which in 
some minds is above all consid- 
erations of rank. It seems to’ 
me likely that Aunt Kate in her 
young girlhood was a refreshing 
contrast to some of the elderly 
dames who surrounded the 
Queen, and that her youth, her 
gaiety, the roselike freshness of 
her maidenhood, her habit of 
rippling into quick laughter at 
any little joke, was alluring to 
the soul of a canon who had 
remained a bachelor until forty- 
eight and lived in the atmos- 
phere of Windsor Castle, where 
the Queen’s widowhood and 
the spirit of the age and-all the 
heavy etiquette of the Court 
were rather blighting in their 
influence. 

He asked her to tea many 
times in the Horseshoe Cloisters 
where his mother worked away 
at an interminable piece of 
tapestry while he showed Aunt 
Kate engravings he had brought 
back from Italy and other won- 
derful places, or told amusing 
stories of his life as an under- 
graduate of Oxford. 

Rather daring stories they 
seemed at that time. Stories of 
being ‘“‘sconced” for quoting 
Latin tags in hall, stories of 
“raggings” and other adven- 
tures of youth which caused 
Mrs. Langport to rebuke her son 
nervously. 
“My dear Archibald! Do 

you think it is quite right to 
tell such tales to a young lady? 
Is it quite dignified?” 

“Youth will be youth,” said 
the canon breezily. ‘Miss 
Kate doesn’t want me te preach G‘‘If you please, Ma'am,’ 

The Lover of Her Dreams 

sermons to her over the tea-table. She has quite enough of them 
on Sunday.” 

That was true, though Aunt Kate, being a well-mannered 
young woman, denied that she was ever tired of his sermons. 

“A white lie, my dear,” she told me. “We were taught to be 
polite in those days. Sometimes this modern truth-telling is 
nothing but rudeness.” 

That afternoon, she remembered, he squeezed her hand rather 
hard when he strolled back with her to the Lower Ward before 
going to even-song in the chapel. She was conscious of this 
tender pressure of his hand, but even then did not suspect any 
amorous feeling on the part of a man more than old enough to he 
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Sir Philip Gibbs 
her father. “How kind he is!” she thought. ‘How good every- 
one is to me! How ungrateful I am to find life so dull here.” 
On the very next afternoon she went to tea with him again in 

answer to a note he sent up by one of the choir-boys of 
St. George’s Chapel. He said he had something of “particular im- 
portance” to tell her and would be extremely obliged if she would 
favor him by taking tea at the usual hour of four o’clock. 
Even then she did not guess what that thing of “particular 

importance” might be. Her conscience pricked her. She thought 
that some of her naughtiness might have been reported to him 
by one of the old ladies, and he had been deputed to lecture her 
on moral sensibilities and the decorum of young gentlewomen. 

57 

Only the night before she had got into trouble with the Mistress 
of the Robes—“that old wretch!” said Aunt Kate—for a pillow 
fight with two of the maids of honor. They had been caught in 
their nightgowns and in the midst of a scrimmage in which Aunt 
Kate was getting all the best of it, as she afterwards boasted. 
Then the Mistress of the Robes had appeared, with her hair in curl 
papers, looking like Cassandra or some tragic lady of antiquity. 

“Disgraceful,” she said in a sepulchral voice. ‘Where is your 
modesty, young ladies? How dare you behave so, with such a 
shocking lack of decency and respect? It will be my duty to tell 
the Queen.” 

At this dreadful threat Lady Margery, (Continued on page 128) 
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7 H Canary Murder Case” 

him to seek 
lodgings there. 
Eberl was not 

at first enthusias- 
tic—her memories 

of Bachmann were 
far from roseate— 
but at length she 

agreed to accommodate 
the stranger for 30,000 
kronen (about forty-five 

cents) a week. 
Meiche, who was nineteen 

years old, was the son of a 
small butcher in Rudolstadt, 

Bavaria, and, as developed 
later, had run away from home. 
He described himself to all in- 

terested parties as a_ student, 
though he was noticeably reticent 

on the exact details of his academic 
pursuits. But, whatever his studious 
hobbies, he very soon proved himself a 

worthy successor to his absent friend 
Bachmann. 
His room rent was never paid, and he 

contented himself with living on his land- 
lady’s bounty, which transcended mere 

food and shelter and extended to actual 
monetary donations. A month after his 
installation Eberl received a back pension of 

4,800,000 kronen (about $70); and Meiche 
“borrowed” 1,100,000 kronen of it, for which 

he signed an IOU for 1,500,000 kronen, the dif- 
ference being, as he magnanimously explained, 

for unpaid board and lodging. 
At about this time Pruscha, who lived a few 

blocks away at 22a Klimschgasse, became a daily 
caller at Eberl’s modest establishment. Often she 
spent the night there—a social practise in which she 
had not heretofore indulged. The cynic might have 

concluded that these protracted nocturnal visits were not 
entirely attributable to Eberl’s attractions; and there 

can be little doubt that she had begun to fancy herself a 
rival for Meiche’s affections. 
Subsequently, however, she indignantly repudiated any 

Eberl, at the time our chronicle opens, occupied a small such disloyal attitude. Indeed, she virtuously declared that 
apartment at 26 Kélblgasse, consisting of a bedroom and on more than one occasion she had reproached the young scala- 
a kitchen, and she followed the thrifty habit of taking in wag for his shocking ill-treatment of Eberl. But she did admit, 
boarders who slept on the two spare beds in her room. under pressure, that she took certain‘steps—wholly in the spirit 

Early in 1923 we find two rascally youths from Thuringia, one _ of charity—to test the youth’s fidelity:to her dear friend. 
of whom was named Bachmann, partaking of her meager hospi- How far she went in these altruistic endeavors is not definitely 
tality. The old woman, who was a pronounced nymphomaniac, known; but the unescapable inference is that she considerably 
was being systematically robbed by these young scoundrels; and overstepped the bounds of mid-Victorian propriety. 
a few months later they disappeared with her jewelry and all But Eberl, it seems, was unappreciative of Pruscha’s sacrifices, 

N 1924 and 
1925 Vienna 
was thescene 
of two sensa- 

tional and nation- 
ally famous murder 
trials which are still 
the subject of heated 
discussions, learned and 
otherwise, in the daily 
press, in conversation, and 
even in standard works on 
criminal psychology. 

The Vienna that we en- 
counter here is not the ro- 
mantic Kaiserstadt of Johann 
Strauss and Schnitzler, of sisse 
Méddel and Schiagobers, but a 
post-war milieu of sordid and al- 
most grotesqueugliness—a veritable 
witches’ caldron—worthy of the 
brush of a Goya or the pen of a Gorki. 

The three chief actors in the melo- 
drama are two old charwomen and a 
worthless youth of nineteen; and the 
supernumeraries comprise an almost end- 
less procession of caretakers, dog-catchers, 
scavengers, midwives, peddlers, fortune- 
tellers, scullions, house-maids and loafers. 
But, withal, few murder cases in criminal his- 
tory have contained so many diverse and 
amazing elements. 

Marie Eberl, the victim of the tragedy, was 
born in the old Austrian province of Bohemia in 
1857. After the death of her husband, a postman, 
she received a small pension to which she added, 
from time to time, by working as charwoman. In 
1922 she was employed at the Rudolfsspital, a state 
hospital, where she met a compatriot, Franziska Pru- 
scha, born in Lassenitz, in Bohemia, in 1870. 

The two at once became boon companions. When 
both were discharged at the end of the year, Pruscha 
helped her friend secure a small indemnity and also ob- 
tained for herself 1,500,000 kronen (about $22). Being a 
war widow, Pruscha received a small army pension which ~ 
she, like Eberl, eked out with occasional odd jobs. 

the money they could lay their hands on. for the neighbors were frequently disturbed by violent quarrels 
On December 31st, 1923, a young man named Ernst Meiche between the two. Unfortunately, the quarrels were couched in 

called on Eberl. He introduced himself as a friend of Bachmann, Czech, and their spicy details were lost to the listeners. ; 
who, he said, had given him the key to the apartment and advised On March 3rd, 1924, Meiche—who, it appears, was something 
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of a gay dog—bade his landlady good evening at about six-forty- 
five P.M., and fared forth to indulge his spirits at a masked ball in 
the company of a young married woman, Hildegard Traunfellner. 

Eberl and Pruscha were left alone in the apartment. Possibly 
they condoled with each other on the fickleness of man. Or it 
may be they locked horns over the departed object of their joint 
affections. Several neighbors testified later that the two old 
cronies had a violent fracas—again unfortunately in Czech. 
Pruscha, however, insisted that she took leave of Eberl a few 
minutes after Meiche’s departure. Also she denied having quar- 
reled with Eberl either in Czech or any other language. And two 
trials failed to disprove these assertions. 
The next authentic development bore the hour of three-thirty 

aM. At this time Meiche, in a state of great excitement, roused 
Ustochal, the caretaker, and various tenants of the house, with 
the startling news that Eberl was dead. 

E HAD, he said, just returned from the ball, and had found 
his landlady in bed, lying flat on her back, her face covered 

with blood. The caretaker, after verifying the body’s condition, 
straightway sent him to notify the police, who, incidentally, took 
no cognizance of the case until twelve hours later. 
Meiche then went post-haste to a Doctor Eduard Dubsky, 

who previously had attended Eberl, and informed him of his 
patient’s demise. But Doctor Dubsky did not arrive on the 
scene until seven A.M. 

After notifying the doctor, Meiche spent two hours in slumber 
on the couch of 
a neighbor named 
Emilie Bezniak, 
and returned to 
the Eberl apart- 
ment at six A.M. 
Various quidnuncs 
were gathered 
gloatingly in the 
death room, and 
two of them sub- 
sequently testified 
that Meiche “‘did 
something at the 
head of the bed,” 
but admitted they 
did not observe 
what it was. 
At six-thirty 

AM. Meiche went 
to Pruscha with 
his grim informa- 
tion. His report 
to her is not with- 
out interest. He 
told her that Eberl 
had died of an 
apoplectic stroke 
and had bled profusely from the nose and mouth. 
Pruscha, according to Meiche, was not exactly stunned 
by the news. Indeed, he said, she took it with marked 
philosophic calm, almost as if she had been expecting it. 
But whatever her true emotions may have been, her first 
teaction was a highly practical one, for she at once ad- 
vised Meiche to destroy his IOU, and told him where he ‘e 
could find it in Eberl’s sideboard. 
A little later the two of them betook themselves to 

Eberl’s niece, Marie Sikora, and broke the sad news to 
her. Meiche then went for a stroll in the Stadt-Park with 

DER wma 

(saldron 
the fair Hildegard of the ball; and Pruscha, having fulfilled her 
mission of informing Sikora of her aunt’s death, sought out one 
of her old cronies, Gabriele Dunst, and had a long discussion, 
the details of which are still wrapped in obscurity. 

N THE meantime Doctor Dubsky arrived at the scene of the 
tragedy. He found the door open and the apartment deserted. 

For months he had treated Eberl for a slight fatty degeneration 
of the heart, and when he beheld her dead in bed he saw no good 
reason to inspect the body. It seemed to him quite obvious that 
she had died of dilatation of the heart. 

Whether this casual decision was due to an overconfidence in 
his diagnostic ability or to the fact that he was still slightly hazy 
with sleep, was not brought out at the trial. The fact remains 
that, with a cursory and somewhat distant glance at the corpse, 
he returned to his office—or perhaps his bedroom—and issued a 
death certificate giving apoplexy as the cause of dissolution. 

Between Doctor Dubsky’s fleeting visit at seven A.M. and two 
P.M. of the same day nothing apparently (Continued on page 140) 



The Story So Far: 

from Palos one morning in 1492, 
was a motley crowd of men who 

had embarked upon the voyage of dis- 
covery for a variety of reasons: 

The Admiral, Don Cristobal Colén, 
had visions of great wealth and power 
awaiting him in the lands of the Grand 
Khan whither he believed his party to 
be bound. Martin Alonso Pinzon, his 
brother and sons, dreamed of fresh cor- 
quests for Spain. Pedro de Terreros, 
master-at-table, was intent upon better- 
ing his position . . . Perhaps among 
them all only Garvey, the Irishman, 
sought adventure for its own sake. 
Among the crew, in the humble ca- 

pacity of “broom-boy” was Fernando 
Cuevas of Andujar. He had fled Spain 
with his sweetheart, the Jewess Lucero 
Cohen, who, disguised as a boy and 
known as Fernando’s brother, was now 
Don Cristobal’s personal servant. 

Behind their elopement lay both the 
royal decree of exile for unconverted 
Jews and—unknown to them—the ef- 
forts of Doctor Acosta of Cordoba to 
protect the daughter born of his youth- 
ful infatuation for the wife of Rabbi 
Isaac Cohen. Acosta had sent the ex- 
royal butler Gonzalez to the Cohen 
home as his emissary—and Gonzalez 
had coveted the girl for himself. Lu- 
cero having disappeared, he was bent 
upon the capture of the lovers. 
Now at last Lucero felt herself free 

from fear of Gonzalez and the Law. 
Then she was called to serve luncheon 
at the Admiral’s table, and among his 
guests recognized Gonzalez himself! 

1 greene three caravels that set sail © 

cA Romance as Colorful 

as the Country 

geen Discovered * 

Ree 

NKNOWN 

LANDS 
OR Fernando Cuevas, broom-boy, the first hours at sea the two caravels before his eyes, speeding forward with all their 
had all the delights of novelty. Back and forth he went ‘canvas set, the Nia near by, the faster Pinta far in the lead of 
from one side of the ship to the other, instinctively arching her sisters, he felt as though one violent pull had lifted him ina 
his legs, digging into the deck with his toes,to keep his body few hours from boyhood to full maturity. 

in rhythm with the rolling of the vessel under its heavy spread of At the moment there were no urgent chores—the decks still 
sail. During the days just previous he often had looked uneasily showed the effects of the scrubbing they had been given late the 
forward to the completely new life that was to begin for him. night before. From the forecastle, or walking about among the 
gad with this cool salt breeze in his nostrils, with the spectacle of | groups of sailors sprawled on the deck amidships, he would look 
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But just when Fernando was 

feeling most cheerful from this 
first abundant and satisfying meal 
things abruptly changed for 
him. 

Everything seemed to start 
whirling, each object multiplied 
into numerous copies, inside a 
dull gray mist that was like 

Some of the louder talkers began 
thinking of killing the captain, 
throwing his body overboard and 
going back to look for the is- 
lands they had left behind. 

a twilight, though the sun was 
still high in the heavens. And he 
thought, also, that he saw Lucero 
appear for brief moments at one 
of the doors of the aftcastle, pale 

up to the lofty castle aft, where the captain-general was quartered 
with all those attached to his personal service. His one desire 
was to see Lucero, and he did catch frequent glimpses of her; for 
the girl, in executing her orders as valet, was often passing from 
one cabin to another to assemble and unpack the belongings of 
her master. 
Noontime came on, and the different boys had to sing out their 

call “To table!” 
| their Fernando ate with the others of his class after the sailors and 
ead of apprentices had finished. “Brooms” who had been on-other 
m in & Voyages tried to impress the green hands with tales of keel- 

: ulings, of lashings, of imprisonments in the dark without food, 
cs still and of all the other forms of discipline that weighed upon those at 
te the the bottom of the social ladder on board. But the splendor of the 
ng the lay seemed to take the horror from these blood-curdling narra- 
d look tives of life at sea, leaving a mood of gaiety and good will. 

and haggard as though she had 
received a mortal blow, throwing 
a hand to her throat and disap- 

pearing again. What surprised him, vaguely, was his indifference 
to this plight and this flight of his beloved. Through the ringing 
in his ears, and despite an uncontrollable weariness which inclined 
him to lie down on the bare deck and go to sleep, he heard the 
mocking voice of an older and more experienced “‘broom”: 

“Ho, Andujar is as green as grass! Ho, Andujar, you’re blue 
around the gills!” 

An old custom of the Spanish forecastle was to ignore family 
names and call each man either by some fantastic or descriptive 
nickname or after the town from which he came. For the com- 
pany aboard the Santa Maria, the green “broom” was already 
Andujar. 

Fernando tried to bear up under the rolling of the deck by 
clinging to a rope, with his head over the rail. A vain effort! He 
was soon so weak that he lost his hold and collapsed in a heap on 
the deck. The ship warden came up cursing at this event. 
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“Tnto the bunk room 
forward with this land- 
lubber! Here he is 
dirtying up our house! 
Holy vineyards, what 
will he do if a breeze of 
wind comes!” 

Fernando had _ the 
feeling of being lifted 
to a great height and 
then let fall to an even 
greater depth. He knew 
simply that at last he 
struck a mattress and 
that it felt deliciously 
soft. 
When he awoke, he 

did not know how many 
hours later, eerything 
was dark about him; 
but on raising his head 
he could distinguish the 
flicker of a lean candle 
sheltered under a lan- 
tern and, beyond that, 
a dark gallery which he 
knew must be the con- 
tinuation of this marine 
dormitory into which 
he had been thrown. 
He was too weak to 
move; and the prostra- 
tion gave him a sort of 
acute pleasure. How 
wonderful if he could 
lie thus till the end of 
the voyage! 

From afar came the 
strains of a song, sung 
by deep male voices— 
the ‘‘Salve Regina’’ 
chanted at fall of night 
by all on board! So, 
then, supper was over! 
Supper came just be- 
fore dark, to avoid the 
necessity of lights. His 
ears caught the sound 
of creaking planks and 
of footsteps rapidly ap- 
proaching. Out of the 
dark came a “broom” 
of his mess, and the boy 
called: 

“Ho, Andujar! On 
deck! It’s our turn on 
watch!” 

Fernando was enough 
alive to understand that 
“watch” meant three 
hours of work on deck; 
but it seemed to him 
something unheard-of 
and utterly unreasonable that a man in his condition should be 
called upon for any such thing. When the boy repeated the call, 
he turned over on his other side and sleepily answered that he 
couldn’t dream of getting up, even if the captain-general himself 
were to come and tell him to. 

The “broom” vanished; but shortly the planking began to 
shake with a louder and heavier step. It was Gil Perez, the ship 
warden, swearing like a pirate. 

“So you won’t get up, eh, you short-horned landlubber? Up 
with you, gosling, by San Fernando! It’s your watch on deck!” 

Fernando couldn’t—he couldn’t! Much better to throw him 
overboard, where at least he could die! With half his wits about 
him in his stupor, the thought of rising to his feet on that writhing 
deck seemed something he never could do. 

Gil Perez was dumfounded! He was accustomed to being 
obeyed by this crowd of playful wilful youngsters ever ready to 
go astray if given half a chance. He shouted a sharp command: 

“Here, boys, give a hoist to this pair of legs!” 
‘a Fernando felt the cold clutch of something rough and prickly 

@‘‘One more kiss and I will go,’ Fernando murmured in Lucero’s ear. Then a blow 

about his bare ankle; and a second later came a pull, while peals of - 
laughter echoed through the dark spaces below deck. Now col- 
liding with a stool, now with the leg of a tier of bunks, now witha 
coil of rope, his elbow barely saving his head from a wicked scratch 
on a gun-carriage, the boy was at last conscious of being in the 
open air, probably on the main-deck, amidships. The cool air 
revived him, and since the pulls had ceased, he sat painfully up: 

“Please, Sefior Gil Perez,” he murmured, “I feel better! Please 
let me get up. I will do my duty on watch.” 

The warden was expecting some such surrender, and ordered 
the “brooms” to slacken the rope about the boy’s leg. Then he 
reached down, and his hard muscles lifted Fernando to his feet. 
The young man was astonished at his own sudden vigor. He felt 
weak, but his head was clear, his will strong. It was as though 
shame and fright had cured him forever of the danger of sea- 
sickness. 

He was ordered astern with another “broom” to watch the 

hour-glass for the whole watch. The glass had to be turned every 
half-hour. Then the boys were to see that the sand kept flowing, 



struck his cheek. In the half-light be recognized Gonzalez. 

and they were told to shake the apparatus if there were any signs 
of its clogging. Since this was a night-watch, Fernando had not 
yet seen the full round of such duty, which consisted, at nightfall, 
in bringing fire from the galley hearth to light the lamp in the 
binnacle, that navigator and helmsman might follow the needle 
and the “brooms” on watch “at the bottle”—so the hour-glass 
was called—might have a clear view of their sand. 

At midnight, the “brooms” on watch at the bottle had to call 
the sailors of the new watch, or “quarter,” who would work the 
ship till dawn: 

To the watch, to the watch, good mariners, God bless you, 
To the watch with my lord, the captain, for the hour has come. 
On deck, on deck, on deck! 

Fernando passed his first watch in restful inaction. He felt 
like a different person from that lifeless individual who had been 

gged, half dead, from the bunk room in the forecastle. His 
main concern was to keep from falling asleep, and this he suc- 
ceeded in doing by talking in low tones with the “broom” at his 

side. The helmsman stood a few paces away, 
his eyes on the compass, moving the tiller 
every so often to bring the ship back to her 
course. 

Fernando’s watch came to an end at mid- 
night. He allowed his companion to run c ff 
to bed in the forecastle, while he lingered in 
the darkness on the main-deck as near as he 
dared to the superstructure aft. Finally he 
found a good opportunity to slip through one 
of the doors of the aftcastle, into the large 
cabin that served as living- and dining-rcom 
for the privileged denizens of the poop. In 
the silence he was finally conscious of a faint 
measured breathing, and bending over he 
was able to recognize Lucero, slceping cn 
two mattresses which she had laid on tle 
floor just to one side of Don Cristobai’s 
cabin. 

This arrangement they had made befcre 
leaving Palos, and Lucero had obtained D« n 
Cristobal’s consent on the pretext that if 
she laid her bed each night at his door, sle 
could be more easily reached in case he 
should need anything. The regular quarters 
for all servants aft were in a bunk room in 
charge of the master-at-table. 

Taking the false page’s hands and touch- 
ing her forehead, Fernando found them cc!d 
and moist. Alas, Lucero was as seasick as he 
had been before his rough treatment at the 
hands of the ship warden! 

“Lucero, my poor Lucero!” he murmured, 
softly kissing her on the brow; but then Ic 
stole away again. He knew the value of t} is 
profound stupor, which he had enjoyed cs 
a state of perfect bliss! 

It was not till the next day that Fernando 

made the dis- 
covery which 
had given 
Lucero the 
most terrible 
of surprises. 
Early in the 
morning, 
with the weather even more pleasant than the day before, tre 
former royal butler was standing on the poop looking out over 
the sea and talking to Don Cristobal, quite recovered, meantime, 
from any annoyances the rolling of the vessel may at first have 
caused him. Cuevas recognized him from afar by the showy 
elegance of his costume and the condescending manner le 
adopted toward the captain-general, as though he already 
thought himself an expert mariner. 

For a time the young man stood riveted to the deck in his 
fright and astonishment at seeing his dreaded foe again so near 
at hand. But this state of mind (Continued on page ~ : 



EGIONNAIRE YATO was one of 
the quietest, most retiring and we 
self-effacing men in the com- 

JA pany, and one of the most modest. It seemed to be his 
highest ambition to escape notice, to blush unseen and to hide his 
light beneath a bushel. 

And yet, to those who had the seeing eye, he was an extremely 
interesting person, and for many reasons. He greatly intrigued 
the Geste brothers, and in spite of his meek self-effacing humility 
they took note of him from the day he arrived, and watched him 
with interest. 

At first sight he was a poor specimen—small, narrow-shouldered, 
weedy, with yellowish face, a wiry scrub of short hair and a silly 
sort of little straggling mustache, the loss of one hair of which 
would have made an obvious difference. The mere look of him 
caused Sergeant-Major Lejaune to feel unwell and he made no 
secret of the fact. 

Never had the Geste boys, who were watching the arrival of 
this batch of recruits, seen so hopelessly dull, stupid and apathetic 
a face in their lives as that of this recruit, while Sergeant-Major 
Lejaune regarded it; never had they seen one more acutely in- 
telligent and observant as Sergeant-Major Lejaune passed on. 
ee that?” chuckled Digby to his brothers. 

who wrote 
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GA Flower from Japan . . . picked up from the 
mud ... Yato would take it back to the land 
of the cherry blossom and it would bloom again. 

“Yes,” replied Beau. “If I were Lejaune I think I’d let that 
gentleman alone . . . 1 wonder what brought him here, any- 
way.” 

“He’s come ‘for to admire and for to see,’ I should think,” 
said John, “and come a long way, too.” And as the line of re- 
cruits turned to their left and marched off, he added, “His 
shoulders have been drilled too, and I’ll bet you any amount 
he’s worn a sword and spurs.” 

Other interesting facts transpired later. The mild little man 
could cut your hair and shave you beautifully and he could speak 
your language if you were English, French, Russian or German. 
Also, he could sketch rather marvelously, and do pictures of sur- 
passing merit in water-color and in oil. He preferred to do these 
drawings and pictures out in the open air—the more open the 
better—and he had done some beauties of the country roun 
Quetta, for example, and the Khyber Pass, showing all the pretty 
forts and things. 

His manners were delightful and he gave offense to no man, 
least of all to those set in authority over him. : 

To their surprise, the Geste boys, who, during his early recrult 
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lonely little stranger in a strange land, dis- 
covered that he knew England fairly well, 
particularly Portsmouth, Plymouth, Wey- 
mouth, Aldershot and Chatham. 

For the most part, Légionnaire Yato’s inoffensiveness, hu- 
mility, excellent manners and blameless conduct kept him out of 
all trouble, official or private; but not entirely. Although a man 
may camouflage himself with a protective coloring of drab dul- 
ness and uniformity, which does indeed protect him by hiding 
him from general notice, it may not always suffice to hide him 
from particular notice. His very quietness and mild meekness 
may be his undoing through attracting the eyes of those who need 
a butt for their diversion, and even more urgently need long- 
suffering meekness and mildness in that butt. 
Two such were Messieurs Brandt and Haff, men who, them- 

selves the butt of their superiors for their stupidity, slovenliness 
and general worthlessness, must find someone to be their butt in 
turn. Almost a necessity of their existence was someone upon 
whom they could visit the contumely heaped upon themselves. 
Subconsciously they felt that, for their self-respect’s sake, they 
must stand upon something lower than themselves, or be them- 
selves the lowest things of all. 
And this recruit, Yato, seemed so suitable to their purpose, so 

dull and stupid, so unable to protect himself, so harmless helpless 
and hopeless, so proper a target for the shafts of their wit. 

S° THEY put thorn-brush in his bed and unpleasant matter in his 
kepi and on his pillow; stole his kit; put a dead mouse in his 

cofice; arranged a booby-trap for his benefit; fouled his white 
uniform after he had washed and ironed it; gave him false infor- 
Mation, messages and orders, to his discomfiture and undoing; 
hid his brushes just before kit-inspection; stole his soap; cut his 
boot-laces and generally demonstrated their own wit, humor and 

‘ Jocularity as well as his stupidity, harmlessness and general 
inferiority to themselves. 

days, went out of their way to help this 
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One day Beau Geste 
and his brothers entered 
their barrack-room and 
discovered the cringing 
Yato ruefully eying Lé- 
gionnaires Brandt, Haff, 
Klingen and Schwartz— 
four huge and powerful 
men, who were propos- 

ing to toss him ina blanket, having first denuded him of all clothing. 
The bright idea had been that of Légionnaire Brandt. He had 
proposed it; Haff had seconded it; and the two, realizing with 
their wonted brilliance that a blanket has four corners, had im- 
pressed the services of the delighted and all-too-willing Schwartz 
and KlIngen. 

“Where shall we do it?” roared Schwartz, a great bearded 
— strong as a bull, rough as a bear and sensitive as a wart- 
og. 
“You won’t do it at all,” said Beau Geste, advancing to where 

the four stood about Yato’s disordered bed from which they had 
dragged a blanket. 

“T do not like to be touched and handled,” said Yato quietly, in 
the silence that fell upon the surprised bullies. ‘Please leave me 
alone.” 

“They are going to leave you alone,” said Beau Geste. 
“Yes! Watch us!” shouted Brandt, and sprang at the cringing 

little Jap as the mighty Schwartz turned upon Michael Geste, 
his great hands clenched, his eyes blazing and his teeth bared. 
But as he raised his fist to strike, he swung about as something, 
or someone, fell against him from behind. 

It was Brandt. 
Using his right arm as though it were an ax, of which the side 

of the hand from little finger to wrist was the edge, Yato had 
struck Brandt an extraordinary cutting chopping blow on the 
neck, below and behind the ear. 

As Brandt fell against Schwartz and to the ground, apparently 
dead, the Jap seized Haff by the collar of his tunic and jerked his 
head violently downward, at the same time himself springing 
violently upward, so that the top of his bullet head struck Haff 
between the eves with tremendous force. 

Changing his line of attack, as he turned about, the huge 
Schwartz sprang upon Yato, as might a lion upon a gazelle. The 
gazelle threw itself at the lion’s feet—but not in supplication. 
Before the astonished Gestes could come to the rescue, they saw 
Yato fling his arms about Schwartz’ (Continued on page 148) 
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OT that thing, Frost—give me the white 
Chinese vase.”’ 

There was a note of disgust in Sir 
Humphrey Mardon’s protest as he waved 

away the scarlet cylinder which the old butler extended 
to receive the scented clusters of lilies that were destined 
to decorate the guest-room. “White,” repeated the 
master of Monkshill; “I want nothing but white.” 

It had, nevertheless, cost Sir Humphrey an effort to 
cut, in honor of his son’s prospective bride, the finest 
specimens of his favorite lilium longiflorum. But that 
sense of propriety which so often had aroused the ribald 
raillery of his colleagues in the days of his professional 
eminence, triumphed. Lilies of all flowers, and white 
lilies of all lilies, were, he felt to the marrow of his senti- 
mental bones, the only appropriate offering he could make 
to that blessed damozel who soon would be Peter’s wife. 

Peter’s wife! A pang of jealousy shot through him as 
he recalled the ecstatic letter in which the boy had an- 
nounced his engagement to Lady Alice Underwood, 
adding that he was driving her down to dine and sleep 
at Monkshill on the following day. About the girl her- 
self the letter told little, save that she was twenty-nine 
and practically alone in the world, the earldom of Ipswich 
having gone, in default of a direct heir, to a distant 
cousin upon the death of her father. 

A snob in the most amiable sense of the term, Sir 
Humphrey had the grace to be ashamed of the satisfac- 
tion he knew it would give him to introduce Lady Alice 
Mardon to the county. Rank he respected, second, of 
course, to virtue, especially where womanhood was 
concerned. 
Any moment now Peter’s father would have an oppor- 

tunity to judge whether the girl was as lovely and lovable 
as she appeared to his son. Peter, with his charming, 
vigorous personality, his D. S. O. and the fortune he 
would in due course inherit, was, he proudly reflected, 
good enough for any woman. They should have the 
house in Harley Street and a generous allowance until 
Peter’s promising practise at the Bar should suffice for 
their needs. 
Why his son had preferred the law to medicine had 

remained a mystery, and, as he seemed to have inherited 
the tactile dexterity which had made Sir Humphrey 
Mardon one of the greatest surgeons of his day, an un- 
assuaged regret. His mother, who never had got over 
her dislike of her husband’s profession, was no doubt re- 
sponsible for that. How she had rejoiced when the un- 
expected inheritance of his brother’s money had made 
retirement possible! But for her he never would have 
bought Monkshill, or realized the delight of applying 
science to the cultivation of flowers. 

Then came the war, forcing him back to the treadmill 
again. That disappointment and her anxiety about 
Peter, who was among the 
first schoolboy volunteers, had 
killed her. ° 

As he paced up and down 6 yy WV htch You Meet a WoMAN 
the herbaceous border whence 
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he could get a view of the avenue, Sir Humphrey’s 
thoughts reverted to those laborious years. Hospital 
work had claimed him early and late. Besides the holo- 
caust of fighting men, there had been other victims whose 
care formed perhaps his most painful war service— 
women of education and refinement called upon to pay 
nature’s penalty for sins committed during orgiastic 
home leaves. In discreet medical parlance they were 
known as “quiet cases.” 

One such had remained in his memory, partly because 
it had been the occasion of a telephone summons at dawn 
to consultation in a secluded nursing-home, where the 
woman in question had just given birth to a premature 
and still-born child. ‘We call her Jane Smith,” laughed 
his colleague—a coarse fellow—who was evidently 
aware of her identity. But though after two or three 
visits Jane Smith was pronounced out of danger, the im- 
print of her individuality had lingered in Sir Humphrey’s 
mind. 
Somehow he never had been able to reconcile the 

virginal purity of the girl’s profile with the gross im- 
morality of her conduct. Ah! those lilies that fester! 
What had become of her? he wondered vaguely, as he 
stooped to tie up a fuchsia overweighted with its burden 

- of crimson bells. 
The action turned the current of Sir Humphrey’s 

thoughts from the past to the present, and the unac- 
countable behavior of a carnation hybrid occupied his 
whole attention when the sound of a motor-car snorting 
up the avenue recalled him hastily to the house. He had 
just time to reach the front door when it drew up and his 
son sprang out. 

“Here we are, Dad,” boomed Peter’s lusty voice as he 
helped the lady who accompanied him to alight. Then, 
with his arm around a slight figure in gray, he added, 
“Alice, this is my old pater.” 

The girl slipped off her coat and veil, and her cool 
fingers melted into Sir Humphrey’s hand as he gazed into 
a little face in whose colorless oval impeccable features 
were set with a regularity that suggested the care of an 
artist working in marble rather than the rough modeling 
of nature. The eyes, combative and luminous, seemed 
alien to its pure perfection and as they met Sir 
Humphrey’s benevolent smile, a sinister shaft of light 
broke across them, instantly hidden by the falling lids. 

An early Italian Madonna crystallized the impression 
which his son’s future wife made upon him—an impres- 
sion that was moreover dimly familiar. Somewhere he 
had seen that lovely liturgic face before, probably in a 
Florentine picture-gallery. Peter had chosen well—well 
beyond all hopes. 
A sigh of satisfaction escaped him as he lifted the girl’s 

hand to his lips. 
“Welcome to Monkshill, my dear. Perhaps you’d like 

to go straight to your room. We usually 
dine at eight, but if you are tired e 

“Alice is never tired!” Peter exclaimed 

W h 4) Me f a Cr 1S 15 B war? eC Ly with a laugh, as he handed their port- 
manteaus to the waiting servants. A 
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Without a word Lady Alice followed her host up the wide oak 
staircase and into the paneled guest-chamber fragrant with per- 
fume. 

‘“‘Monkshill is famous for its lilies,’ he remarked, with his hand 
upon the door, ‘‘and these are our very best.” 
“My favorite flowers—how wonderful and how kind 

said. 
There was something startling in the contrast between the deep 

vibrations of her voice and the extreme tenuity of her body, as if, 
like her eyes, it possessed an intense and independent life of its 
own. 

Descending, Sir Humphrey found Peter in the smoking-room. 
“Well?” he asked as 

his father’s hand fell 
affectionately on his 
shoulder. 

“T congratulate you, 
my dear boy, an ex- 
quisite creature—such 
grace, such distinc- 
tion; but rather deli- 
cate, I should say.” 

Peter laughed radi- 
antly. “She looks it, I 
grant you, but it’s 
only skin-deep. Fact 
is, she has an iron 
constitution — man- 
aged the woman’s de- 
partment of a muni- 
tion factory all through 
the war and did the 
work of ten men.” 

“Really! Have you 
known her as long as 
that?” 

“No.” Then, after 
4 pause, Peter added, 
“At that time she was 
engaged to a pal of 
mine. He got scup- 
pered at Loos, poor 
chap, and asked me to 
give Alice his watch 
and things. ~ That’s 
how I met her.” 
Something strug- 

gled in Sir Humphrey’s 
subconscious mind 
and died before it 
reached the conscious 
level. While he was 
pursuing it, his son’s 
voice broke in again 
cheerily: 

“Seven-thirty, by 
Jove. We shall be late 
for dinner!’”’ And as 
Peter’s father followed 
him upstairs, he felt a vague sense of foreboding which he could 
in no way account for. 

It faded under the influence of a dinner ordered and prepared 
with epicurean solicitude. Sir Humphrey’s standard for both 
flowers and food—his two foibles—was as high as wealth and 
fastidious taste could make it. The latter, never liberated from 
the conventions of the nineteenth century, made him slightly 
critical of the loose dress of white chiffon in which Lady Alice 
appeared as the gong sounded. Those wide loose sleeves—too like 
a nightgown was his unuttered thought. A nightgown? Again a 
misty memory rose and faded like a ghost. On the other hand he 
observed with admiration the flat coils of silky hair, russet with 
high lights of gold, all innocent of shears. 

Neither of the men observed how little Lady Alice, an expert 
in the art of listening, contributed to the conversation which 
ambled through the gossip of the London season and the annals 
of the neighborhood. 

“By the way, Peter,” Sir Humphrey exclaimed as they lingered 
over dessert, ‘I hear old Melville is breaking up fast. I shouldn’t 
wonder if there were a by-election here before long. So if you 
cherish an ambition to represent the county in parliament ”—— 
= fancy this county’s a bit too Tory for me,” was his son’s 

reply. 

1? she 

What Is White? 

Sir Humphrey paused in the act of peeling a peach. “Too 
Tory?” he repeated. “TI should be sorry to see it less so. Is Lady 
Alice interested in politics?”’ he continued. 

“Ves,” she answered after a moment’s hesitation, “in a way.” 
“Not in your way, Dad,” Peter put in with a sly smile. “Alice 

is a regular rebel—Socialist—red flag—and all the rest of it.” 
“Now, Peter!’’ she protested, with a warning note in her voice. 
“Don’t be afraid, my dear,” Sir Humphrey reassured her, 

enjoying what he regarded as a joke. “I know Peter too well to 
take him seriously——— Well, what is it?’’ he broke off as the 
old butler entered the room and whispered in his master’s ear. 

“One of the gardener’s boys has cut his hand,’’ he explained 

to his guest. “I always attend to these little accidents myself, 
so, if you’ll excuse me, I’ll join you on the terrace.” 

The lovers, left to themselves, wandered into the drawing- 
room where the glowing carmine of sunset filtered through the 
creeper-clad veranda and drew arabesques on the polished sur- 
face of floor and furniture. 
Lady Alice waited till Peter had closed the door behind him; 

then threw herself into his arms with a long shuddering sob. 
“Darling—darling, what is it? What’s the matter?” 
For answer she clung to him with a tenacity which surprised 

as much as it thrilled him. What had happened to rouse this sud- 
den storm of emotion in which he dimly recognized more anguish 
than joy? There was something unnerving in the convulsive 
pressure of her arms and of her frail body against his. And why 
today of all days? 

Could she have taken a dislike to his father, a stuffy old bird, 
of course, but kind to a fault and quite obviously delighted with 
her? Suddenly she raised her head and as her lips met his avidly, 
he felt as if she were whirling him out of the universe into some 
strange Gehenna where love wore the face of fear. 

“Take care,” he warned her in a sharp undertone, hearing his 
father’s step in the hall. Lady Alice reeled out of his arms and, 
recovering herself instantly, walked steadily through the open 

he asker 
“Pm 

an acce: 
“Tha 

Heading 
oA gC 

Villes Ww 

Tatters: 
“Tane 

With an 
gatherin 

Peter 
urban w 



lf, 

ng- 
the 
ur- 

sed 

— 
ive 
thy 

rd, 

ith 

lly, 
me 

his 
nd, 

Roy Devereux 

window as Sir Humphrey entered the room. Peter followed her. 
“Nothing very serious, fortunately,” he heard his father’s voice 

say behind him. “But you’ve not had your coffee. It’ll be cold.” 
“Peter has been showing me your treasures,’”’ Lady Alice re- 

plied in cool, even tones. 
Sir Humphrey beamed as he sank into a chair. “I’m really 

rather proud of my flower pictures,” he confessed, “for I began to 
collect them long before they became fashionable: My Snyders 
and Baptistes are worth their weight in gold today, though I 
bought most of them for a song.” 
The conversation drifted into a monolog, the master of Monks- 

hill recounting the story of his artistic perspicacity to which 

@,"‘Alice is a regular rebel,’ said Peter. 
“Now, Peter,’’ she protested. ‘‘Don't be 
afraid, my dear. I know him too well totake 
him seriously,’’ Sir Humphrey reassured her. 

Lady Alice listened with courteous abstraction, while Peter wan- 
dered restlessly across the lawn. 
“Would you care for a turn in the garden before it gets dark?” 

he inquired, abruptly retracing his steps. 
Lady Alice hesitated. ‘There’ll be time for that in the morn- 

ing,” she suggested sweetly, ‘and it’s so lovely here.” 
“As your host, I shall claim the privilege of showing you the 

garden myself,” Sir Humphrey put in pompously. “You're not 
leaving, I hope, before luncheon,” he continued, as Peter flung 
himself into a chair. Why did she not want to be alone with him? 
he asked himself helplessly. 
“I’m afraid I must be in town about noon,” she replied with 

an accent of regret which sounded insincere to her fiancé. 
“That means a ten-o’clock start. You might go by way of 

Headington Park. The rhododendrons are worth seeing.” 
“A good idea,” Peter, thus appealed to, replied. “The Mel- 

villes were to have come down last week—so Jane told me at 
Tattersall’s on Sunday.” 
“Jane?” Sir Humphrey’s eyes roamed from his son to the girl 

with an expression of horror and incredulity in them, which the 
gathering dusk rendered invisible to his companions. 

Peter laughed. ‘Since Bobbie Melville won the City and Sub- 
urban with that filly, we all call him Jane.” 
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“T think, if you’ll forgive me, I’ll say good night,” said Lady 
Alice, “I’ve had rather a strenuous day.” 

“Certainly—certainly,” murmured Sir Humphrey. 
“Yes, it’s getting chilly here,” Peter assented. “Wait a mo- 

ment. I[’ll light up.” 
But before the blaze of the electricity illumined the famous 

flower pictures, Lady Alice had flitted across the drawing-room 
calling good night over her shoulder to her host who was busily 
engaged in closing the window and drawing the heavy curtains. 
In the hall, where Peter followed her, the presence of the 
butler froze on his lips the torrent of words he longed to utter. 

Turning on his heel, he met his father at the door of the smok- 
ing-room where they 
invariably finished the 
evening. “TI think I’ll 
turn in, too,” he mut- 
tered sulkily. 

“All right, my boy. 
Good night!” was the 
response, delivered 
with an accent of re- 
lief which Peter was 
too preoccupied to ob- 
serve. 
Alone with his 

thoughts, Sir Hum- 
phrey’s first impulse 
was to fight them 
down. Like a true 
Victorian, he had al- 
ways ridiculed the 
Freudian psychology 
as a thing unholy as 
well as untrue. To- 
night he found himself 
wondering whether 
there lurked after all, 
in the deepest strata 
of the unconscious, 
blind monsters which 
occasionally lifted 
their heads to spit 
an obscene suggestion 
into the dream of inno- 
cence. “Might not he 
himself be the victim 
of some such hellish 
fantasy? 
“We call her Jane 

Smith.” Searching his 
memory, he tried to 
reconstruct every mo- 

ment of his three visits 
to that discreet refuge 
behind its walled-in 
garden. He visualized 
once more the perfect 
profile of his patient 
against its pillow, the 

straight, sleek hair, the waxen fingers peering from their loose 
white sleeve. 

The same—indubitably the same—vaguely familiar at first 
sight this afternoon. Then the accidental mention of the name 
that linked them together. He knew now. He knew beyond all 
possibility of doubt that Jane Smith and Lady Alice Underwood, 
his son’s chosen bride, were one and the same woman. 

Accepting the conviction, Sir Humphrey’s distracted mind 
traveled towards the sphere of action. What should he do? Tell 
his son quite frankly of his horrible discovery? Break the seal of 
confession as imperatively binding upon a physician as upon a 
priest? That he ruled out as impossible. Some alternative, he 
felt, must be found other than that before which his whole soul 
revolted—the alternative of keeping silent while his son made 
this wanton his wife. 

Hours of reflection brought him, however, no nearer a solution. 
What, he asked himself miserably, had he done to be confronted 
in the midst of his placid and prosperous life with this hideous 
problem? Baffled and exhausted, Sir Humphrey decided he 
would sleep on it. The morning might bring counsel. 

He was about to extinguish the lights when the door of the 
smoking-room opened noiselessly and a woman wrapped in a 
black kimono glided into the room. It (Continued on page 189) 



HIS is a startling, prophetic look into the future. Its author is ey 
not a dreamer or a harebrained fanatic. Lord Birkenhead is one att energy, no 

of the foremost statesmen in England today. 
Save this issue of Cosmopolitan. You won’t be alive in 2029, but 

your children’s children will be, and it will be interesting for them to 
check the accuracy of the predictions here made by Lord Birkenhead. 

@_Babies will be produced by chemists in laboratories. @Man will be able to alter the geography or climate of the 

(The entire institution of marriage will be changed. world. 
(We will all live to be 150 @_Coal-mining will be an extinct industry. 

: A forty-eight-hour day will come into being by retarding 
@.No one will need to work more than two hours a day. ~*~ ne of the nM 

@ Agriculture will be abolished—except as a hobby—and all @Sitting in our homes we will see and hear events the world 
foodstuffs will be produced synthetically. over. 
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By the Earl of Birkenhead 

CENTURY hence it appears probable that the applica- 
tion of scientific discoveries will have altered the 
conditions of human life at least as much as they 
have done in the past hundred years. 

child born in 1829 arrived in a world which was just beginning 
to exploit the steam-engine, in which electricity was the useless 
ee a few professors, where -anesthetics and antiseptics were 

The child of 2029, looking back on 1929, will consider it as 
primitive and quaint as 1829 seems to the children of the present 
day. Our means of travel, our sources of wealth, our medicine 
and even our ideas will change as drastically during the next cen- 

as they did in the course of the last. 
dopi physics, which has given us the steam-engine, the in- 
smal-combustion motor, as well as wireless, telephones and all 

the many other practical uses of electrical energy, will certainly 
make prodigious advances before the year 2029. At the moment, 
however, the theoretical basis of physics rests in an undetermined 
state. Physics is on the brink of a new synthesis, a fresh simpli- 
fication and restatement of fundamental ideas. This, when it 
comes—and it cannot long be delayed—must radically change 
all our assumptions concerning time, space and the nature of 

_ Such a revolution of ideas must be accounted among the most 
important effects of science upon human life in the next century; 
but it is, of course, very difficult to predict what direction this 
change of ideas will take. Until another Newton restates physical 

ry, one cannot determine how his restatement will react upon 
the every-day world. 4 ; 
It is easier to prophesy concerning the material changes which 

will be wrought by applied physics in the next hundred years. 
The best scientific opinion believes that before 2029 physicists 

will have solved the problem of supplying the world with limitless 
amounts of cheap power. 
At present we derive the energy which drives the wheels of in- 

dustry from coal and oil. Both these substances are won from 
nature at the expense of much money and vast stores of muscular 
energy, nor are their supplies inexhaustible. By means of the 
Most efficient methods, moreover, a pound of coal can only be 
made to yield energy of the order of one horse-power for one hour. 
Yet, locked up in the atoms which constitute a pound of water, 
there is an amount of energy equivalent to ten million horse-power 

urs. There is no question that this colossal source of energy 
exists; hut as yet physicists do not know how to release it; or, 

ving done so, how to make it perform useful work. 
This problem will be solved before 2029. Some investigator, at 

Present in his cradle or unborn, will discover the match with 
which to light this bonfire, or the detonator needful to cause this 
terrific explosion. 

€ consequences of tapping such stupendous sources of cheap 
energy are almost illimitable. For the first time in his history, 
man will be armed with sufficient power to undertake operations 
On @ Cosmic scale. It will be open to him radically to alter the 
Seography or the climate of the world. By utilizing some 50,000 
tons of water, the amount displaced by a large liner, it would be 

possible to remove Ireland to the deeper portion of the Atlantic 
Ocean. The heat obtainable from the same quantity of water 
would suffice to maintain the polar regions at the temperature of 
the Sahara for a thousand years. 

The liberation of this energy naturally will revolutionize travel 
and transport. Engines weighing one ounce for each horse-power 
they develop will become practical possibilities; and a power- 
plant of six hundred horse-power will carry fuel for a thousand 
hours, working in a tank no bigger than a fountain pen. 

Concerning the nature of the vehicles for which such engines 
will provide the motive power, it is rash to prophesy. Passengers 
will travel in enormously swift aeroplanes, which by 2029 will as- 
cend and descend vertically. Goods will be carried cheaply and 
rapidly by land or sea, propelled by motors whose fuel bill will be 
almost nil. 

The coming of this new energy obviously will be accompanied 
by acute social problems. Its adaptation to industry will entail, 
for example, the final extinction of coal-mining. Since, however, 
it cannot but vastly reduce the cost of all manufactures, there is 
hope that the new wealth it creates will enable governments ade- 
quately to provide for the millions whose livelihood it destroys. 

Some authoritative scientists do not believe that the solution of 
the power problem will be reached along these lines. They con- 
sider that either the winds or the tides will be forced to yield up 
their energy. Water-power is too unevenly distributed over the 
earth’s surface, and too much affected by seasonal variations, ever 
to become the principal source of the world’s energy; but the 
winds are never still, and the tides flow and ebb with unvarying 
precision. 

If the winds were harnessed they could produce a superabun- 
dance of cheap power. During stormy weather their surplus 
energy could be stored in a variety of ways and so be available 
during calms. 

HE exploitation of tidal energy presents difficulties which have 
T yet to be solved in a satisfactory manner. These difficulties, 
however, are not those of principle but of technique; and if the 
wealth and the serious engineering attention of the world were 
focused on the question for ten years, there is no doubt that they 
would be overcome. The tides of the Bay of Fundy alone could 
supply the whole of North America with electrical energy. 

By utilizing tidal energy to any large extent, we should dimin- 
ish the speed of the earth’s rotation. As it is, the tides act asa 
brake upon the rotation of the earth. Tidal friction occurs prin- 
cipally in the Bering Sea, which divides Alaska from Siberia. Its 
present effect is negligible, since it does but lengthen the day by a 
fraction less than a second in the course of each century. 

If sufficient energy were extracted from the tides to supply 
every imaginable future development of human enterprise with 
power, this braking effect would not be greatly increased. Many 
millions of years would elapse before the day grew as long as our 
present week. 

Five thousand years take us back to the dawn of recorded hu- 
man history; so that even a tenth part of one million years carries 
us forward beyond the reach of (Continued on page — 
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ATHERINE FITCH was almost alone in New York, 
for she remembered and followed the advice of a for- 
gotten fashion expert who warned women against dis- 
closing themselves too frankly to mankind, advised 

them to put a little trust in mystery and implored them to save 
a few secrets for their future husbands. 
What had once been defended as moral, Cathie employed for 

seduction. She affected long-sleeved gowns of confusing pattern, 
beginning at the throat and ending at the instep. She inspired 
a certain interest in a number of men, but her first real conquest 
was a youngish sculptor, Carl Raeburn. Raeburn was not doing 
very well, and laid the blame on the fashions of the day. 

“Tt’s these modern styles that are driving artists out of busi- 
ness. All the women on the street look like models just about to 
drop the last stitch. Anatomy? Artists used to study it and dis- 
close it and get a high price for their.information. Now the 
women give themselves away for nothing. There’s no more 
mystery about women’s forms today than there is about the 
shapes of trees or lamp-posts.” ; 

But when he met Cathie Fitch she baffled him by her conceal- 
ments. She loved, too, to tie herself into pretzel postures and 
burble about art through a veil of cigaret smoke. And she agreed 
with Raeburn that the human form divine should be exposed only 
in bathrooms and art galleries. Before he knew it he had pro- 
posed marriage, proud to feel that he would have the only wife in 
town whose contours were not public property. 

Shortly after the wedding ceremony he learned what his pri- 
vate property was. Being a sculptor, he was more than ordi- 
narily interested to discover that, to Cathie, costume was camou- 
flage. She had knobby joints, pipe-stem arms, parenthetical 
knees and a despondent. bosom; also, a pronounced convexity 
that would have been permissible aft, had been shifted forward, 
with the result that in profile she somewhat resembled an incipi- 
ent alderman. 

Still, the heart is everything. This was a marriage of souls and 
minds. Raeburn consoled himself with the thought that Cathie 
would furnish a restful contrast of evenings to the monotonous 
perfections of the professional models who would occupy his 
working hours. 

But honeymoons often expose unsuspected anatomies of mind 
as well as of body and Cathie promptly disclosed the conviction 
that her conduct was under no obligation whatever to her con- 
versation. Talking art was one thing, living it quite another. 
The nude was perfectly proper on canvas or in marble—but in a 
husband’s studio? No decent husband would ask a decent wife 
to submit to it. 

Carl good-Lorded and what-shall-I-do’d. Cathie was ada- 
mant, even if she was not alabaster. She pointed out the large 
field still open to a respectable sculptor in the matter of soldiers’ 
monuments, golf trophies, animal studies and clock-top figures 
of Roman and Greek warriors. 

He protested feebly: ‘“Don’t forget that Feminine Loveliness 
in its Entirety is what the name of Carl Raeburn stands for.” 

“And don’t you forget that that is what Mrs. Carl Raeburn 
will not stand for.” 

“We'll starve.” 
“Better death than dishonor.” 
He thought to reduce her to an absurdity: “If you won’t let 

me hire models, you'll have to pose for me yourself.”’ 
When a man reduces a woman to an absurdity, she usually 

reduces him to a nonentity. Raeburn’s asymmetrical wife anni- 
hilated him by accepting his sarcasm as sincerity. She cried: 

“T’ll pose for you with pleasure. It will save heaps of money. 
It will starve the studio-gossips to death. You and I will never 
be separated. And you will do better work than ever.” 

He was not brute enough to crush her with any of the answers 
that came all too handy. He tried to be a philosopher and a gen- 
cone first and an artist afterward. 
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He had known other artists who tried it and they came out in 
just that order; philosopher in the lead, gentleman a close second, 
and artist—nowhere. Still, with the calm resignation of a phi- 
losopher and the brave sweetness of a gentleman, he said: 

“All right, darling. Be ready at eight in full uniform.” 
The next morning he was up, grimly early, preparing the arma- 

ture for his next dream, a dainty thing to be called “Echo.” He 
had seen her with his mind’s eye as a round and gracile nymph, 
poised a-tiptoe with one hand prettily cupped behind her nearer 
ear, listening; the other hand cupped trumpet-wise in front of 
her mouth, as she repeated what she had just heard—a practise 
not unknown to her sex. 

Since, as he conceived it, Echo’s entire business was hearing and 
repeating she had no need for any special costume. } 

He was so enthusiastic about his vision that he saw her beaut 
ful even in the armature, made up of thin lead pipes and stout 
wire to represent legs, torso, arms and head. 

He smiled to think that if he had been one of the newer-newest 
artists he would have offered the armature as his finished work. 
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G, ‘What's the name of it?’’ asked Porson. 
just a——" 

Calling it “Echo” would have been no more far-fetched, he 
thought, than what Brancusi did when he modeled a pyramid, 
laid an egg alongside and called the bit of geometry, “Leda and 
the Swan.” 

But Raeburn was none of your modernists. He founded him- 
self on the Greeks, convinced that nobody could ever do any bet- 
ter and content to devote himself to the dubious flattery of 
imitation. 
He began to build up the green oiled clay about the wires until 

he had a simulacrum of a body, a sort of flayed and hideous body 
covered with blobs of clay, yet roughly suggesting a human’ 
form in the best Greek ratios, eight heads high, and so on. 
He needed now only a living model to inform him as to the 

delicate relationships of planes, the exact lift of this muscle or 
that, the subtler convexities and concavities. He needed a model 
as the scholar needs a dictionary and the poet a rhyming lexicon. 
So he shouted: “Cathie! Cathie!” 
And Cathie like an Irish echo answered: ‘Coming! Coming!” 
Her footsteps sounded as bare soles sound and she came 

Raeburn faltered, ‘‘I never gave it a name. It was 
But Cathie cried: ‘‘The name of it is A Portrait of my Wife,’ by Carl Raeburn.” 

running blithely to her task. She ran up behind him, and he felt 
her hands on his shoulders as she peered at the clay caricature, 
and cried: 

“So that’s the pose! All right! How’s this!” 
He heard her go skipping to the modeling-stand; he heard her 

foot slip on the edge as she fell with a crash and a yowl. He ran 
to pick her up and the red roughage of a barked shin and a bruised 
chin blinded him to all but her pain. 

There was a scurry for iodin and gauze and adhesive tape, and 
at last he had her out of danger. She limped to her post, struck 
the pose and pleaded: 

“The bandages won’t bother you, will they, dear?” 
“Not a bit, my love,” he answered, turning his modeling-stana 

into position. 
“You can sort of sculp round them, can’t you, sweetheart?” 

she asked. 
“Of course, I can, my pet.” 
When he turned and took her in, and saw how much sculping 

round he would have to do, he was staggered. She looked _ 
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one of the burlesques of the Academy exhibits turned out by the 
League students for their annual Fake Show. 

Cold perspiration leaped to his brow and he passed his hands 
across his eyes, leaving smears of green clay that fortunately 
disguised his anguish from his mate. 

Cathie looked at him archly and cooed: “Will I do, dear?” 
“Well, I should say so!” he said. Which was true in a way, 

since any husband asked such a question by his wife should say 
just so. 

HE wabbled horribly trying to keep her balance on her toe- 
S tips, but that was not so bad as the wabbling the great 
Potter had done when he turned out this masterpiece of 
mistakes. 

Raeburn was a hero now as well as a philosopher and a gentle- 
man, and he made as brave a battle for artistry against his innu- 
merable enemies as Leonidas did against all those Persians. But 
Leonidas failed and so did Raeburn. Both were hopelessly out- 
numbered. 

Cathie had nearly as many curves as most people but they were 
in the most unexpectable places, and so conspicuously absent 
where they should have been that Raeburn’s memory of what 
he had learned began to falter before what he saw. 

He began smoothing down the rough places in the clay and 
shifting his armature to suit Cathie’s articulation, but he could 
not feel that anything he did was right. 

Cathie had held the pose hardly more than three minutes when 
she moaned: “Darling, don’t models rest after the first half-hour?” 

“Tf they want to, my love.” 
“Tsn’t it just about up?” 
“Tt’s hardly begun.” 
“Really? Whew! That 

clock must have stopped, my 
dear. Just make sure, won’t 
you?” 

The clock ticked-tocked in 
angry protest, but would not 
hurry its hands for anybody. 
Raeburn scraped and 

jabbed and thumbed and 
squeezed and thumped the 
clay about as if it were to 
blame. Cathie groaned anew: 

“T’ve just got to rest a 
minute. My toes are full of 
toothache. I’m sorry I can’t 
keep union hours at first, but 
then I don’t take union 
wages, do 1?” 

“Indeed, you don’t,” he 

“Red 

Likker’’ 

Naked Truth 

slow and groping when his impetuous inspirations could not even 
get themselves started. But all he said in self-defense was: 

“Slow but sure, is my motto.” 
At a crisis in his helplessness the telephone rang and while 

Cathie answered it, his wildly rolling maniac eyes perused his 
collection of plaster casts acquired at odd times. The classics 
came to his relief and he made haste to shift as many of them as 
he could to a point of vantage where he could glance at them 
while apparently studying Cathie. 

She came back and took her pose, and though she could not 
keep it long, even she was astounded at what he could achieve 
when he had grown used to her. She never dreamed what dis- 
tinguished collaboration she enjoyed, and that she posed in the 
stately company of the Medicean Venus, two or three of Canova’s 
lithe maidens, MacMonnies’ hilarious Bacchante and the some- 
what ladylike Apollo Belvedere. 

She was so delighted with the help she was giving her dear 
husband that she endured prodigies of torture trying to school 
her untrained muscles to the task she had so lightly undertaken. 

| geryes plodded on realizing that his ‘““Echo” was going to be 
all too well named, since it would be but a feeble mimicry of 

other people’s inspirations. 
Cathie posed until she wavered for a fall and he ran to catch 

her. The artist in him was so mad at her that he pleaded: 
“Let her fall, maybe she’ll break her blamed neck and quit 

bothering me.” 
But the lover in him answered: “Cathie is dearer to me than 

all the fame and glory in the world.” 
One says that sort of thing quite spon- 

taneously in the first few months of 
marriage. 

Indeed, Raeburn loved his wife so well 
that in order to persuade her to take a 
rest and give him one he told her he was 

vein. They called it a day. 
There were other days. He finished 

“Echo” at last and it was so bad that he 
thought the art dealer was a fool for buy- 
ing it at any price. The dealer could see 
that he was not as conceited about his 
work as usual and penalized him for his 
modesty. 

Raeburn made anothet break for free- 
dom. As a disguise hé undertook a 
“Dancing Dryad” and poised her on one 
foot. Cathie went through such violent 
gyrations trying to catch her equilibrium 
and keep it, that Raeburn had to say: 

sighed, pondering helplessly HEN Irvin “This isn’t for a moving-picture, you 
that the things one gets for Cobb lived know, my dear.” 
nothing are the most expen- in Kentucky, the state “JT know it!” she snapped. “And since 
sive things one gets. 

She came down to see what 
he had accomplished, and ex- 
claimed: “Why, you haven’t 
got much done, have you?” 

“Not much,” he confessed, 
and pleaded: “You know, 
honey, it’s just too cruel to 
keep my blessed little angel 
frozen up there in that excru- 
ciating position. Even the 
professional models can’t 
stand it long. They all die 
young, or go into other busi- 
nesses. Don’t you think 
you’d better give it up?” 

She gave him one look that 
was as good as reading a long 
death-warrant, then marched 
back to the stand, hoisted 
herself on her poor shoe- 
mangled feet and said: 

“Let’s get on with our 
work.” 

Raeburn had laughed uproariously at the plight of other hen- 
pecked artists, but he could not even smile at hisown. He fought 
the clay like a sullen boy and wanted to scream at Cathie’s 
amazement concerning his lack of progress. It simply gagged him 
to have her patronize him, in her large-hearted way, for being so 

had in this country. 

We begin it next month. 

had three boasts— 
Its Fair Women. 
Its Fast Horses. 
Its Fine Whisky. 

Today only two remain. But the 
tradition remains of the days when the dis- 
tillers of Bourbon created an aristocracy 
more colorful than any other we’ve ever 

Mr. Cobb has made them and their 
product the background for a novel of the 
sort we’ve all wanted him to write these 
many years. A novel which takes no sides 
but which puts on paper the story of a 
phase of this country’s life that has gone. 

“Red Likker” is a fine novel, sympa- 
thetic, dramatic, keen in its understanding. 

you’re an artist, not a camera, you won’t 
mind if I rig up a rest. You’ve always 
said that the artist’s chief skill is shown 
in what he eliminates. So you can elim- 
inate the clothes-horse.” 

She had him there, and he could not 
prevent her from bringing in the rack she 
hung her laundry on and bracing herself 
in the angle of it. Raeburn could elim- 
inate the rack out of the statue, but how 
could he eliminate what Cathie lacked 
into the picture? 

He returned to his former device and 
set Houdon’s airy-footed “Diana” where 
he could copy her with the few differences 
necessary to veil his plagiarism. 

He finished this work after a dismal 
time and even the art dealer said: 

“You call it a dentsink dryatt, eh. 
Vy not call it ‘Vat I done to Houdon’?” 

The worst of it was that, by now, 
Cathie had developed a perfect physical 
and mental technique. She could hold 
almost any position, and work out in her 

mind all her shopping, clothes-designing, marketing, book- 
keeping and tea-table repartee while her body slept standing. — 

Raeburn, like many another husband, dogged on, trading his 
dreams for peace and betraying his muse to keep his wife quiet. 
He saw his name added to the innumerable (Continued on page 179) 

R. L. 

out of the mood and had exhausted his — 

lovel: 
sun r 
end 
Frida 
off fc 

Suc 
to jur 
officia 
and vy 
of the 
“Dad 
me be 
telling 
The 

mind, 
manag 
marrie 
toad 
of the 
Love ; 
He 

people 
been g 
he wa: 
after 
kindne 
He | 

waters 

Janet | 
<a t 
thing» 
he was 
= He. 
inside | 
in time 
faze at 

bered. 
cheap 
stream 
again o 
the rail 

Prese 
Papers 
York, s 
It was ; 

paragra 
she tur 
to see | 
gitl whe 
Dougla: 

wasr 



ce 
t 
ys 
mn 

ot 

he 
lf 

aid 
1er 
)k- 

his 

79) 

A Love Story of a MARINE by Gapt. 

Jona WV. "Fhomeson, oP, 
ay 

reater 

than * 

ILMER DOUGLAS walked 
back to the bank from his 
luncheon, with the thought 
of Janet Shields warm and 

lovely in him. The ardor of the summer 
sun reminded him pleasantly that his week- 
end started this mid-afternoon; it was 
Friday; he would clear his desk and shove 
off for the Shields place on the shore. 
Such weekends—Friday to Monday morning—were not usual 

to juniors in the banking business, even though you were a young 
official of the greatest promise. But it was John Shields’ bank, 
and while John Shields, in his wide affairs, was an autocrat out 
of the old time, he was putty where his daughter was concerned. 
“Dads, Will must be down here in time to play nine holes with 
me before dark. Know it? Of course he knows it. I’m just 
telling you to get him off in time, you old slave-driver, you!” 
The feeble flicker of common sense that persisted in his 

mind, when he thought of Janet, warned him that she would 
manage him just as absolutely, after October when they were 
married; but persons deep in love are rarely sensible. Smiling 
to a dear and secret thought, he came to the tall bronze portal 
of the bank, and composed himself. “Here, you—knock it off. 
Love and business hours don’t mix.’’ 
He went slowly up the broad, shallow steps, nodding to certain 

people of importance who came down. The past ten years had 
been good to him. He recalled the sullen, embittered youngster 
he was when he came with a letter to Mr. Shields in the year 
after the war. Old Shields had talked to him with rough 
kindness and given him his chance. 
He made the most of that chance, coming up through dark 

waters that receded but slowly with the years. Then he had met 
Janet and loved her, and she loved him, with cool hands that 
drew the ache from old dry scars. He didn’t like to recall any- 
thing of the war, but the dough-boy phrase was pat now— 
he was sittin’ on the world. 
_ He turned, his head to acknowledge the salute of the guard 
inside the door, and a man jostled him, going out. He wheeled 
In time to catch the fellow’s abstracted profile, and he stood to 
gaze at a stiff red neck and a broad flat back that he remem- 
bered. The man stowed himself behind the wheel of a small 
cheap car in a high state of polish and slid out into the traffic- 
stream with a threshing of gears. Those dark waters closed 
again on Wilmer Douglas. He went blindly to his desk behind 
the rail and dropped into his chair. 
Presently his secretary was at his elbow, sliding a sheaf of 

papers in front of him. The letter to the bond people in New 
York, she volunteered, ought to catch the two-o’clock mail, if 
it was all right. He forced his mind through some meaningless 
Paragraphs she indicated, and signed the thing. Taking it up, 
she turned back to say that Mr. Shields had sent word he’d like 
to see him when he came in, and then, because she was a nice 
gitl who had repressed a pale and hopeless passion for Mr. Wilmer 
Douglas through at least three years, she ventured to hope that 
he wasn’t working too hard in this hot weather. 
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He assured her briefly that he wasn’t, and she went away. 
After a while he got through his letters and passed along to the 
president’s office, where, in appropriate privacy and an elegance 
of dark paneling, old Shields drowsed with his feet on his desk. 

“That you, Will? You caught me in my forty winks. Wanted 
to see you about a feller that was just in here. One of our small 
depositors. Wanted a loan. He got in to me someway; told 
Navis he always went to the commanding officer.” This, with 
a chuckle. Small depositors seldom penetrated to the president. 

“Well, I heard what he had to say, and it interested me, sort 
of. He’s an old marine, shot to pieces in the war and retired. 
Name of—name of’’—he found a memorandum on a pad and 
tossed it over—‘‘name of King. Said he used to be a gunnery- 
sergeant, which was important, the way he said it. He had some 
money saved, and he married a country girl out south of here, 
when he left the army. She had a little farm on the Shore High- 
way, and they started in to’make something of it. When he 
described the place, I recognized it—you will, too. It’s about 
ten miles out our road—painted up and prosperous-looking. 
They had some very sound ideas, between them, and they have 
truck and bees and an orchard, and one thing and another, and 
now he wants to put in a dairy. He’s done well, and I think 
he deserves to do well—no foolishness about him. 

“Bz it’s been a bad year for these people, and if he doesn’t 
get help, he’ll probably go under. Of course, we don’t handle 

that kind of business. Right now he’s where he’ll either break 
or go ahead. I’d like to see him go ahead. I can give him a 
note to Blunt, over in the Exchange Bank—or I might take care 
of him myself. I’ve made some right sound investments in 
men—on the side: you’re one of them.” He twinkled grimly 
at Wilmer Douglas. 

“Now, just by way of verifying things, you look him up for 
me, will you? Find out what he’s been up to and who he deals 
with, and see what you think about his place. I believe you'll 
find it as represented. Tell me Tuesday—I told him to come in 
Tuesday noon... 

“By the way, Janet says she’ll be looking for you early. My 
boy, I wonder if you know what you're getting into! Tell ’em I 
won’t be down until after dinner—have to stay in town.” He 
looked keenly at his junior. ‘Get on down there; there’s a fine 
breeze in the evenings, no matter how hot it is up here.” 

Wilmer Douglas retired, the memorandum balled tightly in 

his hand. 
He found a certain relief in doing things. For an hour he 

worked furiously, looked at records, talked to several ed 
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Then he flung out the Shore Highway in his roadster, hardly 
slowing up when he came to a painted sign by a mail-box, which 
said: “Globe and Anchor Farm. William King.” There was 
a small white house and a barn and some sheds, seen through 
tidy ranks of fruit trees, all spick and span. No need to make 
any inspection. Things would be like that fellow said they were. 
He knew. 

He drove like one pursued, but he could not drive fast enough 
to distance the black thing that sat upon his heart and fogged 
Janet’s gracious image in its place there. The road led down 
towards tide-water, among pleasant little wooded hills through 
which blue vistas opened to the sea. It was barred and check- 
ered with sunlight and shadow, and once a cardinal-bird, like a 
vagrant point of flame, flickered across his radiator, and two 
white herons flapped up from a marshy place that was all starred 
with mallows, pink and white, when his motor roared through. 

The summer sky leaned over the sleepy countryside like a 
‘benediction, and a little breeze from the sea ruffled the 
silvery undersides of the leaves in the sun, 
but Wilmer Douglas saw none of it. He was 
ten years and three thousand miles removed, 
and he heard the nightmarish yelling of battle, 
and he saw the face of Gunnery-Sergeant Wil- 
liam King, and certain gray walls behind that 
face. Presently his tires whispered on a gravel 
drive, and he went up to the long gallery from 
which the Shields place looked on the bay. 

The gallery was cool and deeply shaded; 
only the slanting sun of late afternoon got into 
it and dappled it with gold. Janet Shields, at 
ease in the hammock across the farther end, 
swung her slim bare legs to the floor and rose 
to meet him. She was a tall girl, with dark 
hair and the straight gray eyes of a boy, and 
her limbs, to the shoulder and to the knee, 
where the sun had had his will of them, were 
of an even golden tan. She came frankly to his 
arms, and her lips were more alive and ardent 
than any dream a man could dream, so that for 
a space the shadow went away from him; then 
a servant came discreetly with a tray, and she 
pushed him to a chair. 

“Honey, it’s been a long week—I’ve missed 
you so——” he began, a little breathlessly, and 
reached for her again. She flung him a light 
trill of laughter, her head tilted sidewise on 
her round throat. 

“Oh, yes—I’ve been highly spoken of by dis- 
criminating persons, I know. But you re- 
member how I feel about sex in the daytime! 
You get one long cold drink, and go change! 
My handicap is down to eight, and the pro went 
around with me this morning, and I’m going to 
beat you, my darling. I hate handicaps! It 
isn’t fair, a girl having to have handicaps. You 
wait; I’m going to show you.” 

Greater than Hate 

He sipped his drink, while she looked at him with 
the searching eyes of young love. 

“What’s Dad been doing to you, in town? [ 
think it’s mean, having to work. I ought to keep 
you down here to play with me—we’d have such 
fun. Now, you go change.” 

Half an hour later, he watched her drive off, as he 
always did, with a thrill of pure delight at the clean 
line that ran with her swing, from her shoulder to her 
ankle. 
Then he hooked his ball to the edge of the 

rough and followed his caddy off to look for it, while 
she strolled down the fairway to her second shot. 
His black humor, which had been exorcised a little, 
descended upon him, and the rest of that round was 
not pleasant. 

Golf requires a single and a tranquil mind, and his 
mind was far from tranquil. He sliced and topped 
and drove five new balls into the water on the tricksy 
seventh hole, to Janet’s unrestrained derision; and he 
was heartily glad when it was over. She was very | 
merry at him as they started home; he tried to play 
up, but he couldn’t. At last she fell silent too, giving 
him long speculative looks that he felt on his cheek in 
the glamorous twilight. 
They got through dinner, somehow, and she told 

him that he was as cheerful company as a man three days dead, 
and if he thought she was going to sit around all evening and 
watch him gloom, the way he did, he was quite mistaken: there 
was dancing over at the Shore Club; maybe that would restore 
him. She led the way to the roadster and took the wheel. Then 
she drove. 

The last light was dead in the west, and the stars came, very 
soft and bright. In the east a pale radiance began to grow; 
there was going to bea moon. When they opened the turn that 
led to the club, she went straight on. The highway ended, and 
a road of bumpy shell gave over to a cart track, winding seaward; 
weeds and underbrush raked the fenders, and a low branch 
scooped down at them. The car twisted around a thicket and 
stopped at the edge of a bluff above the water. She switched off 
the lights, and the warm scented night settled over them. An 
orchestration of frogs clamored from the marsh behind the bluff, 
and the water lisped on the beach under it, and the little waves 
that ran out to the quickening east went touched with silver. 

Janet cuddled herself in her seat, and said she 
wanted a cigaret. Her face glowed briefly in the 
tiny flame, and she said she might be quite as 
beautiful and dumb as reports indicated, but that 
Old Man Shields’ little girl got things.as quick as « 
anybody, when they were plain enough. 

“And you can’t spoil my weekend with having © 
things on your mind, sir! I think about you all 
week, about how nice it’ll be, having you here, 
and then you come in one of these poisonous dark- 
blue moods. I can’t tolerate moody men, and 
you may as well find it out now. You can just 
jump right in, and——” 

“Do you think,” he asked her, “that I am 
being any pleasure to myself?” 

Then Janet leaned towards him and said, 
gently: 

“T know it’s something, Will. Tell me what it 
is. Maybe I can help—if it’s the kind of thing 
you can tell me.” 

One of her hands lay on the wheel; he took it, 
and it was warm and firm and strong in his cold 
fingers. The moon came up over the rim of the 
sea, and her face turned to him, infinitely tender. 
He straightened his shoulders. 

“Janet, did you ever hate anybody?” ; 
Janet considered this gravely. No, she said, 

after a while, she didn’t think so. There was one 
girl—there had been people—but no: she didn’t 
believe she hated anybody. Perhaps, when you 
came right down to it, she hadn’t, ever. E 

“Tf you think you never did, why, you haven’t, 
he told her bitterly. “Hate is like love. You do, 
or you don’t. You won’t mistake it.” 

That, Janet said, sounded somehow beastly. 
Wasn’t it a little silly, hating? And what’s it got 
to do with us, anyway? ; 

“I’m going to tell you about something that 
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happened to me. It’s not a thing you talk of when you can help 
it—though maybe I should have told you before. You knew I 
was in the war—in the Marines.” 

“Yes, I knew that. Daddy’s told me a lot about you. We 
had it out when I told him you’d asked me to marry you. He 
said there’d been some kind of trouble; but I never bothered 
about it, particularly, because I knew you, Will, by that time.” 
And Janet added that the war was not one of her subjects. “For 
I was in boarding-school then, and they kept me there. I didn’t 
get to drive in the Motor Corps, or work in a canteen, or wear 
a uniform, or anything,” she complained. ‘Then it was re- 
freshing to meet a man who’d been with the Marines and 
didn’t insist on telling you about Belleau Wood and places. 
I know some marines. They’re not, as a rule, shrinking violets.” 

This, Wilmer Douglas regretted, was about the war. If she 
got bored, he’d 
stop. He had 
been in his junior 
year when the 
United States 
went into it.. 
Everybody was 
ns some- 

ing, and he en- 
em in the Ma- 
rines, allured by 
thatslogan, “First 
to Fight,’ and 
the pride of work- 
ing up to a com- 
mission. He told 
her, with an at- 
tempt at light- 
ness, about the 
recruit depot, 
where, in the year 
1917, they broke 
a high-spirited 
rabble of volun- 
teers to the pro- 
fession of arms; 
but Janet ob- & 
served that his 
face, in the moonlight, had grown thin and pinched about the 
nostrils, and his voice was hard and brittle. 
“They put us in drill companies, according to our size,” he 

went on. “I fell in between a postgrad from New Haven and 
a steam-fitter from St. Louis. The idea was to make a marine 
of you or kill you, and we were young and willing. We were 
commanded by tough old sergeants who knew their stuff. Off- 
cers are officers, and all that; but to the end of my service, a 
sergeant meant more to me than a brigadier-general. You 
never saw such men in your life. They worked us, and they 
drilled us, from an hour before day until taps, and they never let 
up, and they never heard of mercy. That was all right. I could 
stand what another man could. But my company was com- 
manded by a sergeant named William King. 

“This King was a thick-set brute, with a hide tanned to the 
color of his khaki trousers and a voice like a saw going through 
aboard. He had a swagger and a sneer, and he looked at you 
like you were dirt. The first thing he taught us was that recruits 
—boots, they call you—are the lowest things on the face of the 
earth, and only by the grace of God and him, Sergeant King, 
would we ever be anything better. I’ll take that back. I don’t 
think he mentioned God—not that way, anyhow. 

“Well, he went on from that. And he picked me out to ride. 
You’ve met these people who just rub you the wrong way 
the minute you see them? He was like that. He 
never spoke to you in an ordinary tone—he bel- 
lowed. He was loud, and he was nasty. Some folks 
are quick at picking up drill and that sort of thing, 
and we all wanted to do the best we could, so as to 
get into the war. The steam-fitter was an acting- 
Jack—acting corporal, I mean, in no time. But I 
wasn’t quick at it. 

_ “I’m not trying to find excuses for myself. I never 
liked anything about soldiering. But a lot of people 
didn’t like it and still got away with it well enough. 
You don’t know what it’s like when a sergeant rides 
4 man—the way he can humiliate him. We'll leave 
that out. There was just one incident .. . 

It was near the end of our training; we’d fired on 
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the rifle-range, and were ready to go out to duty. One morn- 
ing, after running us around until our tongues hung out, King 
gave us the command, ‘at ease.’ That means that you can 
stand easy and blow, but you have to preserve silence. There’s 
another command—‘rest’—that lets you relax and talk and 
catch a smoke; I always got the two mixed. 
“When King said, ‘At ease,’ and backed off to watch us pant— 

he wasn’t even breathing hard—TI got out a cigaret and started 
to light it. I didn’t see him leave the ground, but he landed 
right against my chest. He grabbed my shirt-front and shook 
me until the cigaret fell out of my mouth and my head went 
around. He called me things I’d never heard of before, even 
from him. 

“But the worst of it was having his hands on me. Nobody 
had ever laid hands on me like that, or talked to me that 

way, in all my life. 
“T don’t remember the rest of 

that day. But I remember the 
New Haven man talking to me 
that night, trying to get me back 
to sense. That was when I be- 
came acquainted with hate.” 

“Why, he was just a brute and 
a bully,” pronounced Janet, wrin- 
kling her nose. ‘“Couldn’t you 
go to an officer about it? I never 
heard of anything so disgusting.” 

“The only thing that helped me 
—like the New Haven man said— 
was that we were going to be sent 
to duty from recruit camp, and 
the drill-sergeants would stay be- 
hind. Their jobs were perma- 
nent. And the next day we were 
ordered to Quantico, about a 
thousand of us. Nothing ever 
made me so happy as rolling my 
heavy marching order and think- 
ing that I’d seen the last of King. 

“‘Then, when we fell in to march 
to the boat, this King strutted 
out, in his filthy way, and an- 
nounced that he was going right 

with us. He knew we didn’t like him, and it amused him. It 
was his idea of good clean fun. He’d pulled wires and got de- 
tached with us. I’ll never forget him, standing out and swelling 
his chest at us. I wanted to kill him. 
“We went along, and we were in Quantico a little while, forming 

a new battalion to go overseas. King rode me all thetime. They 
worked us hard, but I used to lie awake at night, when I was dog- 
tired, and think about him. Of course he had to be my platoon 
sergeant. And when the other guys went on liberty, I was work- 
ing off extra police duty. He got plenty of things on me—they 
can, if they want to. But there’s no use going into that. They 
all piled up on me. It got to be like an acid, eating away, all the 
time. Don’t think it’s childish, all this.” 

“Go on,” said Janet, in a small voice. 
“They sent us to France. Over there, it was the same thing, 

and worse. I think I got to be a habit with him; he’d take a fall 
out of me every morning, just to make his breakfast set. There 
wasn’t any military crime, from a dirty rifle to mixing up my 
special orders, on guard, that he didn’t nail me for. After a while 
I quit trying. Case of giving a dog a bad name. I did a lot of 
quiet drinking, and I never minded going to the brig. I was 
under the battalion police-sergeant in the brig, and his meanness 
was impersonal. 

“T think it was about thistime thatI (Continued on page 162) 
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OULD you commit mur- 
der in cold blood, or in 
warm? Are you sure? 
Are we all potential 

murderers? 
We are by nature warm-blood- 

ed, or rather constant-tempera- 
ture animals—temperature being 
tegulated by our blood. When 
our temperature varies much from 
ninety-nine degrees we are un- 
natural and had better see a doc- 
tor. Is “cold blood” or “warm 
plood,” then, a mere figure of 
speech? If so, what is behind 
such expressions as “‘slain in the 
heat of passion,” “murdered in 
cold blood,” ‘‘scared cold,’ “‘boil- 
ing-hot mad,”’ et cetera? 
“Cold blood” is a figure of 

speech, but the cold ‘clammy 
sweat of fear is not; nor, as we 
shall see, do we speak merely 
figuratively of the “‘boiling-hot mad” man with eyes ablaze and 
face flushed with the heat of passion. We are all potential mur- 
derers, products of our nature and our training, likely at any 
time to meet a situation so strange or so terrifying as to impel 
us to some overt act which one lifetime hardly could expiate. 
“You are a fool.” Does that anger you, possibly make you 
want to annihilate me? ‘You are adorable.” Does that make 
fou smile, possibly make you like me? “Your child is on fire.” 

that alarm you, possibly make you run faster than you 
ever ran before? A madman brandishes a bomb in your face. 
Does that put you in a cold sweat? Ravenously hungry, you 
discover a hair in your first spoonful of soup. Does that turn 
your stomach? 
- Whatever it is that enrages you, makes you like somebody, 

you, wrings cold sweat from you or turns your stomach, 
has this in common: power to move you. And the way you 
“move” when enraged, in love, alarmed, injured or nauseated, 
is the index of your control over your emotions; a register, as 
it were, of your usefulness to society and your success as one of 
a social organization—yes, of your sanity. 
The business of emotion is to move. If anger can move you 

to slap your wife; love, to kill the husband of your inamorata; 
fear, to fall in a dead faint; pain, to cry your eyes out; hunger, 
to steal—you are so controlled by your emotions that you are a 
social menace and should not blame society if it shuns you, locks 
you up or hangs you. 
Hunger—for food, for mate; rage, fear, pain: these are the 

impulses which drive us to live out our lives. As growth or 
Tejuvenescence is the one outstanding criterion of life, so hunger 
is the one outstanding impulse which moves living beings to live. 
Hunger is the primordial, the oldest drive in life, the first emo- 
tion. The ways living beings are moved in answer to that drive 
make up the life history of living beings. 
Does this seem too abstract? Then let us make it concrete. 
Hunger in such animals as chickens and human beings is due 

to action in viscera; it is a visceral drive. Remove the viscera 
from a chicken—or a human being; where will it be driven? 
Nowhere. It dies, as inevitably as the clock stops when its 
works are removed. Hunger is emotion number one. 

If I steal your dog’s bone your dog will be so enraged that it 
will be driven to bite me. If I steal your child’s food your rage 
may drive you to kill me. Rage is emotion number two. 
And fear is its twin. For rage and fear are literally twins 

under the skin. I may be so fearful that you are going to steal 
my child, and that the arm of the law will not restrain you, that 
I take the law into my own hands and kill you; or if I cannot 

Honcer is the most powerful emotion 

Paw is the primary cause of suicide 

Purasure is a negative emotion 

Fear and RAGE are twins under the skin 

Tie are a potential KILLER 

do that, I take my child in my 
arms and flee from you. In 
either case fear moves me. Fear 
is emotion number three. 

Pain also is a mighty emotion 
and moves men to drink, to 
drugs, to the dentist, even to 
suicide. Pain, real or fancied, 
physical or mental, is probably at 
the bottom of most suicides—ex- 
cept in Japan, where one may 
kill oneself for the honor of some- 
thing or somebody, or in India, 
where a wife may immolate her- 
self on her husband’s funeral pyre. 
Call pain emotion number four. 

Hunger, rage, fear, pain: on 
these four primary emotions are 
built all other emotions. How 
many? I never have counted 
them, but here are a few that 
keep moving us this way and 
that, up and down, in and out: 

vexation, anxiety, worry, sorrow, grief, despondency, resentment, 
admiration, awe, reverence, disgust, loathing, wonder, gratitude, 
scorn, reproach, revenge, bashfulness, shame, jealousy, envy. 
We need not stop to analyze these emotions here; it is more im- 
portant that we get an understanding of the primary emotions— 
that will help us understand emotions in general. 

I do not mean to imply, of course, that anxiety, sorrow, shame, 
envy, et cetera, are simple. They are far from that, and are 
generally compounded of two or more primary emotions. 

These mixed emotions may attain ascendency over us and 
move us, for example, to kill the person we are jealous of, grovel 
at the feet of the person we reverence, or sneak away like cow- 
ards when we are ashamed. But let us side-track them and look 
at the bigger question: why murder at all? 

You and I and all of us unhung and out of jail are potential 
murderers. Why? 

Because human nature is fundamentally the same: every 
normal human being can be emotionally aroused and under its 
drive must do something. To that extent we are all alike, all 
tarred with the same brush. 

ARE all potential murderers because it is in our nature to 
murder our enemies. Only as we are trained do we learn 

to distinguish enemies from friends and above all to restrain our 
inborn killing proclivities. 

Pain also has biologic value; it is a sign of injury, nature’s 
cry for help: ‘““Remove the cause of the injury or suffering.” 
Suffering is disease, potential death. 

The biology of hunger is so obvious that it also may be stated 
in few words. You and I, since we began our individual exis- 
tence as a fertilized ovum, have been growing. We could not 
build and we cannot repair our body without the stuff of which 
our body is made. We cannot keep our body engines going 
unless we supply them with fuel. We can only go on living 
forever through a chip of our body, as “offspring.” ‘In short, 
we must find food or we lose our life; a mate, or we lose our 
immortality. 

Do I seem to overemphasize these primary emotions? They 
cannot be overemphasized. Failure to understand their nature, 
significance and biologic usefulness has led to the writing of an 
incredible amount of rubbish about human behavior. They are 
fundamental; they are necessary for life—they are behind life! 
They can no more be eliminated from our birthright than our 
stomachs; they are disregarded in the training of the child at the 
peril of society and of the happiness of the individual. 

Such highly organized animals as man (Continued on page 7a) 
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The Story So Far: 

ROM his boyhood days in 
xe York, Sam Lee had met 

with unreasoning prejudice— 
prejudice that puzzled him and 
embittered his life. For although 
his father, Lee Ying, was a China- 
man and Sam had been brought up 
in orthodox Oriental fashion, the 
boy was more in tune with Western 
thought and manners than with 
those of his own people. This fact 
bewildered Sam and made him un- 
happy, for he did not know that he 
was in reality a foundling whom Lee 
Ying and his wife, now dead, had 
taken into their home and their 
hearts years before in San Francisco. 

At Eastern University, despite 
his scholarship, his skill at athletics 
and his generosity, he felt the preju- 
dice against him and grew ever more 
lonely. White women now began 
to attract him and for a time in 
Alice Hart, a struggling art student, 
Sam thought he had found a friend 

perhaps a wife. But Alice, ac- 
cepting Lee Ying’s offer to finance 
her studies abroad, rejected, with 
instant revulsion, Sam’s proposal of 
marriage. 
A second white girl was to bring 

to Sam more forcibly the difference 
in races when, back at Eastern 
again, he stepped into a trap laid for 
him by a pair of blackmailers, 
Everett Himes and Mrs. Stevens, 
who used Mona Stevens, the wo- 
man’s attractive niece, for their de- 
coy. It wasa distasteful experience, 
but Lee Ying found out the truth 
about the affair and the tricksters 
were thwarted in their attempt to 
force Sam to marry the girl, or to 
obtain a large sum of money as the 
price of his alleged indiscretion. 

Later Lee Ying prosecuted the 
blackmailers, but this proved a 
boomerang for Sam, as the resulting 
publicity caused his expulsion from the university. Thoroughly 
embittered, the boy insisted on leaving home to make his own 
way in the world, and as scullery boy on a tramp steamer he began 
a different sort of life. The gods, however, were kind to him and 
after he left the tramp in England, he became literary adviser to 
Cyril Bathurst, a dramatist of Oriental life. 

Sam went to the Riviera with Bathurst and there met Alanna 
Wagner, the daring, imperious and spoiled daughter of a mil- 
lionaire soap manufacturer. One night when Sam tried to tell the 
girl who and what he was, she silenced him. “It won’t make any 
difference,” she said. “I don’t want you to be anybody or to have 
ang teens but me.” Sam thought he had found happiness at 
Bats 
But the very next day, in the garden of the Royale, .a horrible 

scene took place. Before a group of paralyzed onlookers Alanna 
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struck Sam again and again with a horsewhip. She had learned 
of his Chinese blood! 

Heartsick and dazed by the terrible humiliation, Sam returned 
to his hotel, to receive a blow more cruel than Alanna’s in 4 
cablegram which read: “Your father is dying. Come.” 

Ee 

be ID you wind it up?” Al Wagner inquired of his 
daughter when she burst into his presence late that 
afternoon. Alanna answered him shortly and he 
voiced his relief: “Thank heaven! I hope you didn’t 

mince matters. The miserable skunk! But I still think I was the 
one to do it. What did he say?” a 

Alanna tossed her arms aloft in a furious gesture. ‘‘He didn’t 
open his mouth.” 
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“He’d have opened his mouth to me!” the father growled. “T 
know those Chinamen: I’ve worked hundreds of them. Lord! 
I wish you had let me see him. I wouldn’t have let him off so 
easily. Why, if he brags about this affair, it will ruin us.” 

Alanna uttered an explosive sound which indicated her con- 
tempt of consequences. 
_ “Oh, jeer if you want to!” Wagner cried testily. “You know 
it’s true just the same! ‘They’d tar and feather him out in Cali- 
fornia. Yes, and they’d do the same to any white girl who even 
talked about marrying a Chinaman. Now, then, I hope this will 
be a lesson to you, young lady. It serves you right for playing 
around with every good-looking stranger you meet. Damnation! 
It turns me sick to think of his touching you.” 

Harshly Alanna said: “I horsewhipped him.” 
‘Huh?” This interrogation came with a jerk, then, as the 
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girl’s words sank in, a paralysis 
crept over her father; hcrror 
numbed him. 

“T wore out a crop on him.” 
“Horsewhipped him? When? 

Where?” 
“Just now. 

In front of everybody. 
killed him if I could.” 

“Oh, my Lord!” The cry issued 
weakly from -Wagner’s lips; he 
seized his head; he stared wildly at 
his daughter. 
Now that Alanna had found her 

voice, words rushed from her, she 
stormed about the room in a gusty 
passion. But the tornado blew it- 
self out as rapidly as it had blown 
up, she faltered, hesitated, her voice 
broke and her bosom heaved. With- 
out warning, she burst into tears; 
blindly she ran to her father. 
Wagner pushed her away. 

Roughly he exclaimed: “You little 
fool! You ought to be horsewhipped 
yourself. Darned if I don’t have 
you locked up; you’re not safe to 
have around and I mean it. Why, 
that’s just like your mother! 
Whipping a man! In public!” 

Alanna shook him, she beat him 
with her fists, crying: “Hold me! 
Comfort me! Oh, Daddy, please! 
. . . A sweet father you are!” She 
gave him a shove that sent him 
reeling, then flung herself upon a 
chaise longue and buried her face in 
its pillows. She writhed, she kicked, 
she tore at the cushions and scat- 
tered them, meanwhile uttering 
sounds of anguish. 
Wagner approached and shook a 

clenched fist over her. 
“Yell! Tear ’em up! Raise the 

hotel and have us thrown out!” he 
shouted. ‘“That’s your mother all 
over again. She always fixed it so 
we never could stop twice in the 
same place. You’ve got all she had, 
and more. This horsewhipping 

seems to run in the family: she threatened to horsewhip every 
woman I spoke to. But—you did it! D’you realize what you’ve 
done to yourself? And to me? Bawled us out! But no, you 
never stop to consider anything, do you? You couldn’t act like a 
lady; you couldn’t take that rotter off alone somewhere and beat 
him up. You had to do it in a shop-window.” 
“He—he kissed me!” 
“So you boasted. Why didn’t you guard it as a family secret? 

Now it will be in the papers, of course. Oh, you’re as private 
as an eclipse. Engaged to a Chinaman! We'll never live that 
down. I’m going to hunt a high place, drink poison, blow my 
brains out and jump off.” 

“He can’t be a Chinaman. It’s a lie!” 
“Say! We've got to get out of here, quick.” 
“Chinamen don’t kiss, they rub noses.” 

In the tea-garden. 
I'd have 
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“T’ll bet he has you arrested. Wouldn’t that be pretty?” 
Alanna wailed, a paroxysm of such violence seized her that she 

slid ungracefully off the lounge. She made no effort to rise; she 
merely sat on the floor and rocked herself in misery. “TI love 
him,” she moaned. 
“Humph! ‘That’s likely,” her father sneered. ‘Love a China- 

man!’ 
“T do. I don’t care what he is. I love him.” 
“Then take it out in loving.” Wagner spoke through clenched 

teeth. ‘‘We’re going to leave here as soon as it gets dark enough 
to escape. I can see the head-lines tomorrow morning.” 

The telephone rang with the startling suddenness of a machine- 
gun burst and he snatched it up. 

“Hello! Wagner speaking... Who? ... Tell him to go to the 
devil!” He crashed the 
instrument down upon 
its stand. “There you 
are, Typhoid Mary! A 
gentleman of the press! 
Lord! You’re the im- 
age of hard luck for me. 
Call your maid and get 
your things together be- 
fore they break in on 
us.” 
“Tm not going,” 

Alanna declared. 
“Oh, you’re not go- 

ing! You propose to 
sit right there on the 
floor for the rest of your 
life! J’m running things 
from now on and you’re 
leaving with me or— 
I’ll pull your ears out.” 

“IT won’t budge. I 
like it here. I won’t be 
run out of a place I like 
and you can’t make me 
go.” 

With an effort Al 
Wagner calmed himself 
sufficiently to argue; 
when this failed he 
fumed, then he raged 
and at last he threat- 
ened. Alanna was 
granite. She cajoled, 
she implored, she wept; 
she wasstubborn, angry, 
spiteful and affectionate 
by turns. 

She took refuge finally 
in an attitude from 
which her father could 
not move her. She ac- 
knowledged that she had 
been impulsive and un- 
wise and that her 
wicked, sinful temper 
had betrayed her into a 
serious indiscretion, but 
she owed it to herself and 
to her darling Albert to 
prove that she was 
no coward. Honor de- 
manded that she face 
the music. She pro- 
posed to stay right here and to go right along as usual, with her 
head up and a smile on her lips. It was the only courageous and 
dignified thing to do. 
Who would know that Sam had been more than a mere 

acquaintance? Nobody. To run away would be a confession of 
guilt, an admission of shame. And what had she to be ashamed 
of? Nothing. If anybody dared to throw it up to her, get smart, 
she’d give them a tasteof——- Well, she had other crops and she 
could use them. What did she care for a little gossip? Not—that! 
_ There was mighty little that she cared for now; her heart was 
in pieces. She was a poor, fluttering, frightened bird and her 
wing was broken. It was her own fault, of course—Albert was 
right about that. In fact, he was right about everything. She 
was just a foolish, impulsive girl. 

Son of the Gods 

Yes, and she never had shown him the love and the considera- 
tion she should have shown, but wait. She was a changed 
woman; the dross was burned away; nothing but pure gold 
remained. She’d prove it. He wouldn’t know her. Leave 
Paradis? Rather not. They would say no more about it—not 
another word. If sweetheart mentioned it again, she’d scream, 

During the time it took her to voice her contrition and her 
promises of reform, the telephone rang three times. They let 
it ring. 

In despair at last Wagner stamped off to his own suite and 
locked himself in. Later he ordered his dinner sent up and ate it 
in the solitude of his chamber. He wondered apprehensively 
if he would have to live in this wretched room, denned up like a 
wolf, until he grew a beard long enough to serve as a disguise. 

Cyril Bathurst returned home late that night. He had attended 
a party where he had been forced to listen to various accounts of 
the occurrence at the tea dance and to comments upon racial 
questions, hence he was not in an agreeable mood. 
He was astonished to find Alanna Wagner waiting for him. 
“Where is Mr. Lee?” she inquired without preamble. 
“On his way to Paris,” he told her. “He sails tomorrow for 
erica.” 
“Why did he go?” 
Bathurst opened his lips, then he hesitated. Coldly he asked, 

“Isn’t that rather stupid, coming from you? You're not @ 
stupid girl.” 

“What I mean is—does he hate me?” 
“Probably. I would, if I were in his shoes.” 
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“Oh, no doubt! Well, I hate him. I loathe him. I despise 
him. The idea of his making love tome! Kissing me! Why, we 
spent half of last night under the cypresses. Can you bear it? 
Did you know he’s an Oriental?” 

“T did.” 
“JJ could kill him! It’s outrageous!” the girl cried. 
“Right! Filthiest trick I ever 

heard of. So unfair.” 
“Yes. Unfair.” 
“You should be thrashed with- 

in an inch of your life.” 
“7?” Alanna started. 
“Certainly! Surely you don’t 

hold him to blame? That 

each realized 
that they -were 
saying farewell. 

Mongolian tiger didn’t drag you out of the Casino and into that 
thicket, did he? I fancy not. I’d like awfully to give you a 
piece of my mind, Miss Wagner, but I can’t very well do so under 
my own roof.” 

“Please do. I came uninvited.” 
“Thanks awfully. I will. It won’t help you in the least but 

it will do me a lot of good, for I’ve heard nothing but you and 
Sam all this evening and I’m full up. I’ll merely repeat what I’ve 
already said. 
“To put it politely, Miss Wagner, I consider you the most 

arrogant, the most ruthless, the most selfish creature I ever 
knew and I have so expressed myself. Thoroughly spoiled, 
of course. I don’t approve of you at all.” 

“T gather as much,” the girl said with a curious stare. 
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“You’re vulgar and ill-bred and cruel. I’ll wager you were one 
of those nasty little brats who pull kittens’ legs just to hear them 
squall. You think it’s clever to disregard everything conven- 
tional and to outrage all the decencies. You’re utterly indifferent 
to other people’s feelings. Really, I’m sorry your father isn’t 
present, but you may repeat what I say and he can find me any 

time.” 
“Go ahead,” the girl urged 

defiantly. 
“Righto! It’s a pleasure I 

can’t deny myself. We Europeans 
often spoil our women after they 
grow up, but Americans seem to 
ruin them at the breast and you’re 
a typical example. Look around 
you here in Paradis. Vain, over- 
dressed, impudent, empty-headed 
women, as loud and gaudy and 
wasteful as macaws. It’s the 
same all over Europe. 

“Imagine a girl of your age 
coming to a man’s house, alone, 
at this ungodly hour, and con- 
fessing — boasting! — that she 
spent half the night in a young 
fellow’s arms! Thoroughly smart 
and up to date, no doubt, but it 
jolly well shocks me. I wish you 
were my daughter, for half an 
hour. I’d teach you what a crop 
feels like. 

“Sam Lee is a fine, clean, up- 
standing boy, and far too good for 
you. He held you at arm’s length 
as long as he could and that drove 
you frantic. Oh, I saw the way 
you went at him! Disgraceful! 
Now you ‘hate him’; you ‘could 
kill him’! Well, you did some- 
thing much more cruel than 
that.” 

“Ves?” 

“You humiliated a proud, 
sensitive——” 

“What about my pride?” 
Alanna broke in, unable longer 
to restrain herself. “I’m a Cali- 
fornian. I was reared among 
Chinamen.” 

“Among coolies. Sam is a gentleman of breeding. 
His pride is stiffer, keener and higher-tempered than 
yours, or mine, for he has something to be proud of. I 
have little and you have nothing—except your good 
looks. You see, I don’t bend the knee to your father’s 
money.” 

“Are you through?” 
“Not quite. It’s rather sporting of you to let me 

speak my little piece before you rend me into tatters, 
for I dare say it’s the first uncomplimentary thing you 

‘ Sam and Alanna ever heard about yourself, but—you’ve no idea what 
Ss was @ painful you’ve done to that boy. I can only guess but I fancy 

ar of make- you’ve about spoiled him: certainly you’ve changed 
elieve, and the whole course of his life. If he goes to the devil 

you’re responsible. It was an unpardonable thing to 
strike a fellow who couldn’t defend himself, to break 
that particular kitten’s legs. It was wicked, inhuman 
and terribly unfair. Now, may I see you to your 
hotel?” 

In a voice that surprised her listener Alanna said: “Just a 
minute. I’d like to speak my piece, first. I’m awfully mad— 
about the kittens. I never did! I love animals. I’d die before 
I'd hurt one . . . The rest was true, except what you said about 
American girls. They’re not all spoiled and selfish; you see only 
the ones like me. I know I was rotten. I came here to apologize 
to Sam.” 

“Oh, I say!” Bathurst exclaimed. “I’m sorry I ran on as I did.” 
“That’s all right. I’ve known the truth about myself for ages. 

I’m like Father’s soap: it’s highly scented and beautifully wrapped 
up, and the boxes are expensive and all that, but it’s made out of 
scraps from the stock-yards. That sizes me up: lavender and 
leaf-lard, roses and refuse. I’m wild about Sam but that doesn’t 
change the situation. It merely explains (Continued on page 164) 



EAVEN knows 
how often I 
had lamented 
that I had not 

half the time I needed to 
do half the things I 
wanted. I could not re- 
member when last I had 
had a moment to myself. 
I had often amused my 
fancy with the prospect 
of just one week’s com- 
plete idleness. 

Most of us when we 
are not busy working are 
busy playing; we ride, 
play tennis and golf, 
swim or gamble; but I 
saw myself doing nothing 
at all. I would lounge 
through the morning, 
dawdle through the afternoon and loaf through the evening. 

Time, because it is so fleeting, time because it is beyond recall, 
is the most precious of human goods, and to squander it is the 
most delicate form of dissipation in which man can indulge. 

Naturally I should read, for to the habitual reader reading is 
a drug of which he is the abject slave. But the professional 
writer is seldom a disinterested reader and I wished my reading 
to be but another form of complete idleness. 

But I had always fancied myself choosing my moment, with 
surroundings to my liking, not having it forced upon me, and 
when I was suddenly faced with nothing to do and had to make 
the best of it—I was not a little taken aback. I had come to 
Vera Cruz from Mexico City to take a boat to Yucatan; and 
found to my dismay that, a dock strike having been declared 
overnight, my boat would not put in. 

I was stuck in Vera Cruz for at least a week. I took a room 
in the Hotel Diligencias, overlooking the pleza, and spent the 
morning looking at the sights of the town. I wandered down 
side streets and peeped into their quaint courts. I sauntered 
through the parish church; it is picturesque with its gargoyles 
and flying buttresses, and the salt wind and the burning sun 
have patined its harsh and massive walls with the mellowness 
of age; its cupola is covered with white and blue tiles. 

Then I found that I had seen all that was to be seen and I sat 
down in the coolness of the arcade that surrounded the square 
and ordered a drink. The sun beat down on the plaza with a 
merciless splendor. The coco-palms drooped dusty and be- 
draggled. Great black buzzards perched on them for a moment 
uneasily, swooped to the ground to gather up some bit of offal, 
and then with lumbering wings flew up to the church tower. 

I watched the people crossing the square: negroes, Indians, 
creoles and Spanish, the motley people of the Spanish main; and 
they varied in color from ebony to ivory. As the morning wore 
on the tables around me filled up, chiefly with men who had 
come to have a drink before luncheon, for the most part in white 
ducks, but some notwithstanding the heat in the dark clothes 
of professional respectability, and the conversations around me 
were animated. 

A small band, a guitarist, a blind fiddler and a harpist, played 
ragtime and after every other tune the guitarist came round with 

_a plate. I had already bought the local ‘paper and I was ada- 
mant to the news-venders who pertinaciously sought to sell me 
more copies of the same sheet. 

I refused, oh, twenty times at least, the solicitations of grimy 
urchins who wanted to shine my spotless shoes, and having come 
' the end of my small change, I could only shake my head 
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“no notice of him, moved on slowly to the next table. 

at the beggars who importuned me. They gave me no peace. 
Little Indian women, in shapeless rags, with a baby tied in 

the shawl on their backs, held out skinny hands and in a whim- 
pering tone uttered a long screed; blind men were led up to 
my table by small boys, the maimed, the halt, the deformed 
exhibited the sores and monstrosities with which nature or 
accident had afflicted them; and little tattered, underfed chil- 
dren whined endlessly their demand for coppers. 

But suddenly my attention was attracted by a beggar who, 
unlike the rest of them and indeed the people sitting around me, 
swarthy and black-haired, had hair and beard of a red so vivid 
that it was startling. His beard was ragged and untidy and his 
long mop of hair looked as though it had not had a cut or a 
brush for months. 
He wore only a pair of trousers and a cotton singlet, but they 

were tatters, grimy and foul, that barely held together; I have 
never seen anyone so thin; his legs, his naked arms were but 
skin and bone and through the rents of his singlet you saw 
every bone of his wasted body; you could count the bones of 
his dust-covered feet. Of that starveling band he was easily 
the most abject. He was not old, he could not have been more 
than forty, and I could not but ask myself what had brought 
him to this pass. 

It was absurd to think that he.would not sooner have worked 
if work he had been able to get. He was the only one of the 
beggars who did not speak. The rest of them poured forth their 
litany of woe. He said nothing. 

I suppose he felt that his look of destitution was all the appeal 
he needed. He did not even hold out his hand, he merely 
looked at you, but with such wretchedness in his eyes, such 
despair in his attitude, it was dreadful; he stood. on and on, 
silent and immobile, gazing steadfastly, and then, if you took 

If he was given nothing he showed neither disappointment 
nor anger, if someone offered him a coin he stepped forward 4 
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‘uneasily to roost. 

GI had suddenly a 
strange feeling that I had 
seen the red-haired beg- 
gar before, but when and 
where I could not tell.” 

little, stretched out his clawlike hand, took it without a word 
of thanks and impassively went his way. I had nothing to give 
him and when he came to me, so that he should not wait in 
vain, I shook my head. 

“Dispense Usted por Dios,” 1 said, using the polite Castilian 
formula with which the Spaniards reply to a beggar. 

uT he paid no attention to what I said. He stood in front 
B of me, looking at me with tragic eyes. I have never seen such 
a wreck of humanity. There was something terrifying in his 
appearance. He did not look quite sane. He passed on. 

It was one o’clock and I had luncheon. When I awoke from 
my siesta it was still very hot, but towards evening a breath of 
air tempted me into the plaza. I sat down under my arcade 
and ordered a long drink. 

Presently people in greater numbers filtered into the open 
space from the surrounding streets, the tables in the restau- 
rants round it filled up, and in the kiosk in the middle the band 
began to play. The crowd grew thicker. There was a lively 
hum of conversation. 
The big black buzzards flew screeching overhead. As twilight 

descended they swarmed, it seemed from all parts of the city, 
towards the church tower, they circled heavily about it and 
hoarsely crying, squabbling and jangling, settled themselves 

i And again newsboys pressed dank papers 
upon me and beggars whined their plaintive demand for alms. 
I saw once more that strange, red-bearded fellow and watched 
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him stand motionless, with 
his crushed and piteous air, 
before one table after an- 
other. He did not stop be- 
fore mine. I suppose he 
remembered me from tke 
morning and, having failed 
to get anything from me 
then, thought it useless to 
try again. 
You do not often see a 

red-haired Mexican, and 
because it was only in 
Russia that I had seen men 
of so destitute a mien I 
asked myself if he was by 
chance a Russian. Yet he 
had not a Russian face, his 
emaciated features were 
clear-cut, and his blue eyes 
were not set in the head in 
a Russian manner; I won- 
dered if he could be a 
sailor who had deserted his 
ship and by degrees sunk 
to this pitiful condition. 

He disappeared. Since there was nothing 
else to do, I stayed on till it was dinner- 
time and after dinner sat again at a table 
till the thinning crowd suggested it was bed- 
time. I confess that the day had seemed 
long and I wondered how many similar days 
I should be forced to spend there. 

But I woke after a little while and could 
not get to sleep again. My room was stifling. 
I opened the shutters and looked out at the 
church. There was no moon but the bright 
stars faintly lighted its outline. The buz- 
zards were close-packed on the cross above 
the cupola and on the edges of the tower, 

and now and then they moved alittle. The effect was uncanny. 
And then, I have no notion why, that red scarecrow recurred 

to my mind and I had suddenly a strange feeling that I had 
seen him before. It was so vivid that it drove away from me 
the possibility of sleep. Somewhere in the past I felt sure I 
had come across him, but when-and where I could not tell. 

I tried to picture the surroundings in which he might take his 
place, but I could see no more than a dim figure against a back- 
ground of fog. As the 
dawn approached it 
grew a little cooler and 
I was able to sleep. 

I spent my second 
day at Vera Cruz as I 
had spent the first. 
But I watched for the 
(Cont. on page I00) 



HE years between seemed to fade away and 
Joan was carried back to a time when her 
sixteen and Paula’s eighteen had seemed 
very grown-up ages—to a boarding-school 

room wherein she had spent many happy hours, 
many industrious ones—back to a night when the 
hand of youth had painted with the glowing colors 
of ic-alism the blank white canvas of the future. 

It was spring— 
things were being 
born. Tiny buds 
were opening their 
tender leaves and petals 
to a strange world. 
Through the window the 
promise-laden night air 
drifted in to Paula and some- 
thing was set stirring within 
her. She threw back her golden 
head and the lamplight was made 
captive in her hair, struggling fan- 
tastically to escape its silken prison. 
Her eyes were dreaming, fastened 
upon some dim tomorrow, held there in 
wonderment. 

The spirit of a girl sat at her feet, lost 
in adoration, while the physical being that 
was Joan remained curled up in a chair, a 
forgotten lesson book open in her lap, her dark 
eyes inquiring into the secrets of Paula’s beloved 
blue ones. 

“T wonder what love really is like,” Paula’s gen- 
tle chimelike voice was saying. “I wonder if al! the 
stuff they write about it is anywhere near the truth.” | 

“Tt must be, or they couldn’t write it,” the wor- 
shiper at the shrine found courage to suggest. 

“But suppose they only write what they like to im- 
agine it is.” 

“Oh, Paula, I don’t believe anyone could possibly 
imagine anything so wonderful as love,”’ Joan breathed. 

“But you can never see it in the people around you,” 
Paula wernt on. “Take Mother and Dad for instance. I 
know they love each other, but it seems monotonously 
serene—not at all what I want. You can’t see the Icast evi- 
dence of any flame.” 

“Oh, but you wouldn’t. People can’t wear their feelings on 
the outside. I don’t believe anyone can see love except the 
person you give it to.”” Joan always believed things. She created 
ideals and they became realities to her. Nothing short of them 
could be true. 

“Do you suppose two people who really love each other could go on 
through years and years and always stay in love?” Paula asked. 

“Of course. It must be like that or it isn’t love.” Joan was thoroughly 
convinced of that, but Paula frowned. 

“T wonder!” she mused. “Well, maybe I’ll find out all about it some day.” 
“You will, Paula darling,” Joan promised. ‘You'll find the most beautiful love 

in the world, because you’re beautiful vourself.” 
Paula’s smile embraced her friend. Then ‘she swept to the window 

as if she would seek confirmation of the stars, but they only winked 
knowingly in the dark sky outside. Illustrations by 

Joan’s eves spanned the crowded room to rest upon a familiar golden W.E. Heitland 
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of Her Best Friend’s 

HALUSBAND 

head. The school-day picture tumbled from its place 
in her memory gallery as her mind turned quizzical 
about the present-day Paula. 

For the blue eyes of her goddess were still lost in 
wonderment, Joan noted, but it was a wonderment 
that lacked some of the old glow, that seemed a 
little weary, a little baffled. What could Paula be 
wondering about now? Surely not love, for that 

had been in her 
possession forseven 

years, bound in silk- 
en cords of her mar- 

riage to the rich Roy 
Wellington. Not mother- 

hood, for in that Paula 
was twice experienced. One 

had only to let one’s mind 
wander into the nursery and 

look down upon a wee golden 
head and a slightly larger dark 

one near by to know that Paula’s 
dreams of baby fingers had been 

beautifully and satisfactorily fulfilled. 
Why, then, did Paula seem peculiar- 

ly detached, why were her eyes still 
puzzled when the world had laid at her 

feet all of its gifts? 
Joan speculated as she tried to color the 

recent years that she had seen only in outline as 
they had been traced most sketchily by Paula in 
occasional and brief letters and less occasional and 
nearly as brief meetings. 

Paula’s life had been fruitful; Joan’s had brought 
only work with moderate success and comfort, the 
reinforcement of youthful ideals against the impact 
of humanity, and a certain loneliness which craved 

for companion only a perfection that it had not 
found. Love had many times been offered Joan, but 
never yet had it seemed to be the winged thing that 
she desired. 
The room was suddenly made barren of beauty as 

Paula left it; for beside her all beauty faded into medioc- 
rity. With the loss of their sun, Joan’s eyes wandered 
aimlessly through a doorway and came to a halt in a dimly 

lighted room where a man and a woman stood in eager com- 
munion. Paula’s husband raised his champagne-glass and 

looked steadily into the upturned face of the woman while his 
lips moved indistinctly as if uttering dusky secrets. Then he 

drank to the black alluring eyes before him. 
Joan was disturbed and embarrassed. She felt as if she were 

peeping through a keyhole. She tried to tear her attention away 
from them, but it was chained. She saw Roy’s hand touch the bare 

shoulder of the woman, then his arm slip around her yielding form and 
. draw her close as he bent over her. Joan forced her body from her chair and 
2 crossed the room, but her heart remained dark with anxiety. Was Roy the 

cause of the subtle change she had detected in her goddess? 
She tried to allay her fears with idle words as she chatted 

“W b here and there, and then she found herself in a secluded corner, 
«. pgs ust fet better —s\one for an instant. A man bent over her chair and she looked 

acquainted, Roy said. _p into the smiling face of Paula’s husband. 
Joan's eyes met Paula's, whose “Well, little stranger, it’s much too long since I’ve seen you. 

thought lay reflected in her face What do you mean by staying away from us all this time? 
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Joan resented the caressing note in his voice. ‘It’s not I who’ve 
stayed away,” she told him. “If you will insist upon making all 
the world but New York your playground, I surely can’t 
help that.” 

“T suppose you’re right.”” He drew a chair a little too close to 
her and dropped into it. “But we’ve been in New York several 
times during the year and you’ve always managed to be out of 
town.” 

“I’m a working girl, you know,” Joan reminded him. “TI have 
to go wherever the paper sends me.” 
“What sort of assignments are they giving you now?” 
“Oh, very much the same—special articles, interviews, im- 

portant trials and events—anything that needs writing up.” 
“Must be darned interesting,” he commented. “And you're a 

darned clever girl to be doing it as well as you do. I like women 
who can do things. Lord! most of the bunch I know just worry 
themselves sick trying to find entertainment.” 

Joan suddenly found herself caught in a flood of resentment 
toward this man whom she always had liked and whom she had 
thought well worthy of Paula in the happy beginning of their 
marriage. 

For Roy had great charm—he had fascination. Men liked him, 
but women threw themselves at his feet. There was something 
about his tall indolent strength, the prankish fun that lurked in 
his dark eyes, the intimate flattering quality of his voice, that 
captivated women. Joan always had known this, but she had 
thought him blinded to feminine wiles by his love for Paula. The 
incident of the black-haired woman had unmasked a new Roy to 
her and she found herself instantly antagonistic. 

Roy went on talking. ‘Paula wants to put the boy in school 
here, you know, so we’re settled for the winter. And the 
prospect doesn’t look uninteresting now that I’ve found 
you again.” He smiled as he leaned closer. ‘““We must 
get better acquainted.” 

Joan’s eyes felt a pull and rushed across the room 
to meet Paula’s. The bright head was still, the 
whole slender figure arrested in motion. But 
it was the strange affrighted thought that lay 
reflected in her face that caught Joan’s 
breath and held it suspended. She vis- 
ualized the picture as Paula must be 
seeing it—a husband bending ar- 
dently close to a best friend. 

Confusion flushed Joan’s 
mind. She searched the face 
of her adored one, but the 
expression that had been 
startled into existence 
had passed, leaving 
only a_ weariness 
that seemed al- 
most cynically 
resigned. Paula 
continued on her 
way. 

Roy, unconscious 
of the perturbation of 
his listener, or its cause, 
chattered on in Joan’s ear; 
but although she was thinking 
about him she did not hear what 
he was saying. Fear had forced 
itself upon her. Had Roy already 
shaken into unreality the love dream 
that Paula had peopled with herself and 
him those seven years ago? Or had it as 
yet only been jarred into restlessness? 

During the following two weeks she became 
even more greatly concerned. Paula was very 
busy settling her family into the winter routine of 
the town house that they occupied so seldom, but in 
Joan’s hurried meetings with her the blue eyes were 
probed and every word she uttered examined with urgent 
care in an effort to determine whether Paula was aware 
of the serious danger that was threatening her marriage. 

For the main part Joan found little difference in 
her friend. Paula was as brilliant as ever, in mind er: 
and physical being, but the searcher detected a : S. 
forced quality in that brilliancy. It was no longer ong wes 
spontaneous and under the surface of it, although 
bravely hidden, Joan thought she discerned a dull 
ache that sought to smother a whimpering misery 

A Girl Who Played Fair 

that lay in its heart. She was convinced. Paula was 
unhappy, and it was Roy who was making her so. 

It was at a second party at the Wellingtons’ that 
Joan’s indignation against Roy became 
thoroughly aroused. This time it was upon a 
little birdlike creature that he showered his 
favors. She accepted his kisses with the 
appetiteofa fledgling. Joan wasdisgusted. 

That evening it so chanced that it 
fell to Roy to take Joan home. He 
seized his good luck with eagerness. 
He saw her to her apartment 
door where she turned to bid 
him good night. 

“Let me come in for a 
little while,” he said 
softly. 

“Oh, no; it’s too 
late, Roy.” Joan 
resented his 
even asking. 

“Tt’snot 
late— 
only 

O- 

you, 
Joan,’’ Roy an- 
nounced,‘ and we're 
never coming back.” 
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Just a little while, Joan.” He moved closer and 
looked down at her. “I’ve been waiting two weeks 

to have an honest-to-goodness talk with you. 
This is the first real chance we’ve had to get 

reacquainted. You're not going to let it slip 
away from us, are you?” His hand was on 

her arm, grasping it with a gentle 
pressure. 

With the physical contact sudden 
anger flamed up within Joan. She 
wanted to slap his face; but she 

checked her instinct as she 
realized that such an act 

would avail her nothing. 
She quickly inserted her 
key in the lock. 
“Come in,”’ she said 

curtly. “I want 
to talk with you, 

too.” 
She en- 
tered the 

living- 
room 

G1 
you step 

on this train; 
U'll push you 

off,” Joan raged. 
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and switched on the lights. Roy followed her. “TI say, this is an 
attractive nest you have,” he commented. 

“Let me take your hat and coat,”’ was Joan’s only reply. She 
studied him in silence while he removed them. “Sit down,” she 
ordered, as she went to dispose of his things. 

Roy obeyed—sank into an easy chair and indulgently stretched 
himself into lazy comfort. Joan came back into the room to be 
freshly irritated by his nonchalant ease. She sat down facing him. 
me smiled across at her. “Well, isn’t this cozy—just you and 

me!’ 
In that moment Joan became convinced that Roy Wellington 

was a most dangerous adversary. With one smile he had reduced 
the white heat of her wrath to a harmless glow. Against all the 
will that she could muster, there pierced through to her con- 
sciousness the feeling that it was almost cozy there, alone with 
the enemy. She looked at him, dully hating him for his power— 
very dully hating him. 
Now that she had him before her she didn’t know quite how to 

begin on him. She had thought she did, but the friendliness of his 
smile had robbed her of her plan of campaign. 

“T’m a little disturbed at your being here,” she began hesi- 
tatingly. 

“No, really?” Roy’s smile deepened as he leaned forward. 
“Do I disturb you? That’s a very propitious beginning.” 

Joan flashed him a look of scorn. “Because of Paula,” she 
hastened to explain. “She might be wondering what’s keeping 
you.” 

“Oh! my mistake! Well, don’t worry about Paula,” he laughed. 
“She isn’t worrying about me.” 

“No?” 

“No. She was in the midst of a fervid discussion with 
that young professor of psychology when we left, and 

she’ll probably be at it for hours. So don’t let Paula 
bother you.” 

“You don’t, do you?” The mention of Paula 
sent her abruptly into action. 

He glanced up, a cigaret hanging limply be- 
tween his lips. Then he calmly struck a 

match. “What do you mean by that?” 
His composure, his indifference fanned 
her anger into a threatening heat 

again. She looked at him steadily 
through narrowed eyes. “I think 
I despise you more than any 

person I’ve ever known,” she 
said slowly. 

He took her shot with- 
out flinching, smoked 

in silence for a mo- 
ment, and _ then 
chuckled. “You 
think you do. 
Well, as long as 

you’re not certain 
the sting is lessened 

a bit. However, you 
interest me. Go on; tell 

me more about it.” 
Joan was halted by sur- 

prise. Was he brazenly callous 
—or was he a fine sportsman? 

The latter thought clung and left 
her somewhat confused. 
“T’m sorry. I didn’t mean to be too 

brutal.” She was amazed to find herself 
apologizing for the truth. Then she was 

brought up shortly. Good gracious! She need 
not apologize for anything when he had asked 

for it—his plea to come in at that hour—his in- 
timate manner and his touch! Oh, no! 
“That’s all right.”” He grinned engagingly. “I got 

a shock, I’ll admit, but—it’s all right. You’re privileged 
to despise me if you want to, but I’d like to hear your 

reasons.” Roy was truly interested. This was the first time 
in his life that he had heard such a statement directed at himself, 

and by a woman, at that. It was indeed a novel ex- 
perience, and all innovations appealed to him. 

Joan’s moment of weakness had passed. She was 
ready for battle again. “Do you think you’re playing fair 
with Paula?” she began. 

“You talk in riddles. Please be more explicit.” 
“T mean your flirtations. At (Continued on page 136) 



5 46 SAFE 

for YOU 

OF ly? 

S A potential air passenger or flier your natural 
concern is in what is being done to make flying 
safe for you. 
You wish to know before you leave the 

ground how safe flying is. You are concerned with what 
has been done to safeguard your flight, both in the con- 
struction of the plane and the qualifications of your pilot. 
Recently I went through a series of tests myself at Crissy 
Field, San Francisco, typical of the methods employed 
in determining some of the physical characteristics and 
human reactions of fliers. 

The tests were made under the guidance of Captain 
David A. Myers and Captain William Ocker to demon- 
strate the faultiness of the human sense of direction under 
certain conditions. 

First, I was blindfolded and told to walk in a straight 
line. I did as I was told, as I thought successfully; then I 
heard laughter from the gallery, which included the com- 
manding officer, Major Brant, Captain Palmer and Jack 
Harding, one of the round-the-world fliers. 

I learned, much to my surprise, that I had not been 
walking in a straight line, as I had so confidently be- 
lieved. Instead, I had been winding myself up in circles 
which grew tighter and tighter with each revolution. 

This is exactly what the normal person will do, as I 
realized later, when I saw Jack Harding make a deter- 
mined effort to walk in a straight line without his vision 
to guide him. His corkscrew gyrations were identical with mine. 
We both did what you and everyone else will do under the same 
circumstances. 

Next, I was told to sit in a chair and to place my head in a box 
resting on my knees. The chair was then spun slowly around. 

“Which way are you turning?” I was asked. 
“To the right,” I replied. 
The chair was spun around several more times. 
“Which way now?” 
“Left,” I answered without hesitation. 
I was told to look up. I did so and I found I was as stationary 

as a traffic signal-tower. I wasn’t being turned at all. Instead, 
after a few turns to the right at a certain speed, the chair had been 
stopped and at once I had the sensation of turning to the left 
although actually at a standstill. 

Repeated tests brought identical results. Even when the speed 
of turning to the right was merely slackened, the result was that 
I again thought the movement was to the left. 

All this applies to what is called “blind flying.” In fog and in 
cloud, it is as if the flier is blindfolded. He simply cannot depend 
upon his senses. He cannot know accurately when thus sur- 
rounded, just what he is doing in space. The plane may be 
turning left or right, or be at an angle entirely unknown to him. 

Thus Captain Myers solves the question of what probably befell 
seme of the fliers lost on ocean flights somewhere between the 
home hangar and the far-distant destination. 

Perhaps some of the fliers lost in fog got into, say, a right spin, 
corrected it and had a false sensation of turning to the left. To 
correct that, again they, of course, turned to the right, and going 
into another spin, ended tragically in the water or on land, as the 
case may be. 

Captain Myers and Captain Ocker have done much to 

establish the fallibility of our senses under certain conditions. The 
results of their investigations are inspiring the creation of me- 
chanical devices, which go far toward compensating for human — 
frailties. 

Instruments which shew changes in direction, whether the 
plane is tipping laterally (that is, bank and turn indicators), the 
rate of climb per minute, and several others are in use and are 
constantly being improved. 
On the Friendship flight across the Atlantic we were in fog 

for eighteen hours. “Bill” Stultz had little of the sun or the 
sea, or the horizon, or the moon, or the stars to guide him. Liter 
ally he was as blindfolded as I had been in the California tests. 
Had he not been able to fly by instrument alone we never would 
have reached England. 

Airmail pilots must have the ability to fly by instrument alone 
on their day and night flights. I look for the time when it will 
be one of the qualifications needed to secure a transport pilot’s 
license. 

Nothing man-made is infallible. Even the magnetic compass 
goes wrong occasionally. 

One mail pilot started out for Cleveland from New York in @ 
dense fog. He was flying by instrument. After the regulation 
number of hours required for the journey, he felt certain he was 
in the vicinity of Cleveland. 

He came down searching for the landing-field. He did not find 
it. Instead, his final landing was made in a Connecticut farm- 
yard. 

“‘Where’s Cleveland?” the pilot asked. 
“‘He’s dead,” replied the farmer. 
Later it was discovered that among the cargo were metal 

motion-picture boxes, which deflected the compass needles. | 
His experience, as it happened, resulted in nothing more serious 
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than loss of time and upset equanimity. As a matter of fact, in 
commercial and exploratory flying two or even three compasses 
are often used to check each other. On the Friendship, for in- 
stance, there were two magnetic compasses and one of the earth- 
inductor type. 
Thus is one of aviation’s hazards countered. 

ae on wings may have contributed to the loss of ocean 
fliers. It not only overweights the plane but it may change 

the shape of the wings so they do not have their true lifting 
power. 

Research is being made upon this particular menace as with 
the stresses and strains imposed on different parts in flying or 
landing. Fuels, lubricants and motors are being constantly 
studied and perfected. 
Mechanical defects and structural failures in airplanes are 

being eliminated. The Department of Commerce has rigid re- 
quirements to which manufacturers must conform. Experiments 
are constantly being made to determine strengths and weaknesses 
of material, and for improvements in design. 
_Perhaps you are thinking of taking up flying. If you intend to 

pilot a plane the first step is to apply for a student’s license. 
If you are a civilian, to whom the army and navy instruction is 
hot available, you put in your application presumably at the 
school nearest to you, of which many may be found throughout 
the country in connection with flying fields. 
You may get a student’s license and you may not. There are 

certain tests you must pass to determine your fitness. 
Suppose you pass these tests. You receive a license, which per- 

mits you to enter only licensed planes flown by licensed pilots. 
You may, of course, hire an instructor who gives lessons in the air 
Without a license, but you do so at your own risk. 

By 

Amelia 

Earhart 

You complete your instruc- 
tions. You make your first 
solo flight. You have fifty 
hours alone in the air. Again 
you apply for a license. Again 
the application is to the De- 
partment of Commerce. Be- 
sides the written examination 
and flying tests there must be 
a physical examination by one 
of its physicians. 

There is no whirling chair 
such as was used in the war. 
Your balance is tested, your 
muscular reactior, your heart 
—to be sure it is normal—and 
the very important eyes. Are 
you color-blind? Are you 
near-sighted or far-sighted? 
How is your depth of per- 
ception? 

You’ll find the depth-of- 
perception test interesting. 
You are seated twenty feet 
away from a box with an open 
front. In the box are two up- 
right posts about the size of a 
finger. Their bases and tops 
are hidden. They slide back- 
ward and forward on a groove 
away from and toward you. 
Two strings are attached to 
the posts, which are separated 
for the tests. 

You are told to pull them 
until you think them parallel. 
If you cannot do so within a 
few millimeters in six trials you 
are considered incapable of 

judging distance, and you fail to receive a license. 
You will find weather-reports available along the airways, 

where each morning miniature balloons are sent out with record- 
ing instruments that collect the story of what goes on at various 
altitudes. On long air journeys you will forearm yourself through 
the reports of wind velocity and direction at different altitudes 
of temperature and visibility. 

You will find seven thousand miles of airway that have been 
lighted by the Department of Commerce under Assistant Secre- 
tary MacCracken. 

You will find that wherever you fly you do not escape the 
watchful eye of the Department of Commerce. Planes are 
licensed or registered as are automobiles. The license numbers 
are painted in white on rudder and wings.. Should a plane be 
involved in an accident the Department requires an explanation 
and must o. k. the repairs. 

As you travel about the country you will find air-ports and 
landing-fields. There may be secured mechanical services, maps 
to guide you in cross-country flying, and the all-important 
weather reports. And you will find traffic laws of the air as 
rigid as those on the road. And likewise rigidly enforced. 

You may not fly too low. You are obliged to keep your dis- 
tance from other planes. A plane landing has the right of way, 
and if you are about to take off you must govern yourself accord- 
ingly. You must have good manners, too. Air etiquette is as 
definite as the social variety. 

You will find that these provisions for your safety come first 
in the air even more vitally than on land or water. Should you 
break the least of them, you will be disciplined. 

As a warning against infringement, I will recall the incident of 
the woman pilot who, for a lark, flew under bridges around New 
York City. It was beautiful flying but (Continued or page < 
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Illustration by 

Henry Raleigh 

RESHOLM §$stood 
upon the topmost 
step of the Hétel de 
Paris at Monte Carlo, 
doubtfully out at a looking 

not very exhilarating prospect. 
A low-lying bank of clouds 
obscured the panoramic hills, 
the pavements were rain- 
splashed, there were little 
puddles in the road. 

The chairs and tables at the 
Café de Paris opposite were 
pileduptogether. Thecommis- : 
sionnaire outside the Casino awaited arrivals with a huge 
umbrella already unfurled. The Senegalese head porter, 
standing by Tresholm’s side, showed all his white teeth in 
a smile of expectancy. 

“A day for the Casino, Monsieur,” he hazarded. 
Tresholm gazed meditatively across the Place at the 

great stucco-fronted building, and the very fact of his 
hesitation seemed to create a little wave of excitement in 
his immediate neighborhood. The man who worked the 
lift to the underground passage held open the gates hope- 
fully. A boy in buttons prepared for a dash across the 
Place to announce the coming event. 

By intuition, or some invisible means, the rumor of this 
long-expected descent upon the stronghold of gambling began to 
spread. The chief maitre d’hétel of the restaurant, followed by 
two of his subordinates, strolled up as though casually to pay 
respects to an excellent client. 

“A day to remain indoors, I fear, Monsieur,’ he ventured. 
“One might amuse oneself at the tables for a time.” 

Tresholm nodded absently. As yet he made no move. Several 
people in the lounge prepared to follow him if he should cross the 
square. 

A self-declared professional gambler who had been in Monte 
Carlo for at least a week, and had not once entered the gambling- 
rooms! The thing was amazing. 

This morning, however, what else could happen? There was 
~ Casino, with its doors hospitably open, through which was 
4 

a 

a Siting 

G,' ‘Prosperity bas 
come to the house,” 
the girl mocked. “I 
see you already owt 
nineteen milles.” 
"IT am outclassed,” 
Tresholm said. 

passing all the time a little stream of the world in mackintoshes. 
The thing seemed predestined. 

And then there happened what can happen only upon the 
Riviera, and most often in Monte Carlo. A thin shaft of silver” 
appeared from some partially hidden place and crept down from 
skywards. The gray puddles flashed like molten silver. A few 
loiterers glanced upwards and furled their umbrellas. The wait- 
ers from the Café de Paris came tentatively out and, after a look 
around, began to rearrange the chairs and tables a 

The shaft of sunlight grew broader with the moments. Up @~ 
the sky a patch of deep, distinct blue was unexpectedly visible, 
The slanting drops of rain for one moment became diamonds, ane _ 
then ceased. The dull, metallic sea sparkled once more. Over 
head, the clouds were parting like the drawing of a curtain n 4” 



theater, and were disclosing more blue sky at every moment. 
And then, unmistakably, sunshine—sunshine smiling down 

upon the Place as though to explain that those leaden hours 
had been just a joke, a little effort of contrast, now exhausted. 
The sun shone clearly, its tender warmth chasing all the damp 

has out of the moist atmosphere. Monte Carlo was itself again. 
se, Tresholm threw away the end of his cigaret and lighted an- 
‘@ other one. 
ow “Good!” he exclaimed to his Senegalese friend in the 
i blue uniform. “I shall go out to Cagnes and play go.f.” 
Ae The man tried to conceal his disappointment as he summoned 
+) ~§ thecar. The lift attendant turned away in disgust. The mattre 

144- ~~ & Chitel followed his example. The expectant little crowd in the 
lounge resumed their places, and Tresholm stepped into his coupé 
and disappeared. Later in the day, it was to mean something to 
him that the sunshine should have appeared at that particular 
Moment. 

peter put on his brakes, stopping the car at once, while his 
i headlights disclosed more clearly the man standing in the 

vehi middle of the road with uplifted and supplicating arms. After a 
found of golf, he was in an excellent humor and prepared to play 

, oe good Samaritan to anyone. A broken-down car, perhaps? 
silva ne desiring alift? He leaned forward to scrutinize the man 
from oa had hailed him, and a very unpleasant and disturbing sight 

‘= “Monsieur will descend,” a hoarse voice insisted. 
lok Tresholm, for once in his life, was utterly taken by surprise and 

~ § Weertain for the moment how to act. With his hand upon the 
Up in 4 door of the car stood a person of most ruffianly appearance, wear- 
sible a narrow black mask and holding with very firm fingers an 
: ane ‘looking automatic. Not only that, but a second man had 

= out of the shadows and was hanging on the other door. 
at is probable that if Tresholm had not been dreaming and re- 

@uired several seconds to realize the position, his impulse to make 

one arlo 
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a dash for it would have been successtui. As it was, hewe ver, the 
opportunity had passed. His first assailant had him absolutely 
at his mercy, and the man who had clambered up behind was in a 
position to deal him a very nasty blow on the top of his head. 

Tresholm reflected quickly. He had only a few mille with him, 
and he was unarmed. Discretion was certainly indicated. He 
held up his hands. 

“T will descend,” he agreed, “‘if you will wait while I draw to 
the side of the road.” 

“Vitel” was the harsh command. 
Tresholm had every intention of keeping his word, but there 

was a sudden and most unexpected change in the situation. A 
flashlight illuminated the whole road. There was the sharp re- 
port of a gun from behind, followed by another. The man who 
had accosted him, without a second’s hesitation, dashed for the 
wood from which he had issued, followed by his companion, and 
the third, who had clambered into the coupé, leaped out and 
went down the ravine on the other side like a scared rabbit. 

Tresholm descended to find them all disappeared, and the deus 
ex machina a small two-seated car with dazzling headlights, which 
had evidently just turned the corner. In the middle of the road 
— the slim figure of a woman, with a smoking pistol still in her 

nd. 
She remained steadily on guard and beckoned him to her. He 

obeyed the summons, hat in hand. The twilight was merging 
into night, but the moon had scarcely yet risen. He saw her er 
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indistinctly, but he gathered she was young, and to all appearance 
French. 

“Mademoiselle,” he said, “I am infinitely grateful for your 
opportune arrival.” 

She inclined her head very slightly. ‘One is foolish to travel 
along this road at night without being prepared for trouble,’’ she 
remarked. ‘Monsieur is probably a tourist, or he would have 
known that.” 

“Tt is unfortunately true,” he admitted. 
“You are hurt?” 
“Not a scratch.” 
“Or robbed?” 
“Neither, thanks to you, Mademoiselle.” 
She glanced at him for a moment intently, almost, he thought, 

inquisitively. He saw now that her eyes were dark and her fea- 
tures regular. She was sufficiently good-looking, but her appear- 
ance was spoiled by a lowering, almost sulky expression. She 
seemed to resent his presence, to resent having been under the 
necessity of offering aid. Her voice only was pleasant. 

“Monsieur speaks French so well,” she said coldly, “that I am 
in doubt as to his nationality.” 

“T am English. My name is Tresholm, and I am staying at the 
Hétel de Paris.” 

For the first time, she showed signs of definite interest. She 
studied him earnestly, and there was curiosity in her eyes which 
for a moment he failed to understand. 

“You are the eccentric,” she asked, “who registered here as a 
professional gambler?” 
“My little joke,” he apologized. 
“Nevertheless,” she went on, “you must have had some reason 

for what you did. You play cards? You gamble at timés, yes?”’ 
“Now and then,” he admitted. : 
“Piquet, perhaps?” 
For a moment, Tresholm was oppressed with a sense of un- 

reality. The situation seemed to him too absurdly fantastic. 
An attack by footpads in the center of civilization, a deliverer so 
unexpected and apparently so unwilling, a question so apparently 
pointless! 
What on earth could it matter to her or to anyone else in the 

world whether or not he played a somewhat neglected game? His 
companion appeared to realize his bewilderment, she stamped 
her foot gently in the dust and frowned at him impatiently. 

“Please do not think that I am a crazy woman,” she begged. 
“T have a reason for asking you such a-question. Now will you 
please listen to me. You are Mr. Tresholm. Very well. You 
will admit that I have been of some service to you.” 

“A service for which I am greatly obligcd,’’ he assured her. “I 
should certainly have lost my temper and my money if nothing 
else, but for your opportune arrival.” 

“Well, you shall do something for me in return,’’ she said, still 
without the vestige of a smile, or any note of graciousness in her 
tone. ‘You will do me the favor of accompanying me to the villa. 
where I live, which is near here, and taking either a whisky and 
soda or a cocktail before you proceed.” 

“T shall be delighted,”’ he acquiesced. 

SE stepped back into her car and took her place at the wheel. 
“Will you follow me, please?” she asked. “I would ask you 

to drive with me, but I see that you have no chauffcur. Your 
car is not damaged?” 

“Not in the least. The engine is still running.” 
The two-seated car moved slowly on, with Tresholm behind. 

Just before reaching the outskirts of Monaco, the girl extended 
her hand, and they turned down one of the narrow roads which 
connect the Lower and Upper Corniche After a few hundred 
yards’ descent her hand went out again, and she turned between 
two broken-down gates, along an ill-kempt, cypress-bordered 
drive, until they reached the front of a very sad and deserted- 
looking villa. 

The facade, which had once been a Provencal brown, was 
weather-stained and shabby. Its rows of windows were like great 
staring eyes, uncurtained; the gardens were desolate; the whole 
place had an unkempt and forsaken appearance. 

The girl descended from her car, turned the handle of the door, 
and, in obedience to her gesture, Tresholm followed her into an 
ill-furnished room upon the ground floor. Her first action was to 
throw her hat upon the table. Then she looked at the clock. 

“A quarter to seven,” she murmured, as though to herself. 
“Monsieur Tresholm, it is very kind of you to pay me this little 
visit. 

“Tf I can be of any service,’ he ventured, more than ever 
puzzled. 

“You may be,” she answered. “I cannot tell. It depends upon 
what manner of man you are. You seem to have courage, al- 
though you let yourself be rescued from footpads by a girl.” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “‘I submitted to the inevitable, 
Mademoiselle,” he replied. 

She opened a deal cupboard and placed a bottle of whisky, a 
siphon and a glass upon the table. There were other bottles, 
at which she looked meditatively. 

“Perhaps,” she said, “you will consider that I have brought 
you here under false pretenses. A cocktail, I warn you, would be 
difficult. I do not suppose we have any ice in the house.” 

“T prefer a whisky and soda,”’ he assured her hastily. 
“Then will you help yourself,’’ she invited. “Have you ever 
— of this villa before, Mr. Tresholm? .Do you know who] 
am?’ 

He shook«his head. “I must confess my ignorance.” 
“Well, they talk about us sometimes,”’: she remarked—“not 

very favorably. ‘This is supposed to be a place to avoid. I live 
here with my father. He is supposed to be a man with whom you 
should have nothing todo. You are sure that you have not heard 
of us?”’ ‘ 

“Quite sure, Mademo’selle.” 
“My name is Brignolles—Lucie Brignolles.” 

HE SHOOK his head in response tothe question in her eyes. “T 
am sorry,” he confessed, “but the name is unfamiliar to me,” 

“You never heard of either of us?” 
“The other one being——” 
“My father—Monsieur Brignolles.”’ 
“Unfortunately, no. You must remember that you yourself 

correctly described me as a tourist.’ 
“So much the better,” she declared. “TI will tell you about my 

father before we begin. You call yourself a professional gambler, 
An effort at humor, I should imagine,” she sneered, “for you 
seem prosperous. My father is also a professional gambler. Un- 
fortunate’y, the occasion is rare nowadays when he can find any- 
one to play with him. His reputation is none too good. Heis 
barred from the Casino. We have no friends. Are you listening?” 

“T have heard every word,” he assured her 
She looked across at him gloomily. He thought that he never 

had seen a more sullen expression in his life. Even the beauty of 
her eyes was marred. 
“My fa’ her has ill health,”’ she went on. “He cannot live very 

long He has on’y one passion, and that is to play cards and to 
rob anyone who plays with him. I have to tell you this, but Iam 
his daughter, and my sympathies are entirely with him as against 
any fool whose money he can take. I have been to Nice to try to 
find someone to come and play piquet. He is quite invincible at 
piquet. He can win just as much money as his opponent chooses 
to play for. Will you play with him?” 

“Certa‘nly I will,’’ Tresholm accepted, with a queer little smile 
at the corners of his lips. “I must warn you that I am rather 
good at the game myself.” 

“You could not succeed against my father, because he cheats,” 
she rejoined curtly. ‘Nevertheless, it will probably make his last 
few days happier if he can win some money from you. Can you 
afford to lose?” 

“T certainly can,” Tresholm assured her. 
“You are wealthy?” she insisted. 
“Sufficiently.” 
“Remember,” she told him, ‘you are fully warned. You will 

not complain afterwards?” : : 
“T give you my promise,” he replied, “that I will submit to 

whatever may happen to me.” 
She produced another siphon of soda-water and set out a card- 

table. “You need not be afraid of the whisky and soda,” she said 
dryly. “This is a gambler’s den, but that is the end of it. You 
are here to be cheated, and I am the vamp, but the drinks are all 
tight. How do you think I play the part?” : 

“Tn an entirely original manner, if you will allow me to say s0- 
Her eyes flashed. For a moment he thought that she was 

going to strike him. She restrained herself, however. 
“You are quite right,” she said. “I do not suppose I should 

be much of a success in the places you are used to. Sit there, 
please, and wait while I fetch my father. Your solitude will give 
you an excuse to escape if you are afraid.” 

He mixed himself a drink and opened the door for her. She 
passed him as though utterly unconscious of his presence. 

Tresholm resumed his seat with a little grin. He p 
adventure. Although he had a sort of instinctive confidence # 
the ungracious young woman who had just left him, he! 
realized that he might very well find himself involved in @ 
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singularly unpleasant adventure. He waited 
for her return, however, without any feeling 
of apprehension. Very soon, he heard foot- 
steps. She opened the door and entered. 

Leaning upon her arm was a tall, emaciated- 
looking man whose suit of ancient gray tweeds 
hung loosely upon his shrunken figure. It 
on only a glance into his face to convince 
Tresholm that the girl had been right about his 
health. 

“This is my father,” the girl announced 
shortly. “Mr. Tresholm. A gentleman stay- 
ing down at Monte Carlo. He will play piquet 
with you for an hour.” 
“Very good of him, I am sure—very good,” 

the old man declared, as he extended a skinny 
hand. “Pleased to welcome you, Mr.—what 
did you say his name was, girl?” he asked 
hars hly. 

She spelled it out with care. 
“Tresholm,” he muttered. “Quite a good 

name. Very kind of you to give me a game, 
sir. Will you sit there? You see, I have brought 
the cards.” 

E LAW two packs of cards and some 
markers upon the table, and lowered him- 

self, assisted by his daughter, into the chair. 
He commenced shuffling, and Tresholm watched 
his long fingers, fascinated. One part of the 
man, at least, retained its old nimbleness. 
“What points do you care to play, sir?’”’ the 

old man asked. 
“IT am in your hands,” Tresholm replied. 
“Would twenty-franc points seem too much?” 
“T think I could manage that,’ Tresholm 

agreed. “I should warn you, sir, that, al- 
though I have not played lately, I am sup- 
posed to be rather good.” 
The old man looked across at him without 

expression in hisface. It was as though he wore 
a mask. - 

“There is no one in the world,” he said, “who 
can beat me at piquet. Many have tried. 
They lose their money. You will lose yours. 
You can afford it, I hope?” 

“I can very well afford it,” his adversary 
assured him. 
They cut for deal. Monsieur Brignolles won. 
“Tt is permitted to smoke?” Tresholm asked, 

as he laid his cigaret-case upon the table. 
“By all means,” the girl acquiesced, “so long 

as you have your own cigarets. We have 
nothing. We have just that bottle of whisky 
and some soda-water in case we can find any- 
one foolish enough to come and play.” 
“And your father?” 
She shook her head. 

smokes,”’ she confided. 
does not permit it.” 
Whatever Monsieur Brignolles’ state of 

health may have been, his mentality, Tresholm 
decided, after the first few games, remained 
unimpaired. He discarded with brilliant 
intuition, and he played his cards unerringly. 
Tresholm for the first time found himself out- 

He lost with better hands; he lost 
heavily with hands of equal value. Each time 
his opponent drew as though inspired. 
The last card was scarcely played before he 

was preparing for the next hand. It was as 
though he played for a great stake, and against 
the clock. The girl did the scoring, and every 
time she passed the sheet to Tresholm for his 
Inspection, she did so with. a half-malicious, 

-triumphant smile. 
“You must say when you would like to leave 

off, Mr. Tresholm,” she remarked once. 
“Mr. Tresholm must have his revenge,” her 

father squeaked hastily. “It is not for you to 
interfere.” 
“I can tell you one thing, Mademoiselle 

Brignolles,” Tresholm confided. “Your father 
Is not only the finest piquet player whom I have 
€ver encountered, but I can assure you that he 
is also the finest player in the world. I have 
never seen such intuition. One could imagine 

t he might be one of those rare people in 
the world who can see through the back of the 

. The girl shot one malign glance at him and 
did not speak again until the next game was 

“He neither drinks nor 
“His state of health 

finished. Tresholm glanced at his watch. 
“You are afraid of being late for your din- 

ner?” she asked, with a note of sarcasm. 
“Not in the least,” he assured her. “I only 

looked at my watch to be certain that I should 
not be. If I leave here in another half-hour, 
that will suit me admirably.” 

“Tf you are sure you can afford it,” she 
mocked. “Prosperity has come to the house. I 
see that you already owe nineteen milles.” 

“IT must economize in other directions,” 
Tresholm replied. ‘At any rate, I am having a 
wonderful lesson at the game.” 

They played on in silence. The old man 
shivered every now and then as though affected 
by an ague, but the cards left his fingers with 
uncanny precision. They played by the illu- 
mination of half a dozen candles in ordinary 
bedroom candlesticks. 

In the intervals between the deals, Tresholm 
ventured to glance around, and it seemed to 
him that he never before had sat in such a 
terrible room. The color wash was peeling off 
the walls. There was dust upon the frames of 
the few hideous pictures. There was not a 
whole article of furniture in the room. 

To make matters more uncomfortable, there 
was a fire of huge logs burning upon the hearth, 
and not a single window open, but, although 
Tresholm felt his cheeks burn and his forehead 
become damp, his host’s face never changed in 
its waxen pallor. 
A sudden vigorous distaste for his surround- 

ings, the ugliness of it all, the terrible old man, 
the sullen girl, got on Tresholm’s nerves. He 
mixed himself a second whisky and soda, and, 
potent though he knew it to be, it tasted like 
water to him. He began to make mistakes in 
playing his cards and suffered for them severely. 

- The girl smiled maliciously. 
“Only ten minutes longer,” she consoled him. 

“How glad you will be to go. Never mind, 
worse might have happened if I had left you 
to the robbers on the hill.” 

“The game is very interesting,’ Tresholm 
assured her, speaking with an attempt at light- 
ness. “I am outclassed, but so would anyone 
else be.” 

She shivered palpably. Her father’s long, 
nervous fingers were toying with the cards 
which remained in the little pack. He drew 
them out, one by one, glanced back at his own 
hand and hesitated. Finally he discarded, 
throwing three cards only, instead of five, to 
which he was entitled. Tresholm was rubi- 
coned, and when the last card fell upon the 
table he had lost more than in any previous 
game. 

The girl began to add up the scores. Her 
father looked over her shoulder, checking the 
totals. When she had finished, she looked at 
them in dismay. 
“Do you know how much you have lost, Mr. 

Tresholm?” she asked. 
“Quite a good deal, I am afraid,” he replied. 

“Your father is a very experienced player.” 
“You have lost thirty-one thousand francs,” 

she announced. 
“As much as that?” he rejoined coolly. 
‘Have you got the money in your pocket?” 

the old man asked, with a note of nervous 
harshness quavering in his voice. “If not, my 

- daughter had better return to the hotel with 
you.” 

“T never carry more than a few milles,” 
Tresholm replied. ‘I have my check-book.” 

“Where do you bank?” Brignolles asked. 
“Here in Monte Carlo.” 
The old man’s face cleared. “If you have 

not the money, I must take a check then,” he 
grumbled. “Lucie, fetch pen and ink.” 

She placed writing materials upon the table 
—a cheap bottle of ink, and a stubby wooden 
penholder with a scratchy nib. Tresholm pro- 
duced his check-book, and with some difficulty 
wrote out a check. While he was filling in the 
counterfoil, he was conscious of someone look- 
ing over his shoulder. He turned round and 
met the old man’s greedy eyes. 

“But what a balance!’ the latter declared 
breathlessly. ‘You are a rich man, Mr. Tres- 
holm?” 
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“T have enough for my needs,” was the quiet 
reply. 

The girl rose to her feet once more and threw 
open the door. ‘What does it matter to us 
whether Mr. Tresholm is rich or not?” she de- 
manded. “He has enough to pay his debt.” 

“His debt?” Tresholm murmured. 
She looked at him with challenge in her eyes. 

The old man shuffled across to the cupboard 
and took out a glass and a bottle. The girl 
swung round. 

“Come this way,” she enjoined. “TI will see 
you out.” 

They passed down the wretched little hall, 
and she opened the front door. 

“Well,” Tresholm said, “many thanks for 
saving me from the bandits.” 

“Nothing to thank me for,’ she rejoined 
curtly. ‘You paid, all right.” 

She closed the door, and Tresholm drove 
away from the place with an infinite sense of 
relief. The girl returned wearily to the shabby 
little room. Before she reached the door, she 
heard her father calling her. He was standing 
at the table with a pack of cards in his hand. 

“Lucie,” he cried, “where is the other pack?” 
She shrugged her shoulders. “I do not 

know,” she answered. 
“Tt is gone!” the old man shrieked. “Do you 

suppose——?” 
She searched the table, turned the box up- 

side down, looked everywhere feverishly. 
Then they faced one another—father and 
daughter. 

“He has taken it away!” the former groaned. 
“Stop him, Lucie!” 

She listened to the sound of Tresholm’s horn 
as he turned from the avenue into the road. 

“Too late!” she muttered. “You may as 
well tear up the check, Father.” 

T ELEVEN o’clock on the following morning, 
the girl stood in the road below the bank 

and watched the great doors roll slowly back. 
She looked in her bag. The check was 

safely there. She closed it, turned her back 
upon the Boulevard des Moulins and slowly 
entered the gardens. She chose a secluded seat 
and sat there in what seemed to be a sort of 
apathetic stupor. After some time she rose, 
left the gardens by the lower exit and looked up 
at the Casino clock. It was exactly eleven. 

She crossed the road, sat down at one of the 
tables outside the Café de Paris and ordered a 
cup of coffee. 

At half past eleven she paid for her coffee, 
adding a modest pourboire, and mounted the 
hill. At five-and-twenty minutes to twelve she 
crossed the portals of the bank. She made her 
way to the nearest cashier’s window, unfastened 
her bag and produced the check. 

As she handed it across, she felt her heart 
give a great throb. For a single moment the 
man’s face before her was blurred; everything 
in the bank was hazy. Then she came to. She 
was herself again. Even the sullen expression 
had returned. She was like any ordinary cus- 
tomer waiting for her money. 
“Would you like any small change, Madame?” 

the cashier asked. 
“A little, please,” she answered, not too 

steadily. 
He glanced at the check once more. Then he 

counted rapidly through three packets of ten- 
mille notes pinned together, pushed them 
across the counter and added a mille in hun- 
dreds and fifties. The girl stuffed them into 
her bag. 

She walked a little uncertainly towards the 
door. Then she came face to face with Tres- 
holm, who was talking to the bank manager. 
She gave one little gasp, but recovered swiftly. 
She was passing on when he stopped her. 
“How do you do, Mademoiselle,” he said. 

“T hope you found that I had enough money to 
meet your father’s check.” 

The bank manager laughed. An excellent 
joke! The girl looked up at Tresholm, and for 
a moment he was startled. There was a curi- 
ous new quality in her eyes. 

“Could I speak to you for a moment?” she 
asked. 
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“Certainly,” he acquiesced. 
leaving, and so, I see, are you.” 

He opened the door for her and nodded his 
farewell to the bank manager. She led the way 
across the road to the gardens. 
“How is your father this morning?” Tres- 

holm asked politely. 
“He is as well as he is likely to be,” was the 

toneless answer. “Do you mind sitting down 
here? I wish to ask you a question.” 

He seated himself by her side, immaculate in 
his white flannels, his pongee coat and the 
carnation in his buttonhole. In the rather piti- 
less sunlight, the shabbiness of her own clothes, 
well-cut though they were, was a little pathetic. 

“T want to know why you did not stop pay- 
ment of that check,’”’ she demanded. 

“Stop payment of the check?” he repeated. 
“But why should I? I lost the money.” 

“Yes, you lost the money,” she agreed, 
“but ” She paused significantly. 

“If you thought I was going to stop pay- 
ment of it,”’ he asked, ‘why weren’t you here 
on the steps at ten o’clock this morning?” 

“T was,” she confessed. ‘That was what I 
was supposed to do—to cash it as soon as the 
doors were opened. I thought I would give 
you achance though. I went away and waited.” 

“Very sporting of you!” he murmured. 
‘“‘Anyhow, I never meant to stop it.” 
“Why not?” she persisted. ‘You know that 

you were cheated; you know that my father 
was playing with marked cards. You even 
brought them away with you—as evidence!” 

He turned around, so that he faced her upon 
the seat. There was a good-humored twinkle 
in his eyes. 
“My dear young lady!’ he expostulated. 

“You haven’t your facts correctly, and you 
seem to have an entirely wrong view of the 
situation. It is true that I brought away a 
pack of your father’s cards last night, but that 
was simply because I thought he was better 
without them. Besides, didn’t I own up to be- 
ing a professional gambler? I am always in- 
terested in the appurtenances of my profession.” 

“J do not believe that you are a professional 
gambler at all,” she declared, with a sudden 
flame of anger in her face and tone. 

“But I can assure you that I am,” he plead- 
ed earnestly. “Everyone who comes to Monte 
Carlo and signs his papers at a hotel has to 

A Derelict by 
coming of the red-haired beggar and as 
he stood at the tables near mine I examined 
him with attention. I felt certain now that I 
had seen him somewhere, I even felt certain 
that I had known him and talked to him, but 
I still could recall none of the circumstances. 

Once more he passed my table without stop- 
ping and when his eyes met mine I looked in 
them for some gleam of recollection. Nothing. 

I went over in my mind the possible occa- 
sions on which I might have met him. Not to 
be able to place him exasperated me. 

Another day came, another morning, an- 
other evening. It was Sunday and the plaza 
was more crowded than ever. The tables under 
the arcades were packed. As usual the red- 
haired beggar came along, a terrifying figure 
in his silence, his threadbare rags and his pitiful 
distress. He was standing in front of a table 
only two from mine, mutely beseeching. 

Then I saw the policeman who at intervals 
tried to protect the public from the importuni- 
ties of all these beggars sneak round a column 
and give him a resounding whack with his 
thong. His thin body winced, but he made no 
protest and showed no resentment, and with 
his slow movements slunk away into the gather- 
ing night of the plaza. 

But the cruel stripe had whipped my memory 
and suddenly I remembered. Not his name, 
that escaped me still, but everything else. He 
must have recognized me, for I have not 
changed very much in twenty years, and that 
was perhaps why ‘after that first morning he 
had never in front of my table. 

“T am just 
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have a profession. That is mine. Now, I don’t 
want to seem unsocidble,” he went on, after a 
moment’s pause, “but don’t you think you 
ought to be getting home? Your father will be 
uneasy.” 

She opened her bag and dashed the little pile 
of notes upon the ground between them. 

“You knew you were being cheated!” she 
cried passionately. ‘You knew that you had 
no chance. You lost that money on purpose. 
It was charity.” 

He contemplated the notes lying on the 
ground, but he made no effort to pick them up. 

“Young lady, it was nothing of the sort,” he 
insisted. “I thoroughly enjoyed the experience. 
Your father’s skill at the game, to begin with, 
is phenomenal; his technique in those other 
small matters was also amazing.” 

“Be quiet, will you!” she sobbed, stamping 
her foot. “One has to suffer enough without 
such gibes.” 
“Now please be reasonable,” he begged. “I 

assure you 
Then, for a moment, he broke off and af- 

fected to be busy lighting a cigaret. His briquet 
gave him some trouble. When at last he was 
prepared to resume the conversation, the 
young woman’s breathing was a little more 
normal, and she had disposed of her handker- 
chief. 

Within a few feet of them, the uniformed 
garden attendant was standing, leaning upon 
his rubber-shod stick. His eyes were glued on 
the packet of notes. 

“Quelque chose est tombée, monsieur,” he 
pointed out. 

Tresholm peered at the notes through his 
eye-glass. “Ca n’est pas a moi,” he declared, 
with a little gesture of abnegation. . 

The man turned to the girl. “A mademoi- 
selle, peut-étre?” he suggested, pointing to the 
money. 

“Ca ne m’appartient pas,” she echoed. 
The man drew a little nearer to the notes. 

There was a gleam of cupidity in his eyes. 
Tresholm’s foot fell gently upon them. 

“Monsieur,” he said, ‘“‘believe me, the young 
lady is mistaken. The notes are hers. I saw 
them fall from her bag. Owing to a slight dif- 
ference of opinion between us, she refuses to 
pick them up. JI, too, am obstinate. What 
would you have! These young ladies— 

$A GI—_—_—e 

sometimes, no doubt, you yourself find them 
difficult.” 

He passed across a hundred-franc note, and 
the keeper at once decided that a hundred 
francs in the hand were worth more than a 
bundle of mille notes upon the ground. 

“Monsieur est bien gentil,”’ he murmured and 
departed, with a little flourish of his hat. 

“You see, Mademoiselle,” Tresholm con- 
tinued, “‘to leave those notes on the ground 
there may eventually result in trouble. If our 
friend had been a gendarme, for instance, we 
might have been marched off to the commis- 
saire to account for the singular fact that we 
are sitting with a bundle of mille notes between 
us which neither of us will touch. 

“Now, I will set you a good example,” he 
added, coolly possessing himself of her b 
picking up the notes, unfastening the clasp an 
dropping them in. ‘That, I trust, will be the 
first step,” he concluded, “‘towards our com- 
plete reconciliation. You will not deny that 
the sac is yours.” 

The bag lay upon the girl’s knees. She said 
nothing. She was suddenly very white. 

In her eyes was vacancy, and yet when he 
ventured to look towards her, was it his fancy, 
or were there unfathomable depths of wist- 
fulness lurking there? He suddenly remem- 
bered the few sous, the carefully folded hand- 
kerchief of coarse linen, the single French 
cigaret, the little bundle of something suspi- 
ciously like bills. 

“Mademoiselle,” he said gently, “why make 
the world a gloomier place than it is? It should 
be a place, you know, where human beings 
take pleasure in helping one another and in 
receiving help. The fates have made me, 
through no merit of my own, a very rich man. 

*I have few pleasures. One you can give me 
picking up that bag and shaking hands with 
me and mentioning no more that ugly word 
‘charity,’ because, after all, remember that isa 
phrase ill-used by all of us. You permit?” 

Almost before she knew what was happen- 
ing, he had risen to his feet. He raised her 
fingers to his lips—very well-shaped and care- 
fully tended, he saw they were—and, witha 
little smile of farewell, he passed on. The girl 
remained in her place, her eyes following his 
9 figure, the bag clasped tightly in her 
ands. 

W . Somerset Maugham (Continued from page 85) 

Yes, it was twenty years since I had known 
him. I was spending a winter in Rome and 
every evening I used to dine in a restaurant 
in the Via Sistina where you got excellent 
macaroni and a good bottle of wine. It was 
frequented by a little band of American and 
English art students, and one or two writers. 

He used to come in with a young painter 
who was a great friend of his. He was only a 
boy then, he could not have been more than 
twenty-two; and with his blue eyes, straight 
nose and red hair he was pleasing to look at. 
I remembered that he spoke a great deal of 
Central America; he had had a job there, but 
he had thrown it over because he wanted to be 
a writer. 

His vanity was enormous; it irritated us, but 
some of us were uneasily aware that perhaps it 
might be justified. Was it possible that this 
intense consciousness of genius that he had 
rested on no grounds? He had sacrificed 
everything to be a writer. He was so sure of 
himself that he infected some of his friends 
with his own certainty. 

It was impossible that it was the same man, 
and yet I was certain. I stood up, paid for 
my drink, and went out into the plaza to find 
him. My thoughts were in a turmoil. 

If sometimes I had thought of him and won- 
‘dered what was become of him, I never could 
have imagined that he could be reduced to this 
frightful misery. There are hundreds, thou- 
sands of youths who enter upon the hard call- 
ing of the arts with extravagant hopes; but for 
the most part they come to terms with their 

mediocrity and find somewhere a niche in life 
where they can escape starvation. 

I asked myself what had happened. What 
hopes deferred had broken his spirit, what dis- 
appointments shattered. him and what lost 
illusions ground him to the dust? I asked 
myself if nothing could be done. I walked 
round the plaza. He was not in the arcades. 
There was no hope of finding him in the crowd 
that circled round the band-stand. The light 
was waning and I was afraid I had lost him. 

Then I passed the church and saw him 
sitting on the steps. I cannot describe what a 
lamentable object he looked. Life had taken 
him, rent him on its racks, torn him limb from 
limb, and then flung him, a bleeding wreck, 
on the stone steps of that church. I went up 
to him. “Do you remember Rome?” I said. 

He did not move. He did not answer. 
His vacant blue eyes rested on the buzzards 

that were screaming and tearing at some ob- 
ject at the bottom of the steps. I did not 
know what todo. I took a yellow-backed note 
out of my pocket and pressed it into his hand. 

He did not give it a glance. But his hand 
moved a little, the thin clawlike hand closed 
on the note and scrunched it up; he made it 
into a little ball and then, edging it onto his 
thumb, flicked it into the air so that it f 
among the wrangling buzzards. I turned my 
head instinctively and saw one of them seize 
it in his beak and fly off, followed by two others. 
When I looked back the man was gone. 

I stayed three more days in Vera Cruz. I 
never saw him again. 
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You buy a cottage. It has a lovely view. That’s 

the extra. You buy a tire guaranteed 12,000 miles. It 

gives you 13,000. That’s the extra. 

No matter what you are getting, wise buying will al- 

most always find the extra—the baker’s dozen. 

When you buy laundry soap, you are buying clean- 

ing help. And when you’re getting help, get extra help. 

Fels-Naptha gives you extra help—extra help. that 

saves you by making your work easier. 

For every golden bar of Fels-Naptha brings you two 

active cleaners instead of one. Good golden soap and 

plenty of naptha (you can smell it!) combined by the 

FELS-NAPTHA 
THE GOLDEN BAR WITH 

THE CLEAN NAPTHA ODOR 

Hearst’s International-Cosmopolitan for February, 1929 

special Fels-Naptha process. Naptha, the dirt-loosener, 

and soap, the dirt-remover; working together, they get 

your clothes clean without hard rubbing .. . they help 

you save yourself... and that’s why millions of women 

say “Nothing can take the place of Fels-Naptha”. 

With washing machine or tub, Fels-Naptha gives you 

this generous extra help—in cool, hot or lukewarm water 

—or when your clothes are boiled. It’s excellent for 

painted woodwork and other general household clean- 

ing, too. This is extra help that you should have. So ask 

your grocer for Fels-Naptha today. Get it by the bar or in 

the convenient 10-bar carton. Frets « Company, Philadelphia 

” © 1929, Fels & Co. 
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Unknown Lands by Blasco [banez (continued from page 63) 
gradually yielded to a sense of assurance and 
determined tranquillity—that feeling of self- 
reliance which the great ocean seems to inspire 
in the men who live in close contact with it, 
far removed from the cowardly compromises 
of lifeon land. There they would be safe from 
the Inquisition and the Holy Brotherhood! 
What could Gonzalez do to them after all? 

Even if he denounced them to the com- 
mander of the fleet, Don Cristobal could do 
nothing but take them along with him! An 
elopement between a boy and a girl would seem 
a very insignificant thing out there in mid- 
ocean on a voyage headed for the marvelous 
realms of the Grand Khan! Don Cristobal 
might even take their side—he always had 
been so kind to them, no matter how beset 
by the perplexities of the expedition. 

All that day and for several days following 
Cuevas lingered about the deck in view of the 
aftcastle, hoping to catch sight of Lucero and 
in the greatest concern that she should be 
living in that tiny area in such close proximity 
to the man who had tried to do them harm 
ashore. To find distraction from such periods 
of anxious watching, as well as to learn as 
much as possible of this new kind of life, he 
would listen to the chat of the men in his mess. 

An old sailor from the Bay of Biscay had 
many stories to tell of whale-fishing in his 
home waters. An Andalusian, who had been 
to Guinea with the famous corsair, Pedro 
Cabron, described the cannibals he had met 
there—particularly the pantry of an African 
chief where human arms and legs were hung 
up to dry like hams and ‘bacons. 

The Englishman and the Irishman sponsored 
by Pinzon the Elder both belonged to Fernan- 
do’s mess. They would listen to all these tales 
in silence. Lages, the Englishman, spoke 
Spanish with difficulty and did not understand 
half of what he heard, though he approved of 
everything with generous nods of his head. 
The silence of the Irishman, Garvey, seemed 
to cover a thoughtful disposition. Garvey 
understood the language and spoke it well. It 
was just his nature not to talk. 

Garvey was a lean dark-skinned man of 
moderate stature, his intensely black hair 
streaked here and there with the first lines of 
gray. There was something about his soft 
black eyes that seemed to reach the innermost 
soul of the person they fell upon. He was 
a melancholy spirit, fond of solitude. Quite 
without knowing why, Cuevas felt that Garvey 
was the most interesting man in the mess which 
heserved. Garvey had also noted the ‘“‘broom’”’ 
Andujar, and the boy was almost the only one 
with whom he talked. 

“T have been a great sinner,” Garvey ven- 
tured one evening, as they were talking to- 
gether. “If I desire to go on living it is to do 
some good in the world and obtain God’s for- 
giveness.”’ 

Then, shortly, he added: “Your brother re- 
minds me of a daughter I once had. It may 
seem strange to say that of a boy, but so it is. 
That’s why I like both of you!” 

Fernando could not suppress a start of sur- 
prise and looked at the Irishman inquiringly. 
Had Garvey divined their secret? But the man 
continued, his voice trembling with a sob: “I 
lost my daughter . . . her mother died too 
. . . However, let’s talk no more of that. . . 
Now I’m alone in the world.” 

From the first day out, the Irishman had had 
something on his mind which caused him often 
to absent himself from the story-telling of his 
watch. Two apprentices and one old sailor had 
each a guitar, and rarely would an hour pass 
without at least a bit of thrumming from the in- 
terior of the castle forward. 

Garvey would walk up and down past the 
musicians with a worried look, pleased at what 
he heard, but desirous at the same time of 
making an improvement in it by a contribution 
of his own.. Finally he went to the ship’s car- 
penter, and for the few farthings still left from 
his advance he persuaded that skilled artisan 

to cut out a sort of triangular board, following 
directions closely. From the older of the 
guitarists he procured a few spare strings—and 
then he disappeared. 

On the afternoon of the fourth day out, Fer- 
nando stumbled upon him on top of the aft- 
castle, where he was sitting behind two coils of 
hawser, busily at work on a harp. Wholly ab- 
sorbed in what he was doing, his head bent low 
over his board, the Irishman paid no attention 
to the people who came and stood behind him, 
aw observing the deft movements of his 
ands. 

W= finally, during a brief exchange after 
another of his night-watches at the bin- 

nacle, Cuevas succeeded in having a word with 
Lucero, they both agreed that Gonzalez had 
said nothing either to Don Cristobal or to his 
man, Terreros, touching the true identity of 
the disguised page, Salcedo. Evidently the 
butler was biding .his time, awaiting a more 
propitious moment for the revelation! 

Meantime the fleet was bowling merrily 
southward before favoring winds, and on the 
sixth day the Canaries appeared on the horizon. 
The Pinta had broken the fastenings of her 
rudder and to make the repair she had to be 
beached. Martin Alonso took advantage of 
this opportunity to change her rig, replacing 
the triangular or lateen sails with the square 
sails used on the other boats. Many days were 
necessary for all this work, and the crews were 
again on a half-vacation. Cuevas had more 
frequent opportunity to meet Lucero at the 
ladder which ran up to the poop. 

Already on several occasions Fernando had 
encountered the ex-royal butler face to face, but 
the man pretended each time never to have 
seen him before. This, however, did not reas- 
sure young Cuevas, for later on he found Gon- 
zalez studying him slyly out of the corner of an 
eye; and Lucero reported that he was following 
similar tactics with her. That he was revolving 
some plan in his head became apparent while 
the Santa Maria one day was taking on fuel and 
water, and the crew was in touch with shore. 

Gonzalez landed twice, and each time he 
found pretexts to request Don Cristobal that 
Lucero be sent ashore with him. The first 
time the captain-general had suggested that 
some “broom”’ or apprentice from the forecastle 
would serve the butler’s purposes better. The 
second time Lucero had reminded her master of 
important things still to be done in his room 
and feigned also a sudden illness. 

On a Sunday, the ninth day of September, 
the crews of the flotilla lost the last peaks of 
the Canaries from view. A hundred men were 
striking out into the great deep guided by a 
score of other men who alone might have some 
notion of where they were going and of the ap- 
proximate spots of the earth’s surface where 
they might be each day. 

Yet conditions could not have been more en- 
couraging. The seas continued smooth, the 
winds favorable. The vessels were going ahead 
at a rate of ten miles an hour, an extraordinary 
speed for craft of those days. 

Five days out from the Canaries a ripple of 
uneasiness swept over the fleet. The compasses 
suddenly began to show a course northeast, 
while the course from the sun was due west. 
Don Cristobal found an explanation, offhand, 
to satisfy the crews—they had left the North 
Star somewhat behind them! As a matter of 
fact this was their first encounter with the 
variation of the compass. 

These disputes over courses were the begin- 
ning of ill-feeling between Don Cristobal and 
the crew of the Santa Maria. The men on the 
Pinta and the Nifia were mostly from Palos 
and Moguer, and they trusted their captains as 
friends and tried seamen. The men on the 
sometime Marigalante were a motley group, 
picked up at random at various ports of the 
Atlantic seaboard of Europe. They had not 
known their captain before this voyage. 

Otherwise things could not have been more 

perfect. Day after day the men looked out 
over a placid sea sparkling under a brilliant 
sun, the horizon line unbroken save for an oc- 
casional fleecy cloud that harbored no storm 
but drifted peacefully up to cast a blue shadow 
over the green waters. Once in a while a bird 
would be seen, and at night there were showers 
of flower-shaped meteors. 

One night Fernando, on finishing his watch 
in the binnacle, felt an uncontrollable desire 
to see Lucero, take her for a moment in his 
arms, taste one of her kisses on his lips. It 
would be dangerous for him to violate the 
boundaries of the forecastle at such an hour— 
yet who would be likely to see him? 

Lucero was still sleeping on her mattress out- 
side Don Cristobal’s door. She shivered as in 
fright at the warm contact of his arms and 
shoulders; but he smothered with a kiss the cry 
she would have uttered at the sudden awak- 
ening. 

“Tt is I, Lucero!” he whispered, kissing her 
again. ‘Don’t be afraid!. Hush!” 

And they sat thus, for some time. Recoy- 
ering from her alarm, the girl returned his 
kisses as the only way of satisfying him and 
persuading him to be off as soon as possible— 
she was terrified lest they be discovered! The 
high constable of the fleet shared the cabin ad- 
joining with the crown commissioner and the 
royal notary. Pero Gonzalez, as a friend of the 
Admiral, had a smaller room alone, near by. 

“One more, and I will go!” Fernando mur- 
mured, close to Lucero’s ear. 

But it was that. one, and another, and an- 
other, as though the kisses never would end. — 

The ship was rolling gently on the ground- 
swell, and as it heeled over to one side and then 
back, the brilliancy of the starlit night cut an 
arc of dimmer light inside the door of the liy- 
ing-room of the aftcastle, illuminating the 
nook in the captain-general’s anteroom in 
which the two lovers sat concealed. : 

Suddenly Fernando felt a hard clutch at the 
hair of his head, lifting him up till he was 
standing on his feet. Then the same clutch 
was released while a heavy blow struck his © 
cheek, followed by a succession of swifter ones 
which caught him full in the breast. 

In the half-light he recognized the person of 
Pero Gonzalez—not the august gentleman in 
his laces and silks but a man who had just 
iene from bed, awakened by some unusual 
sound. 

NC halting his fists, Gonzalez pushed him 
across the living-room and out on deck till 

the unlucky “broom” stood with his back to the 
ladder descending to the main-deck from the 
poop where another blow hurled him sprawling 
to the hard planking below. 

All this had been so sudden that by the time 
the bewildered Cuevas had recovered his wits 
to the extent of trying to defend himself, he was 
lying helpless on the deck amidships. 

He rose slowly to his feet and stood silent for 
a moment as though hardly able to understand 
that such a thing had happened. Then grad- 
ually it came to him: he had been beaten—and 
by the man he most despised! Beaten! And 
by Gonzalez! 
He threw a hand instinctively to his belt; but 

he found nothing but ends of ganging, which 
the “broom” was required to keep in readiness 
for a sailor’s call. Seamen carried knives, but 
not “brooms”! 

He ran to a roped-off section of the deck 
where the calking outfit was sheltered under 
canvas, along with ha ns for chance fishing. 
He seized one of the three-pronged spears and 
darted back toward the ladder leading up to 
the poop. But a firm hand laid hold on his 
arm and stopped him in his tracks, and then it 
moved up and was laid esd on his shoulder. 

It was the Irishman, his harp hanging from 
his free hand. 

“No, young man, don’t lose your head! On 
ane such things are serious!’ And he 
looked aloft, with a gesture toward one of the 
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JOHN BARRYMORE 

—because, being a member of 
the most distinguished theatrical 
family in America, he has been 
associated with the most beau- 
tiful women in the arts. Because 
in his choice of motion picture 
heroines he has set a new—and 
different—standard of feminine 
loveliness. Because he is him- 
self the most romantic figure on 
the stage today. 

F. SCOTT FITZGERALD 

—because, as the most brilliant of America’s 
younger novelists, he was the first to discover 
and portray an enchanting new type of American 

girl. Because, at the age of 23, he woke up to 
find himself famous as the author of “This Side 
of Paradise.”” Because no other man of his time 

CORNELIUS VANDERBILT, JR. 

—because he is the fourth Cornelius Vander- 
bilt in one of America’s oldest and most 
distinguished families. Because he has struck 
out for himself and achieved an independent 
career, and as a journalist is familiar with 

people everywhere. Because he has driven 

across America twenty-three times and his 
hobby is remote places and interesting types. 

yy distinguished 
writes so sympathetically, skilfully, and fascinat- 
ingly about women. Judges choose the 

TWELVE MOST BEAUTIFUL WOMEN 

Using Woodbury Facial Soap 

Waoare thereal Woodbury beauties? 
Hundreds of women have written 

us every year that they owe the fine, 
clear beauty of their skin to faithful 
use of this famous complexion soap. 
But we longed to meet them face 
to face! 

_ So we called on them—in big cities, 
in little villages—we called on Wood- 
bury beauties in each of the forty- 
eight states. 

Even we were amazed, astonished 
at the hundreds of lovely, attractive 
aces we saw. We asked for their 
Photographs that their loveliness 

it 1929, by The Andrew Jergens Co 

might be judged and published to 
the world! 

But when we came to choose from 
literally heaps of the charming por- 
traits they gave us we were bewil- 
dered. It was impossible to decide 
which were the loveliest. 

So we asked three distinguished 
American men, known for their deep 
appreciation and knowledgeof beauty, 
to choose for us. We asked Cornelius 
Vanderbilt, Jr., John Barrymore, and 
F. Scott Fitzgerald to select from 
among all these Woodbury beauties 
the loveliest of each type. 

The judges are choosing. The twelve 
most beautiful Woodbury users will 
be published in a series— the loveliest 
debutante, the most radiant out-of- 
doors girl, the loveliest mother, the 
youngest grandmother—all will ap- 
pear in these pages. 

And all these beautiful women are 
keeping the fresh, clear texture of 
their skin by constant use of Wood- 
bury’s Facial Soap. 

Watch for them each month. Who 
will be the first Woodbury beauty? 
She will be shown in March. 

The Andrew Fergens Company 
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yard-arms. “Leave such matters till we get over 
there!” he added in a tone of warning—“till we 
get over there, in the land of the Grand Khan!”’ 

ITHIN a few days after sailing from the 
Canaries the fleet of discovery entered a 

world of geographical deception and illusion. 
The still-placid waters began to show great 
fields of green seaweed, and the explorers judged 
it must have been detached from shore a short 
time before. The birds that kept appearing 
over the vessels were all land nesters and must 
have come from near-by rocks. 

The fleet was at that moment some twelve 
hundred miles west of the Canaries, and not far 
from a number of shoals, which were not actu- 
ally to be seen by Europeans till.three hundred 
years later. Probably mariners before Colum- 
bus’ time had stumbled on these same signs 
and suffered similar disillusionments. He, at 
any rate, was certain that he was sailing among 
the outermost islets of China and Japan. 

In the castle aft, the captain-general found 
sympathetic listeners. Gonzalez, Arana and 
the royal commissioners had been convinced 
by Don Cristobal’s arguments and had no 
doubt at all that the invisible islands were 
there. Juan de la Cosa said nothing, but 
gazed thoughtfully at sea and sky hoping to see 
something definite to confirm such assertions. 

But gradually the signs of land grew fewer. 
Again the great ocean lay before them in its 
vast monotonous immensity. 
One evening Don Cristobal brought out a 

chart which he had kept up to that moment in 
the greatest secret, and it was passed on a line 
from vessel to vessel. All agreed that the fleet 
was now located at a point where a large island 
appeared on the chart—either Antilla or the Isle 
of the Seven Cities—but land was nowhere to 
be seen. 

Six more uneventful days went by, Fernando 
catching sight of Lucero only at rare intervals 
and from a distance as she chanced sometimes 
to step to the taffrail of the castle aft. On one 
or two nights, after completing his watch at 
the bottle he had ventured to steal across the 
living-room of the command and approach 
Lucero’s bed as he had done before. He always 
had found her awake and waiting, but only to 
beg him to go away lest they again be surprised 
by the odious butler, whose influence and whose 
presence Lucero could feel about her like the 
circles of a hawk about some future prey. 

To tell the truth, the former provisioner of 
their Highnesses had been paying less attention 
to the girl for a week or more past. The failure 
of Cipango to rise from the sea at the time and 
place predicted by the captain-general had 
suddenly given Gonzalez cause for concern as 
to the fate of the money he had invested in the 
expedition. Had he guessed badly? Gonzalez 
was that sort of man: as between money and 
carnal pleasure, money was the more important 
thing! He had little thought for women when 
his purse was in danger. 

A disagreement among the captains was be- 
coming obvious to the crews of the three vessels 
as they listened to the sunset conferences under 
the stern of the Santa Maria. Don Cristobal 
insisted on continuing west, following the paral- 
lel of the Canaries which he thought led 
straight to the mainland of the Grand Khan. 
Pinzon the Elder thought the course should be 
southwest following the flights of the sea-birds. 
This would bring them first to Cipango, where 
they could rest and then go on to further ex- 
plorations of the continent of Asia. 

At the conference of the ninth of October the 
captain-general finally acceded. . The people 
aft on the Santa Maria accepted the change 
optimistically: “First Cipango, for a little rest 
in the palaces with tiles of gold! Then we go 
on to visit the Grand Khan!” 

But forward of the chain, amidships, voices 
of consternation greeted this advance into the 
unknown sea with a plan that kept changing 
from day to day! So, the Genoese did not 
know where he was going! And if anything 
went wrong, not his fault, but the fault of some 
poor sailor! : 

Some of the louder talkers in the forecastle 

Hearst's International—Cosmopolitan for February, 1929 

began thinking of killing the captain, throwing 
his body overboard and then going back to 
look for the islands they had left behind. But 
such proposals were immediately hushed. The 
Santa Maria was not alone. Off there stood the 
Nifia and the Pinta! There would be the Pin- 
zons to deal with! At the first signs of trouble 
on the flag-ship, those doughty brothers could 
be relied on to board her and exact retribution 
for infringements of discipline. 

Accustomed by his youthful tastes to danger 
and inclined to side with any revolt against 
authority, Fernando Cuevas had been observ- 
ing the sullen rise of mutiny aboard with a con- 
flict of feeling. He was a devoted admirer of 
his benefactor, Don Cristobal. He sensed in 
the man something unusual that lifted him far 
above other men. At the same time, by one of 
those quirks of a boy’s logic, he was thrilled to 
hear strong and courageous sailors talk of rising 
and slaughtering everyone who stood in their 
way. He looked forward to a rebellion aboard 
as to something well worth waiting for. That 
would give him a chance to run up astern there, 
take one of those harpoons they kept for the 
big fish and spike two men to the deck plank- 
ing—the one a former butler to their High- 
nesses, the other the master-at-table of. my 
lord the Admiral. These were the only two 
persons aboard whom he had learned to hate. 

However, the mutiny did not materialize. 
The men only continued to gather amidships to 
look out over the ocean with renewed curiosity, 
as though there were something beautiful and 
quieting about it. : 

The sea was in flat calm, and the crew, now 
again in the best of spirits, went overboard, 
swimming about with great glee, as they often 
had done at earlier periods in the long voyage. 
Horse-mackerel were now plentiful about the 
vessels, “their flesh as sweet as salmon, only 
not red but white.” Numerous dark gray gulls 
—young ones, fresh from the rocks—were in 
sight. 

AND was in fact near. 
At sundown on the afternoon of the elev- 

enth the sailors of the flag-ship sang the “Salve” 
as usual; but the captain-general made an ad- 
dress from the taffrail of the aftcastle—a flood 
of that figured and good-humored eloquence 
native to him when his irritability and mis- 
trust of others were appeased by fair prospects. 

Enthusiasm once more prevailed on the flag- 
ship. The feeling that at last the drive west- 
ward would come to an end dispelled all the 
animosities of the days preceding. A fresh 
breeze was blowing over a moonlit sea, though 
the moon disappeared from time to time be- 
tween great fleecy clouds. 

After sundown, Garvey and Cuevas crossed 
the chain amidships and took places at the rail 
under the aftcastle. It was as though every- 
one, in this exciting situation, had a right to 
know what the commander of the fleet was 
thinking and saying. At ten o’clock they 
caught sight of him on the quarter-deck. He 
was walking vigorously to and fro. 

Suddenly he stopped, gazed fixedly at the 
horizon, and then called to another person who 
was sitting on a coil of rope on the topmost 
point of the poop. 

“Gonzalez, come here, quick! I see a sort of 
light, something like a candle flickering up and 
down. It’s so hazy and so far away I could 
hardly say it’s land.” 

The royal butler stepped to the captain’s side 
and at once affirmed that he could see clearly 
what Don Cristobal had seen but hazily. 

Sanchez de Segovia, one of the royal com- 
missioners, came out on deck. He was not so 
ready to see the light. In fact he said he could 
not see it at all. 

Gonzalez then called Terreros, the master-at- 
table, and Terreros had no difficulty at all in 
finding the light, once he had made sure it was 
the captain-general who was seeing it. 

“T take it to be a torch in the hands of some 
native. That’s why the light goes up and 
down.” 

Garvey, the Irishman, leaped upon the rail, 
supporting himself on the cordage. 

“It’s a mistake,” he commented softly to 
Cuevas. “That light is on the Pinta, maybe 
ten, maybe twenty miles ahead of us. If the 
light came from the land, the men on the 
Pinta would have seen it long before this and 
fired the warning gun. There’s a big reward at 
stake for them!” 

It was a warm tropical night, inviting to 
sleep in the open air. Few of the sailors had 
gone to their bunks between decks in the fore. | 
castle. As though in celebration in advance of 
a discovery which everyone felt to be immine 
the Andalusian guitars were thrumming at the 
bow. A short distance farther aft, Cuevas wa 
sitting with Garvey, his head on a coil of rope 
listening to the melancholy tinkle of the Iris] 
man’s harp. Before he knew it, he had beg 
lulled to sleep on the hard deck. a 

At two in the morning everyone aboard 
Santa Maria was suddenly awakened. Int 
far distance a cannon-shot had been hear 
It was from the Pinta, and gradually, over f 
dark sea, came the sound of cheering. Th 
swift caravel had come about and was lying tf 
waiting for the slower vessels to come abrea 
of her. ~ a 

Roberto de Triana, a sailor born in one of 
populous. quarters of Seville, had been 
watch forward on the Pinta. Just afte 
night the skies had cleared of clouds and ey 
thing was bright. Suddenly the man Triana 
thought he saw a line of surf on a strip of white 
beach; then raising his eyes he distinguished 
unmistakably the dark outlines of a shore. He 
had rushed to a bombard and fired a shot, 
raising the cry of “Land! Land!” 
When the ships were within speaking dis- 

tance, Don Cristobal called: “Martin Alonso, 
you have made land?” 

“Yes, the prize is ours!” replied Pinzon. 
“T send you a Christmas box of five thousand 

maravedis,” said Don Cristobal. “TI discovered 
land myself at ten o’clock!” 

Blank silence fell over the crews of the fleet 
at these words. Cuevas had taken advantage 
of the exciting moment to join Lucero at the 
foot of the ladder leading to the poop. They 
believed they had reached the lands of the 
Grand Khan, and soon would be free from the 
life of deception and danger which had been 
theirs for some months. \_ 
They were distracted for a moment by the 

sound of an angry voice raised in the heat of 
argument. It was Garvey, speaking to a group 
of sailors: 

“That’s ridiculous,” he was saying. “At ten 
o’clock we were almost fifty miles from land, 
for we have been making twelve miles an hour 
for four hours. The shore, as reported from the 
Pinta, is low. How could a light be seen at that 
distance? Besides, there’s the curvature of the 
earth!” 

From the poop, meantime, came the voice 
of Terreros, protesting the effrontery of a plain 
sailor on the Pinta in claiming a reward whi 
could only belong to my lord the Admiral. 

Admiral Don Cristobal was, at that mo- 
ment, not only Admiral of the Ocean Sea, but 
Viceroy of all New-Found Land, himself and 
his descendants from generation to generation 
forever! Yet a contradictory person, a mixture 
of poet and trader, of visionary mystic and 
bargain-driving man of affairs, he was choos 
to compete with a poor sailor for the income 
ten thousand farthings! ; 
The Irishman, whose pensive taciturnity 

covered an impetuously generous heart, co 
not restrain his cry of outrage. But he soon fell 
silent. Gonzalez had stepped up to him, placed 
a hand on his shoulder and surveyed him with 
stern authoritative frown. ; 
“How dare you,” he began, his voice shaking 

with rage, “how dare you dispute sometnil 
said by our Admiral? I know how to deal wi 
troublesome beggars like you!” And raising 
the marlinespike he leveled two tremendous — 
blows at the Irishman’s head. 

Garvey was able to avoid the first and to” 
parry the second, so that his face was merely — 
cut as the end of the cudgel whizzed past. The 
once royal butler was about to strike a third 
blow. Garvey, however, knew the ruic, 
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heels complete her ensemble, 

They Mrs. ApriAn Ise.in II is the wife of the internationally distinguished 

of the yachtsman. Beauty, charm, chic, a merry wit and many brilliant 
Wee talents make her one of the smartest and best-liked women in New York. 

0 

ny the 

emp “A lovely te. is esectial to Ci hic,” says 
At ten 
land, 

ate Mrs. ADRIAN FSELIN II 
t that 
of the 

voice RS. ISELIN’S BEAUTY recalls a ee Thousands of chic and beautiful women 
plain the gorgeous Renaissance. Shehas fF ..\s7 i follow Pond’s Method thus: 
which § burnished copper hair and wonderful : 3 
+ mo § Steen eyes like precious jewels. Her per- vies psi the re Cold 
a, but § fect skin is white and smooth as ivory. , pi grabettical sodas ademas OP hy ? night and alwaysafter exposure. Use firm, 
it Tall, slender, graceful in every gesture, upward strokes, letting the penetrating 

oils sink deep into the pores. ixture Mrs. Iselin is famous for her chic. 

Wipe away the cream with the Cleans- de: Color is her hobby. Color can make or ; 
ing Tissues—ample, soft, absorbent. 

For a bracing effect—the tonic Fresh- 
me of § Mar a woman’s beauty. For her own 

auburn type she chooses tawny browns Mrs. Iselin’s dressing table with special green 

i Li ift ji ade by Pond’s to hold the Two en 
a and tans, yellows and greens. pth agin tacmabl io daily régime. ener closes the pores, tones, invigorates. 

aa “Nowadays to be perfectly groomed is Finish with a whisk of Vanishing 
Cream to make your powder cling. 

Try Pond’s Method for a week! 

Send 10¢ for Pond’s 4 Preparations 

vith @ allimportant,” says Mrs. Iselin. “‘Fas- 
tidious women follow a daily régime. 

thing |, .Pond’s complete Method makes this 
| with ff daily treatment simple and practical. 

Ponp’s Extract Company, Dept. P 
112 Hudson Street, New York, N. Y. 

“The Cold Cream has always b ‘aa ys been my 
. standby. Now the new Tissues are ex- 
nd : quisite for removing cold cream. The Nise 
1€) é delici ° 2 

The and ous Freshener keeps your skin firm In the familiar containers—Pond’s four famous Street 
third young. The Vanishing Cream is a products, Two Creams, Tissues, Freshener, which City State 

delightful powder base.” beautiful women use daily to keep their skin lovely. (Copyright, 1929, Pond’s Extract Company) 



106 

With a few leaps he was forward of the chain 
before the mast. His aggressor, emboldened 
by this apparent flight, made after him and 
only halted as other members of the crew, 
alarmed at this breach of sanctuary, gathered 
about him in protest. The two men were left 
facing each other across the chain, their eyes 
flaming with mortal anger. Finally Garvey 
spoeke, lowering his voice intentionally so that 
only his enemy could hear. 

“Don’t set your foot across this chain, 
pastry-maker to the devil! On this side we would 
be equals and I would skin you alive unless you 
ran away like the coward you are!” 

The beating of a sailor was nothing extraor- 
dinary on shipboard in those days; and in the 
midst of the interest excited by the unknown 
land that lay hidden before the fleet, Garvey’s 
misfortune passed all but unobserved. A half- 
hour later everyone had forgotten it, except 

- Cuevas and Lucero. Vainly Fernando sought 
the Irishman throughout the boat. He had 
gone into hiding, as though his humiliation at 
having been beaten unavenged made the pres- 
ence of other human beings intolerable to him. 

FF the new-found shore, the three vessels 
were lying to, with bonnets in and all sails 

furled save the lowers. 
These last hours of darkness, just before the 

first blushes of sunrise, were hours of anxious 
dreaming and fantastic hopes for those hand- 
fuls of men crowded under the awnings of 
their floating houses. What would they see 
when the darkness cleared away? 
The dawn came with that rapidity, that 

theatrical majesty which characterizes the ris- 
ings and the settings of the sun in tropical 
climes; and all could now see a low sandy island, 
sparsely sprinkled with tufts of green too thin 
to be called a forest, the tranquil shaft of an 
inner lagoon gleaming through the trees. 

No gold-roofed palaces, no marble wharfs, 
no elephants, no boats of painted lacquer. On 
the beach human beings could be seen—men 
completely naked, gathered in groups to look 
out upon the monsters which the ocean had 
belched forth during the night. 

Early in the morning on the twelfth of 
October, in the year of Our Lord one thou- 
sand four hundred and ninety-two, Columbus 
donned the scarlet uniform of the Admirals of 
Castile and entered the long-boat of his flag- 
ship with all of his staff which the craft could 
hold. The two Pinzons, Martin Alonso and 
Vicente Yafiez, also put off from the Pinta 
and the Nifia in small boats, accompanied by 
the more presentable of their following. The 
Admiral’s long-boat carried the royal standard; 
the captains’, flags with a green cross and the 
letters “F” and ‘‘I”—the royal initials—each 
letter under a crown. 

Lucero was assigned to the long-boat of the 
Santa Maria, as personal servant of the Ad- 
miral. Cuevas slipped into the same boat 
without permission, his presence remaining 
unobserved in the general confusion. It was he 
in reality who was the first of the white men to 
set foot on the soil of the new world, since he 
leaped overboard some distance out and ran 
ashore with Lucero in his arms to greet those 
naked people who stood about with painted 
faces and strange designs in red, yellow and 
black marked on their copper-colored skins. 
The excitement of the landing was so great 

that little attention was paid to the natives 
who stood looking curiously on from short 
distances. 

The discoverers passed the day, finding 
nothing on the island but naked savages, 
trees of unknown genus, parrots and a little 
lake that kept shining beyond the trees. Part 
of the crews had been allowed to come ashore 
to see the wonders of this strange land. The 
others crowded the rails or climbed the two 
castles, without observing anything at all re- 
markable, though working their imaginations 
to see things that were not there. 

Cuevas had to leave Lucero on receiving a 
call from Sefior Gil Perez, warden of the Santa 
Maria. With Perez was an old sailor who 
was warden on the Nifia. 

“Here,” said Perez to his companion, “is the 
young man you are to take with you aboard the 
caravel. I judge him a likely boy, myself; but 
he has been keeping bad company, listening 
to that Irishman Sefior Martin Alonso saddled 
on us and who proved, as we might have ex- 
pected, to be a man you couldn’t trust out of 
your sight.” 

Gil Perez’ heavy hand fell on Fernando’s 
shoulder and pushed the youth around toward 
the beach where the boat from the caravel was 
waiting. There was no time for a word with 
Lucero! 

““Good-by,”’ he waved to her, as he saw the 
tears gathering in her eyes. 

She was soon out of sight. 
But a few yards farther on Cuevas saw some- 

one else, and a ray of hope came into the despair 
that was engulfing him. It was Garvey, and 
though the Irishman did not speak, there was a 
smile of promise on his face. 

He was to continue on the Santa Maria; 
and even if Cuevas were far away, Lucero 
would not be alone! 

For fourteen days the fleet sailed, picking 
its way through numerous islands which 
the Admiral hastily surveyed for gold or for 
vestiges of the opulent civilization that pre- 
vailed in the realms of the Grand Khan. 

The first island, known to the natives as 
Guanahani, he had called San Salvador in 
homage to the Savior Who had brought success 
to the voyage. The second isle he named 
Santa Maria de la Concepcién, in gratitude to 
the Virgin who had spared him storms at sea 
and sickness aboard; the third he called 
Fernandina in honor of the King whose ser- 
vants and familiars had supported his petitions; 
and the fourth, Isabella, in compliment to the 
Queen who had made his voyage possible. 
Every day new land came into view. Every- 
one from captains down to the lowest deck- 
hands kept eager eyes on the outlying prospect, 
expecting that some great city would come 
peering around a surf-rimmed promontory. 

Fernando Cuevas was the only person in- 
different to this changing scene. For him the 
arrival off the shores of the Grand Khan which 
at first had brought to him and to Lucero a 
thrill of relief, a sense of new-found freedom, 
had ended as a moment of separation which for 
the time was complete and might be for always. 

In the hope that something might happen to 
end his separation from Lucero, Cuevas al- 
ways volunteered for the fishing expeditions in 
the long-boat of the Nifia, or for the tramps 
ashore with Master Diego, the herbarist, who 
was keeping a sharp lookout for the spice trees 
so much desired by the Admiral. 

T TIMES the poverty and the Adamlike in- 
genuousness of this earthly paradise of . 

islands made the Admiral doubt his readings. 
Could this be a world cut off from the great 
realms of Asia? Marco Polo had said nothing 
about islands that were poor in gold but divinely 
beautiful, where men went naked and knew 
neither wealth nor poverty, where peoples had 
no history and took no thought for the morrow, 
but lived from day to day apart from all the 
artificial complications of a civilized world, 
subject to no laws and restraints save those 
imposed by Nature! 

And out of the sea came Cuba! 
If, on landing at what is now the port of 

Jibara, Don Cristobal failed to find great ships 
of Asiatic merchants and soldiers-and officials 
of the Grand Khan, he saw a land so beautiful 
that it drew from him exclamations of delight: 

“Such a thing I never saw in my life!” 
At Guanahani (San Salvador) the Admiral 

had taken several captives, the numbers of 
which were increased as the fleet proceeded. 
Some of these escaped by swimming at the first 
opportunity; the others remained submissively 
aboard, though their unintelligible chatter 
served the Spaniards less as a guide than as a 

- confirmation of their delirious geography. 
» People are ever willing to find in reality the 
things they have in their heads. 

They stammered something that sounded 
like “Kami,” a great chief who lived in the 
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interior of Cuba. The Spaniards at once decided 
that here, at last, was the Grand Khan, and 
the Admiral dispatched two ambassadors to de. 
liver the Latin credentials which Don Cristobal 
held from the King and Queen. 

While awaiting the return of the em 
the Admiral decided to beach his vessels ing 
deep bay in Cuba, that their bottoms might be 
cleaned and recalked. It was a Sunday when 
the decision was announced, and the oliday 
accorded to everyone was the greatest day of 
the voyage for Fernando and Lucero. Just as 
Cuevas was landing in the long-boat from the 
Nifia, Lucero appeared from the Santa Maria 
in the Admiral’s tender. They could be free and 
together for the whole day! ” 

The Jovers were in high spirits as they ad. 
vanced along the shores of the Cuban bay, 
Shortly they came upon a group of sailors from 
the two caravels trying to establish contacts 
with some aged Indians, painted red and white 
but otherwise quite naked save for scant cot- 
ton braids tied about their loins. Their coarse 
hair was knotted on the backs of their heads as. 
in a queue, while in front it was cut sharply off 
in a curve above their eyes. Another inked 
one of those from Guanahani, was tryirg to 
interpret in signs the half-dozen words he had 
understood of all these native patriarchs were 
saying. They were describing the riches of an 
isle they called “Babeque,” pointing into the 
far distance, as though Babeque also were one 
of those phantom islands off the Canaries which 
let themselves be seen for a moment but then 
vanished into the depths of the ocean whenever 
men tried to set foot on them. 

Here again was a group gathered in a circle 
about what seemed to be a fire. A thin column 
of clear blue smoke was rising from the center, 
as though a religious ceremony were being cel- 
ebrated with the burning of gifts to unknown 
divinities. On approaching, Lucero and Fer- 
nando saw a number of Indians seated with 
their wives on the ground, males and females 
alike holding a smoldering ember of rolled 
leaves, which they kept lifting to their mouths 
to inhale the smoky vapor. 

Ever since Guanahani, the Admiral and his 
scouts had been coming upon these dried leaves, 
not only in the huts ashore, but also in the 
canoes at sea. At first they had taken them for 
a kind of food, though a few tastes of them had 
made the white men sick. It was in this Cuban 
inlet that Europeans first saw rolls of this so 
called tabaco or tobacco in actual use. 

Some of the Admiral’s sailors were piqued by 
curiosity to try the smoke themselves. 
would take one of the burning brands from an 
Indian and suck at it, only to hand it back, 
coughing or even vomiting. Others, on the 
contrary, seemed to enjoy it, and kept at it for 
some time, laughing and joking at this strange 
sport, good for one trial at least. None of 
those then present could have dreamed that 
these poor and forgotten subjects of the Grand 
Khan, who had not yet learned even the use 
of clothes and did not know the value of gold, 
would shortly convert the whole civilized world 
to this one of their customs, which was destined 
to become the most universal and tolerated of 
the vices. 
When the lovers had walked away and sat 

down under one of the first trees in the forest 
near by, Lucero also felt a woman’s whim t0 
test the smoking brand which Fernando had 
brought along as a curiosity. The first breaths 
brought tears to her eyes, but her companion 
encouraged her to go on by alternating pulls 
with her. So they sat there sharing the roll of 
leaves for some time; but suddenly Lucero was 
seasick, she said, as seasick as she had been that 
first day out on the voyage! The suggestion 
turned Fernando’s stomach also and his head 
began to whirl. 

It was the end of their tion for that 
day. Nauseated, sleepy, their skins dri 
with perspiration, they could not move 
their seats under the-tree, but sat there all the 
afternoon, till it began to grow dark, and they 
had to take their beats to return to the ships 
On the following morning, the Santa Mama 

was beached, and all her own crew with 
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--»WORLD AUTHORITY ON SKIN DISORDERS.--- 

Dr. Edvard Ehlers 
says “T qnvariably prescribe yeast” 

Municipal Hospital, Copenhagen, 
where Dr. Ehlers is chief physician 
of the dermatological department 

“ [1 1s MANY YEARS since my teacher and 
friend, Dr. L. Brocq of Paris, taught me to 

use fresh yeast for staphylococcic infections 
of the skin. Since then I have invariably 

prescribed yeast in all cases of boils, as well 

as tn rebellious cases of acne. The effect of 

yeast upon boils is surprising and incon- 

testable. It is often slightly laxative.” 

oe ais 
HE most romantic figure in 
Danish medicine— Dr. Edvard 

Ehlers. Hazardous medical research 
in the tropics has brought him deco- 
rations from half the governments 
of Europe. 

Hospitals, established by him in 
Denmark for children born sick, have 
almost eliminated infant deaths from 
one dread disease. 

Holder of degrees from the uni- 
versities of Paris, Strassburg and 
Copenhagen—what Dr. Ehlers says 
of the health properties of yeast is 
drawn from years of experience as a 
skin specialist of world wide fatne. 
Many doctors now agree that un- 
sightly, embarrassing and unpleas- 
ant skin eruptions are associated 
with clogging of the intestinal tube. 

“In furunculosis (boils) the effect 

Jor HEALTH 
“Copyright 1929, by The Fleischmann Company 

of yeast is incontestable,” Dr. Ehlers 
says, and advises, “the yeast treat- 
ment should be continued for several 
months, until the elimination of 
harmful bacteria is complete.” 

In a recent survey in the United 
States, half the doctors reporting said 
they prescribed fresh yeast. Fleisch- 
mann’s Yeast is fresh. Unlike dried or 
killed yeast it contains millions of living, 
active yeast plants. As these pass daily 
through your intestinal tract they com- 
bat harmful poisons, purify the whole 
system. Eat three cakes daily, before 
or between meals. To get full benefit 
you must eat it regularly and over a 
sufficient period of time. At all grocers 
and many leading cafeterias, lunch coun- 
ters and soda fountains. Start today. 

Write for latest booklet on Yeast in the 
diet—free. Health Research Dept. K-73, 
The Fleischmann Company, 701 Wash- 
ington St., New York, K. Y. 

YEAST re} 
35 

90 per cent of ills start here 
. . - Hereis where yeast works 

As this picture shows you, the alimen- 
tary tract is one continuous tube from 
throat to colon. Poisons caused by 
clogged intestines spread swiftly 
through your body. By eating Fleisch- 
mann’s Yeast you can keep this entire 
tract clean, active and healthy. You 
can insure the flawless, healthy com- 
plexion which comes only from a clean, 
active colon. 
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HOSE poised worldlings whose 
forte is the graceful art of pleas- 

ing—and of conquest—know that 
the perfect toilette lies in the final 
touch of face powder. Unwilling 
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FACE POWDER 

BOURITOIS INC. PARIS AND NEW YORK 
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to leave this important detail 
to the inferior or unknown, 
they choose Manon Lescaut. 
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of the sailors from the caravels set busily to 
work, cleaning her bottom of the weeds and 
barnacles that had come on during the voyage. 

In order to oversee this important work in 
person, Don Cristobal had given up any 
thought of expeditions ashore. This left Lucero 
free all day. Fernando also had been excused 
from work on the vessel. The plants he had 
gathered on days preceding had much pleased 
the herbarist, Master Diego, who had judged 
him an intelligent, willing youth, well suited to 
this branch of the explorations. The apothe- 
cary had asked the Admiral to send the boy out 
again to pick grasses and flowers in the neigh- 
borhood, and Master Diego easily secured per- 
mission for Lucero to accompany him. 

Once more traversing the village of “bohios,” 
or native huts, on the shore, the two young 
people plunged deep into the green shadows of 
the tropical forest. It seemed much more lonely 
and awesome to them now than on the day 
before. Now there were no Spaniards about 
the edges, and the Indians also had disap- 
peared. Everybody was on the beach about the 
grounded flag-ship, or on board the caravels 
which were waiting their turn to go ashore. 

It was surprise on surprise, as they went for- 
ward through the tangle of verdure, where the 
tallest trees seemed to be interwoven with the 
lowest plants and: flowers by vast curtains of 
vines. 
The two pages had to open violent passage 

through some of the walls of foliage—barriers 
of vines and flower-covered bushes swarming 
with an invisible and noisy insect life. Fer- 
nando had borrowed a knife from an apprentice 
on the flag-ship, and cutting with this weapon 
and pulling with his strong arms, he would 
always succeed in finding a passage for himself 
and his companion. But each of these per- 
forations would provoke a clamorous flight of 
frightened animals—insects with cuirasses like 

' colored gems—some green as emeralds, others 
red as rubies and others of the soft blue of 
sapphire; butterflies that went flying off like 
great winged flowers; parrots and parrakeets 

| which would start up from the trees overhead 
and fly off to others farther along, keeping u 
meantime a continuous chatter with their al- 

' most human voices; monkeys that would 
scamper along the horizontal branches, and 
stand on their legs to throw rains of green fruit 
to the ground; humming-birds and fly-birds— 
little jewels of moving color as delicate as 
Chinese silk! — 

In other places the forest was utterly silent. 
The insects and the parrots, as well as silent 
songless birds that seemed to speak noisily to 
the eye with the multicolored silks of their 
plumage, clung to the edges of the forest where 
the open would be within easy reach. In such 
spots, giant ferns wove their leaves into mats 
overhead, making domes impenetrable to the 
direct beams of the sun. 

In spite of the presence of her sturdy lover, 
Lucero gradually lost courage in the heart of 
this dark mystery. It was as though all the 
fears instilled in her by the tales of her girlhood 

| were suddenly coming to life, to destroy her 
interest in all the strange and beautiful insects 

| and flowers which Fernando was gradually ac- 
cumulating for Master Diego. 

“Let’s get out into the open!” she begged, 
pointing instinctively in the direction in which, 
a half-hour before, she had noticed a glimmer 
of the sea. 

They started off on a straight line, breaking 
through the vines in front of them, bringing 
down showers of dead leaves upon their heads 
and provoking a great commotion among mon- 
keys and parrots, and came out into a space 
where the vegetation was lower and _less 
crowded and groves of great trees reached down 
to a sea beach of fine sand. There they threw 
off their wet shoes to feel the warmth of the 
hot golden sand, and then they went nearer to 
the water where the beach was still wet from 
the previous tide. 

ey were now very far from the mouth of 
the estuary. This beach belonged to the ocean 
shore, though it sloped seaward very gradually 
under a water that was smooth, motionless, and 
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‘Dull Teeth—Discolored’ Teeth 
Result from dingy film 

How to remove film— 

the question millions are 

asking. Now a special 

film-removing formula 

is urged by dentists. 

Please accept free 10-day 

supply 

The Fi 
that discolors teeth and 

foster serious tooth 

and gum disorders 

HE misfortune of cloudy, unattrac- 
tive teeth might be accepted if nature 

were to blame. But dull teeth and pale 
gums softened by disease are not natural 
conditions. 

In a startling number of cases dental 
science now traces the chief cause of dis- 
colored teeth and serious tooth and gum 

disorders to a film that forms. When it 
is removed a marvelous change takes 
place. Teeth become dazzling white and 
are less subject to decay. Gums grow 
firmer and regain their rose-like color. By 
all means test its powers for 10 days free. 

Film —its dangers 

Run your tongue across your teeth and 
you will feel the dreaded coating—film. 
It clings to crevices and stays. It absorbs 
ugly stains from foods and smoking. 

Film hardens into tartar—thus invites 
decay. Germs by the millions breed in 
it. And germs with tartar are the chief 
cause of pyorrhea. 

How the new way 
removes film 

Brushing fails to remove 
film successfully. Now 
the world of science 

Glorious, white teeth that gleam and sparkle 
come when dingy film is removed this way. 

produces a special film-removing agent. 
First it curdles film, Then light brushing 
easily removes it. 

Teeth begin to whiten. The danger of 
decay is removed. The source of pyorrhea 
and bleeding gums is combated. And 
many of the ills that appear in later life 
are immeasurably lessened. 

Try this way for 10 days—Free 
Remove film by this method for 10 days. 
A glorious surprise awaits you. Teeth 
regain sparkling whiteness. Smiles grow 
far more charming. This is a great step 

toward a winning -per- 
sonality. The greatest 
movie star could never 
have succeeded with dull, 
unattractive teeth. 

Get a full-size tube 
wherever dentifrices are 

Pepsodent 
The Special Film-Removing Dentifrice 

sold, or send coupon below to nearest 

— for free 10-day tube. 
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FREE —10- DAY “TUBE 
Mail coupon to 

Dept. 172, 1104 S. Wabash Ave., 

The Pepsodent Co., 

Chicago, Iil., U. S. A. 

City.:. 

Other Offices: The Pepsodent Co., 191 
George St., Toronto 2, Ont., Can.; 42 
Southwark Bridge Rd., London, S. E. 1, 
Eng.; (Australia), Ltd., 72 Wentworth 
Ave., Sydney, N. S. W. 

Only one tube to a family. 3064 
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CHAPPED 
HANDS 

are social 

Outcasts 

"Tuey just don’t 
belong. They ex- 
press bad form 
more clearly than 
an ill-fitting frock. 
If they’re red, 
rough and unsight- 
ly, they Surtin more 
ways than one... 
They hurtyour self- 
esteem—hurt your 
rating in the eyes 
of others. 

Frostilla is the skin’s modiste. It remodels 
wind - bitten, calloused hands. In place 
of that chapped surface, it leaves a satin 
smoothness, lovely to touch and behold. 

If your hands have not known the gentle 
guardianship of soothing Frostilla— 
don’t despair. It’s not too late. Begin 
its use today. Pour a little of this delight- 
fully scented balm into your cupped hand. 
Lightly massage over the wrists, on the 
back of the hands, along the fingers. 

Note how gratefully the skin responds— 
how swiftly the caddans subsides and the 
parched area becomes supple and white. 
Women who would be smart to their very 
finger tips, find Frostilla a friend indeed. 

In modern, blue-labelled boudoir bottles, Frostilla 
is 50c and $1, at drug and department stores in the 
U. S. and Canada. Or write for an attractive, useful 
sample sent FREE on request. Department 238. 

The Frostilla Co., Elmira, N.Y., and Toronto, Can. 
(Sales Reps.: Harold F. Ritchie & Company, Inc., 

Madison Avenue, at 34th Street, New York City.) 

FROSTILLA 
jor 

exposed and 
irritated skin 

© 1928, The Frostilla Ca, 
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crystal pure. There was no surf. Outlying bars, 
so distant and so low as to be barely visible, 
despite the moderate breakers that could 
eventually be spied upon them, created this 
vast but sheltered pool. 

After so many days at sea, Fernando was al- 
ready acquiring a mariner’s eye for the pe- 
culiarities of the ocean’s surface, noting and 
interpreting the least disturbances on the 
liquid plain. Beyond the bars he could see 
black streaks darting swiftly this way and that, 
and in the middle of each streak a short black 
triangular fin. Sharks were the ever-vigilant 
watchmen of these ocean lanes formed by the 
angulations of so many islands. They had 
come out to meet the fleet off Guanahani, and 
had followed the evolutions of the vessels ever 
since, lying rapaciously in wait for anything that 
might come overboard. All kinds of smaller 
fish swarmed in the waters of this inner lagoon, 
hiding among the rocks on its bottom and pro- 
creating there, as though this were a great arti- 
ficial pound for their breeding. 

At various intervals along the beach Lucero 
and her companion could climb far out into the 
deep water by leaping from rock to rock, to 
enjoy the glassy splendors of the deeper pools 
cut by darting rays of color as the fish shot 
away in fright. 

The beauty of this maritime paradise 
awakened new trains of thought in the two 
young people. They never had felt free to in- 
dulge in one of those moments of relaxation 
which would expose them to surprise. But 
here on the shore of an open sea they felt con- 
fident and safe again. Why not swim? It was 
as though this paradise of sea and forest, full 
of color and light and eternal youth, gave them 
that same natural innocence of the Indians 
who lived with a frank and childlike openness 
in the face of Nature, as did Adam and Eve 
before the Fall. 

The impetuous “broom” was out of his 
clothes in an instant, and turning toward the 
sea, he dived headlong from the top of a rock. 
A second later he came to the surface, blowing 
and puffing like a Triton, passing a hand over 
his drenched hair and treading water with 
motions of legs and arms that sent out waves 
in circles over the placid mirror of the lagoon. 

“Tt’s warm! It’s warm!” he cried. “As good 
as a Moorish bath! Come in!” 

Hesitating a moment, and looking furtively 
about this way and that, the Admiral’s valet 
sought the shelter of a boulder and began tak- 
ing off her clothes. Anxious as she was to avoid 
surprise, the girl did not dare imitate her lover 
and plunge headlong into the lagoon. She 
stepped from the shelter of the rock, ran 
rapidly down the beach and into the water, 
where Cuevas was waiting for her just within her 
depth. She gave cries of delight as she began 
to swim, then others of fear as she found that 
her feet no longer touched the bottom; and she 
dug her hands into Fernando’s strong shoulders 
and threw her arms about his neck, to seek 
support. 

More than an hour they passed sporting in 
that quiet lagoon where the water, as the noon- 
day sun touched the zenith, seemed to sleep 
in an ever profounder calm. Then they went 
ashore, accustomed now to each other’s nudity, 
walking about with the self-possession of the 
naked Indians they had seen the day before. 

“T am hungry!” Lucero suddenly exclaimed. 
They went to a tree that stood on the edge 

of the forest and ate of its fruit, though they 
did not know its name. Going farther along 
the beach they came upon a brook, doubtless 
running seaward from one of the ponds in the 
forest but with water pure and sweet. They 
got down on all fours, like animals, and drank, 
laughing gaily at each other as they lifted their 
faces and saw them dripping wet. 

“T am tired!” said Lucero. 
They spied at some distance an enormous 

tree that stood out from the forest on the shore 
all by itself, apparently suffocating with its 

thick shade all minor plants and trees that 
might have contested its enjoyment of ex- 
clusive rights to the sunshine and the cool salt 
air of the sea. 

Naked, their bodies still glowing from the 
recent swim, the boy and the girl sat down in 
one of the moss-covered nooks between the 
roots. 

The day, now at high noon, was indeed hot, 
Out from the forest came great waves of steam- 
ing fragrance that seemed to sweep under the 
cool defenses of the tree that was protecting 
them and drown them in a sweetly intoxicat- 
ing swoon. Lucero’s delicate form sank com- 
fortably into the soft moss, and as Fernando 
sat. gently caressing her hand, her head 
drooped and she fell asleep. Fernando sat there 
for a long time without moving, his eyes look- 
ing out over the dazzling sea. And soon he too 
was asleep, his arm limply resting over Lucero’s 
shoulder. 

There were some moments of absolute si- 
lence. The two lovers slept placidly on. 

Had they been awake, they might have seen 
a man’s head appear over the wheel of tree 
roots, and then the form of a man stride for- 
ward till it stood at the foot of the tree. The 
man was dressed in the fashion of the whites. 
There was no sword on his left side, but in his 
belt he carried a long sailor’s knife. 

The man started with surprise and then 
looked down at the two nudities sleeping at his 
feet. But then his gaze halted on the more 
slender of the two forms, enticing with femi- 
nine rotundities. Had Fernando been awake 
he would have known the man. He would have 
recognized William Garvey. 

The Irishman had had a busy day. Fora 
time he had worked. with the other sailors 
about the hull of the Santa Maria; but shortly 
the once royal butler, after loitering about in 
company with the Admiral, had decided to 
make an excursion on his own account into the 
near-by wilderness. Garvey observed that 
Gonzalez had taken the direction just previous- 
ly followed by Fernando and Lucero. So, 
choosing the proper moment, he slipped away 
from his work, and followed the trail of 
Gonzalez. This desertion he knew he would 
have to pay for with some-severe punishment 
or other; but he was willing to risk it, to take 
advantage of an opportunity he had long been 
seeking. On shipboard, the pompous butler 
had enjoyed exceptional protection as a friend 
of the Admiral. In the woods along the shore 
there were now only Master Diego, the herb- 
arist, the two boys, Fernando and Lucero, and 
this man, his enemy. The thick undergrowth 
would offer plenty of chances to repay a few 
insults without interference from others! 

It was two hours before Garvey actually 
caught sight of his enemy. He noticed that the 
man’s trail never went deep into the woods, 
but followed the edges, whence in a few steps it 
would be possible to reach the shore. Eventu- 
ally Gonzalez also caught sight of Garvey, and 
made a move in his direction. He thought he 
would ask the Irishman with whose permission 
he had abandoned his work and why he was 
following him; but though he was armed witha 
sword and a stout stick, the sight of the knife 
at the sailor’s belt counseled prudence. The 
butler decided rather to avoid the encounter 
and shake off the Irishman’s pursuit by devious 
twists and turns in his path inside the thicket. 
This would mean losing the trail of Fernando 
and Lucero, which he had been following; but 
it would mean escaping the vengeance of the 
Irishman whom he had beaten! 

Garvey in fact was shortly lost in the woods, 
except that his keen sense of hearing always 
gave him the bearings of the shore. He gave 
up the chase of Gonzalez and made for the dis- 
tant roar of the surf. 
He came out into the open near a great tree. 

Just beyond, to his astonishment, he came 
upon the two pages—and one of them was @ 
girl! 

A fight to the death with poisoned arrows, an encounter with unfriendly 
Savages and the termination of the lovers’ long exile take place in 
the Concluding Instalment of Blasco Ibafez’ novel—Next Month 
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:| Baby’s Health 
demands 

that foods be kept at those temperatures provided 

unfailingly by Frigidaire 

OW carefully you watch and 

H guard the foods your baby eats. 

But what about refrigeration? It is 

one of the most important and vital 

factors in baby’s health. 

Physicians everywhere agree that 

safe refrigeration means temperatures 

well below 50 degrees. Frigidaire 

provides these temperatures. . . unfail- 

ingly. Itis powered tomeetevery emer- 

gency in the hottest of weather or the 

warmest of kitchens...powered to 

hold safe temperatures day after day, 

month aftermonth, and year after year. 

Cleanliness, too 

This surplus power means the differ- 

ence between certainty and doubt, the 

difference between absolute protec- 

tion and worry. And this is one reason 

why there are more Frigidaires in use 

today than all other electric refriger- 

ators combined. 

Still another safeguard to health is 

provided by the New Frigidaire . . . 

cleanliness. Theshelves areremovable. 

The lining is of seamless porcelain 

enamel. Inside and out the entire cabi- 

net is as easily cleaned as a china plate. 

There is nothing to catch dust or dirt. 

Consider these features 

See the New Frigidaire. Only then 

can you appreciate all that it offers. 

See the beauty of the cabinet. Note 

the simplicity of operation. Listen 

for the sound of the motor. You don’t 

hear it start, stop, or run. Get the 

facts on low prices and the liberal 

G.M. A.C. partial payment plan. Call 

at the nearest Frigidaire display room 

at your first opportunity. 

Write for this book 

May we send you a copy of our book 

on healthful refrigeration? Photo- 

graphs taken through the microscope 

tell an interesting and convincing 

story of what happens to food at 

different temperatures. A copy will 

be mailed on request. Frigidaire 

Corporation, Subsidiary of General 

Motors Corporation, Dayton, Ohio. 

FRIGIDAIRE 
PRODUC G EN ER ACL 

| Ree 

MOTORS 

FRIGIDAIRE CORPORATION, 
Dept. V-63, Dayton, Ohio. 

Flease send me your book on healthful refrigeration. 



Keep Friendships Alive 
... by Telephone! 

CLA Bell System Advertisement 

FrIENDs move away to other cities, 
but friendships need not be lost 
. . . they can be kept alive so 
easily, nowadays, by telephone. A 
telephone call takes but a few 

minutes. It is inexpensive. And it 
gives such large returns in friend- 
ship and satisfaction. 

Place a call for some out of 
town friend, today. The con- 
nection is made almost as quickly 
as a local call. The ease with 
which you hear your friend’s 
voice will amaze you. And you 
will be gratified by her pleasure 
in your thoughtfulness. 

There is intimacy in telephone 
conversation. It is an ideal way to 
pay a short visit. No fuss of pack- 
ing. No crowded highways. An 
out of town call is a round trip— 
without leaving home. Its cost is 
surprisingly low. 
When friends are ill... or when 

they are celebrating wedding or 
other anniversaries . . . or when 
birthdays come around . . . join 
them with your own voice. Keep 
friendships alive by telephone. 

Remember that extension tele- 
phones throughout your house 
are a great convenience, and they 
mean a world of comfort at very 
little cost. 

Say “CENTURY” and 
Edition of the world’s 
world’s Best Co 
cents in C 

8s 15 cents 

logue at your dealers, or write us. 

Century Music Publishing Co. 
247 West 40th Street 

New York City 

HEET Music 
the world’s Best 

est Music by the 
It’ (20 ee 

anada); 2500 selections for Piano, 
Piano Duos, Violin and Piano, Saxophone- 
Mandohn, Guitar and Vocal. Get free cata- 

15¢ 

B urpee’s ceds 
Grow 

The Vegetablesand Flowers 
you would like to see grow- 
ing in your garden—read 

about them in 
B *s Annual 

It dehetibes Burpee Qual- 
ity Seeds, Bulbs and Plants. 
A million people use it as 
their garden guide. 

Writefor yourANNUAL 
today. It’s free. 

W. Atlee Burpee Co. 
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This is Why You 
Act That Way 

(Continued from page 79) 

must be able to do certain things or they 
cannot live; implanted in their very nature 
must be certain fundamental emotions or 
drives. Every move they make results from 
an organic drive. They must satisfy hunger, 
they must kill or escape from their enemies, 

| they must get rid of pain; or they die. 
It remained for a scientist of this generation 

to expose one of nature’s most cunning and 
deeply hidden secrets whereby these organic 
drives are reinforced in the crises of life. Few 
books since Darwin’s “Origin of Species” have 
given us such insight into human conduct as 
Cannon’s “Bodily Changes in Pain, Hunger, 
Fear and Rage.”’ Let us look at these changes, 

Suppose I inject into your arm a tiny bit of 
a certain drug. Picked up by your blood, it 
has soon passed: the doorstep of every one of- 
the trillions of cells of your body. ~ 

Your heart begins to pound as though it 
would break through your chest. You breathe 
faster and easier. Your face flushes, then pales. 
Your hands tremble, your knees shake. Your 
pupils dilate. Your hair stands on end and 

| your skin goose-fleshes. Look at yourself ina 
| mirror: you look scared! What you cannot see 
| are the changes within your body. 

Your visceral blood-vessels contracted, 
thereby forcing the blood into other parts of 
your body, hence your flushed face. The blood- 
vessels of your skin contracted, hence your 

' pallor; hence the greater burden on your heart 
to keep the bl in circulation. Your liver 
converted some glycogen, or animal starch, 
into a simple sugar called glucose; that sugar is 
now in your blood. 

These bodily changes have changed you; 
you are a different person—in the twinkling of 
an eye as it were. Let us see. 

With less blood in your viscera, the vital 
processes of digestion are slowed down toa 
practical standstill; they cannot work without 
lots of blood; only in the blood can they find 
materials to work with, energy to work with. 

Because of that drug in your body you now 
have more sugar (potential energy) in your 
blood than you had a moment ago. That en- 
ergy is less available for your viscera, more 
available for the big muscles of your arms, legs 
and trunk—the muscles with which you fight 
or run—and for your brain which directs fight 
or flight. 

This is not all. Why your pallor? Your skin 
vessels are smaller than they were. If I were 
to gash your face or any part of your body, you 
would not bleed as fast as you would have done 
a moment ago—the escape of blood from the 
body is slowed down. More amazing still, 
your blood itself, because of that drug, will 
now coagulate more rapidly than it would 
otherwise! Do you begin to see the biologic 
usefulness of the changes this drug induces? 

Suppose you have just eaten a hearty meal 
and are now stretched out at your ease, lazily 
enjoying life under a tree in the meadow, 

| thinking about nothing in particular and there- 
| fore needing no, great amount of blood in your 
thinking or motor apparatus. But inside your 
body enormous physical and chemical activity 
is going on in your thirty-two-feet-long all- 
mentary canal. In short, your digestive proc- 
esses have the call on your blood. 

You are suddenly aroused from your stupor 
by a bull. He is only a few feet eer pawing 
the earth, head lowered. What you do! 

Here is where this cunning device of nature 
plays its hand. For the drug which I, figur- 
atively speaking, injected into your arm, 35 
now shot into your blood. That drug is 
nin, manufactured in a pair of your own 
chemical laboratories called, because of their 

position just above the kidneys, adrenal glands. 
The biologic usefulness ef adrenin? What 

matters it whether your stomach goes on di- 
gesting that meal or not, confronted as it 5 
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with the bull’s horns? It is infinitely more im- 
rtant that you get your stomach out of 

’s way. 
Meee your digestive system has obliged 
your lungs, brain and legs with an extra supply 
of energy, you can now beat your record for the 
hundred-yard dash, climb © tree hitherto im- 

ible or put more cun) ‘ng into your stra- 
tegic handling of a bull than you ever thought 
you could. Adrenin, in short, has more than 
“pepped” you up, it has put your body on a 
war footing; mobilized all your forces to enable 
you to fight harder, run faster, think quicker 
than you could in times of peace. 
Adrenin is released into our blood in every 

emotional crisis. It is a crisis mechanism, 
available for every normal human being in 
every crisis. 
The adrenal glands are vital organs. Re- 

move them: we die. Any upset in their normal 
functioning upsets us and makes us behave 
abnormally. The drug they secrete is one of 
the most potent known to science. How po- 
tent? Professor Hoskins worked this out in 
terms: of city watering-carts of 265 gallons 
each; it would require the water of a twenty- 
mile procession of such carts to reduce an 
ounce of adrenin to a test dose! Diluted to one 
part in 330,000,000, it depresses the intestinal 
canal. Had I injected a large dose into your 
arm it would have killed you. 
Note again what an infinitesimal amount of 

adrenin depresses your alimentary canal, and 
then begin to use your imagination. How 
many times have you felt depressed this week? 
How many times have you been emotionally 
aroused? 
Any strong emotional excitement—anger, 

fear, grief, pain, longing, vexation, worry or 
anxiety—slows down your vital processes; 
more exactly, stops digestion. Note, too, that 
the emotional factors which upset digestion 
are more powerful in their influence than the 
factors which promote it. To this add the 
fact that most of us are more creatures of 
emotion than of intellect, and we have some | 
idea of the price we pay for our struggle and 
worry. 
The prime factor in any well-ordered life is a 

sound, healthy alimentary canal, always fit 
to function as nature intended it. Whatever 
upsets it upsets us. Nothing can upset it so 
quickly as hunger, rage, fear or pain. 

Pain can be as potent in the release of adre- 
nin as a towering rage or an abject fear. Man 
no less than other animals in pain is moved to 
action to get rid of the pain. But why the cold 
sweat in an agony of pain or terror? 

Pain or fear calls for action—action, as we 
just saw, in the muscle engines which move the 
body rather than in the muscle engines which 
prepare the body’s energies. These motor 
muscles in work produce heat. That heat must 
be got rid of through sweat to preserve normal 
temperature. The cold sweat of pain or fear 
Is an emergency reaction, cooling the body in 
anticipation of hard work to come! 
_Fainting following strong emotion is a 
similar anticipatory reaction. Work in skeletal 
muscles releases carbon dioxid, the end-prod- 
uct of sugar oxidation in the working muscle. 
Excess carbon dioxid in the blood speeds up 
breathing, whereby the blood is relieved of its 
carbon dioxid and replenishes its supply of 
oxygen; but if the excess carbon dioxid be pro- 
longed it paralyzes the respiratory center, 
inducing asphyxia: fainting. But asphyxia 
itself liberates adrenin, which so acts on the 
muscle walls of the bronchioles of the lungs as 
to make breathing easier. Consequently 
fainting, while it seems to impair the body’s 
efficiency, really prepares the body to meet an 
emergency by inducing an additional discharge 
of adrenin into the blood. 
Or take the matter of “second wind,” which 

has won many a race and many a fight in many 
afield of endeavor. What happens? Some ad- 
ditional stimulus appears to liberate more 

in, whereby more sugar is poured into the 
blood, and the fighter or runner breathes easier, 

more energy to expend. Vigor has been re- 
hewed, as it were, by a miracle. 
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callie, 

‘Oh! how I hate to 
get up in the morning. 

NY morning that you do, it’s 
pretty nearly an infallible sign 

that a glass of Sal Hepatica will do you 
a world of good! 

As soon as your toes touch the floor, 
make straight for the bathroom and 
mix yourself this sparkling drink—1 
glass of clear water, hot or cold; and 
1 teaspoonful of Sal Hepatica. 

For there is nothing like the saline 
method of ridding you of constipation 
and “acid stomach” promptly. And 
the few seconds it takes to drink down 
Sal Hepatica keep you feeling fresh 
and fit from breakfast on. 

In Europe, at the famous spas to 
which physicians send their patients, 

Sal Hepatica 
At your druggist’s 30c, 60c, and $1.20 

it is the invariable practice to start each 
day by drinking a mild solution of 
salines. Sal Hepatica is the practical 

equivalent of these salines. 

ConsTIPATION— rheumatism— 
headaches—colds— indigestion—com- 
plexion disorders—and the long list of 
ailments that have a common root in lax 
elimination, succumb to the benefits of 
Sal Hepatica. 

Ask your doctor about Sal Hepatica. 
Buy a bottle at your druggist’s. Then 
when you feel dull and draggy at the 
prospect of another day—fortify your- 
self with a sparkling solution of water 
and Sal Hepatica. 

Sal Hepatica is prompt in its action 
—speedy in its result—it keeps you 
feeling ‘‘in the pink”’ all day long. 

Bristot-Myers Co., 
Dept. E29, 71 West St., New York. @ 

Kindly send me the Free Booklet that explains 
the causes and effects of internal congestion. 

Name. 

Address, 

City. State. 
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We are now better, prepared to understand 
why it is that men freed from the inhibitions 
which restrain them in the ordinary walks of 
life can, as members of a mob or an army, be- 
come so roused to-fear or rage that they almost 
literally cease to be human beings. 

Likewise we can now see how, under the sway 
of these strong emotions, especially when rein- 
forced by adrenin, our capacity to kill and our 
ingenuity in killing may be so increased be- 
yond what we have learned to regard as normal 
behavior that we can commit murder for such 
an insignificant thing as a fancied insult. 

No human body can perform its normal 
functions when we are gripped by pain, rage, 
or fear. 

Let us now look into the matter of control. 
Control? So to control our emotions that 

they will not drive us crazy or into a felon’s 
cell or a dyspeptic’s grave; our hunger, that 
we will not cry for caviar; our rage, that we 
can plan how each noxious thing, situation, 
or person may be dealt with; our fears, that 
we can save our adrenin for the supreme effort 
wh2n we must keep wide-eyed and alert to 
:@° 2a human life; our pain, that we can use our 
brain to learn its cause and alleviate suffering. 
Such control is worth great effort and the ex- 
penditure of much adrenin. 

LL of us are born without specific hates, 
fears, appetites or loves. We learn. We 

have years and years in which to learn; parents 
and relatives and society to teach us. 

Inherent in our nature is a capacity to rage. 
At what? At anything which restrains our 
freedom. But, you may say, our freedom is 
restrained a thousand times in a thousand 
ways, and we accept restraint as though we 
had been born roped and hog-tied. Yes; and 
we boil with rage thousands of times at thou- 
sands of things we hate because we think they 
impede our progress. “Freedom” does not 
seem to get us anywhere. 

Let us take a fresh start: an hour-old baby. 
Gently pinion its arms by its sides or hold its 
nose tightly enough to force it to breathe 
through its mouth: in short, restrict the free 
movement of its little body. That hour-old 
infant gets angry. How do we know? By 
the way it struggles and squirms, slashes out 
with its feet and gets red in the face. 

Mere physical restraint drove it to anger. 
The mere pinioning of its arms was a stimulus 
to call out a rage reaction. The infant was en- 
raged because it was irritated. All animal 
protoplasm is irritable. Rage itself did not 
cause its blood to boil; rage speeded up its 
heart-beat; rage also released adrenin, which 
would of itself produce these bodily changes. 
As a result, our calm little baby vegetable 
suddenly beca.ne a wildcat. 

Suppose I repeat that performance on an 
infant. That rage response will become condi- 
tioned to a new stimulus. The mere sight of 
me sets off its rage behavior! 

Adrenin is a marvelous drug and works 
magic; but do not overlook the astounding 
capacity of infants, children and grown-ups to 
become enraged when their particular brand of 
freedom is jeopardized. What is their brand? 
The brand they learned to like, the brand to 
which they are accustomed, habituated. Any- 
thing which hampers, hinders or threatens 
their “rights,”’ privileges, relatives, friends, 
protectors or providers enrages them. In fact, 
the child must learn to hate the things its 
parents hate, before it is welcomed as a child 
of their very own, after their very own hearts. 

The emotion fear, as we saw, is twin to rage 
—but, like Judy O’Grady and the colonel’s 
lady, alike only under the skin. If you cannot 
run as fast as the bull—or a madman—your 
cowardice may turn to bravery and you will 
fight, and possibly prove a better fighter than 
a runner. Many a hunted coward has turned 
on his pursuers and fought like a demon. 

Let us have the baby again; let us see how 
we can make it jump when we jump, scream 
with terror when a bat flies into the room, a 
mouse runs across the floor, or father scolds 
mother: how, in short, we can train a boy or 
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girl in a few years to be a sneaking, sniveling 
coward. It can be done. It has been done so 
often that thousands of men and women 
slink or shrink through life and only call their 
souls their own within sight or sound of mother 
or father. Some grow up in fear even of life 
itself; they look to death to set them free. 
Even more go through life so afraid of death 
they never give themselves a chance to live. 

Observe the baby again. It is sucking its 
thumb, at peace with all the world. I give the 
sheet on which it is lying a quick jerk, or I pick 
it up and drop it on a soft pillow, or I slam a 
door, or the thunder crashes. That calm, 
peaceful child suddenly vanishes; instead is a 
terrified infant looking for all the world as 
though it had just received an injection of 
adrenin. It looks, acts, and is scared. Fear 
moves it to look and act scared. 

No other stimulus will move an infant to 
exhibit that fear reaction. But it can learn to 
react to other stimuli; it will be trained, con- 
ditioned, by parents, teachers, playmates, 
society. The possible damage an ignorant 
mother or nurse can do a child in a few days is 
incalculable. And there is no excuse these 
days for ignorance. 

Situations or stimuli which bring out fea 
reactions become specific in the same manner 
as do those which elicit the kindred response 
of rage. And so as the years pass the child 
grows up with its own varied but individual 
learned repertoire of stimuli which provoke it 
to anger or move it to fear. 

These repertoires of learned behavior pat- 
terns become individualized for the child and 
the child itself conditioned negatively or posi- 
tively toward almost everything in its little 
universe. Bodily injury or pain also becomes a 
great factor in this emotional organization. 

The flicker of a candle catches its eye; it 
reaches out for it; is burned. We need not say 
that it has learned to hate the candle or to be 
afraid of it, but because of its experience it has 
become negatively conditioned to the candle, 
has an emotional slant toward it; it does not 
reach out for it. If badly burned, the sight of 
an unlighted candle may even drive the child 
to scream with fear. A playing child rudely 
knocked over by a barking dog may be so emo- 
tionally upset that it will go through life shy- 
ing at dogs, jumping when they bark, possibly 
disliking people who fondle dogs. 

These early conditioned fears may become 
so ingrained that they result in phobias which 
persist for life and mar life’s happiness by 
closing doors to situations which might be 
explored to profit and interest. 

Children also easily become conditioned by 
the reactions of parents, playmates, associates. 
The sound of a child screaming with terror may 
release the fear reaction in a whole group. 

Apply these principles to the child’s reper- 
toire of foods which stimulate its salivary 
glands to action—make its mouth water. Its 
food appetite gets “set” in particular ways. 
Hunger drives it to seek food; it quiets that 
drive with foods it has learned by experience 
to like. 

Sex or love responses likewise become condi- 
tioned along specific lines. It smiles, gurgles 
or coos when it is handled gently. 

There is a difference, of course, between the 
child’s reactions due to positive conditioning 
and those which are built in on specific tactile 
stimuli. There is a difference, for example, 
between the child’s fondness for its dog and its 
love for its mother, but not as great a difference 
as is assumed. The child at birth has no 
mother-love instinct; it learns to love its 
mother, but only if she handles and treats it 
lovingly. Many a child’s resentment and 
animosity toward its father starts with built-in 
negative conditioning or more positive rage 
reactions when the father handles it roughly. 

Children may also learn to crave biologically 
useless foods and to seek socially useless and 
sexually noxious excitement through the same 
mechanisms of drives and conditioning. Such 
forms of behavior are learned, and to the 
abnormal individual are as normal as _ bio- 
logically sound and socially useful behavior is 

to the normal. Such emotional states as awe, 
reverence, grief, sorrow, resentment, and all 
forms of abnormal food and sex behavior, are 
learned behavior. 

Control, then, so far as the growing child js 
concerned, is in the hands of its teachers and 
arents, especially parents. The great point 

is to guard the child during its formative days 
as far as possible from any and all situations 
which injure it or move it to anger or fear. 

This requires intelligence and eternal vigi- 
lance on the part of parent or teacher. It can 
learn to handle red-hot pokers with tongs and 
pull cats’ tails with gloves. By gradually 
introducing the child to hot pokers and cats’ 
tails, it will be taught how to deal with pokers 
and cats unemotionally. For pokers and cats’ 
tails substitute anything and everything that 
comes within range of the child’s eyes, ears, 
nose, tongue and fingers. 

That is what we have eyes, ears and fingers 
for—to sense things with, to learn sense. The 
man of common sense can use his sense organs 
without being emotionally upset by the things 
he sees, hears, smells or touches; without fear- 
ing the unknown world or hating the known. 
But common sense is rare. We get emotionally 
excited when there is no need for a foot-race or 
a fist fight. We form emotional habits which 
are biologically useless and socially dangerous. 

Planning, calculating and reasoning do not 
cost nearly as much energy as foot-racing or 
fist fighting, nor do they call heavily on the 
energy needs of the purely vital functions. In 
other words, we can think hard without robbing 
the viscera of their supplies, but we cannot run 
or fight without robbing them. But if our 
thinking worries us, we can get so emotionally 
upset that we can neither solve our problem, 
digest our dinner nor make love to our wife. 

The person who runs like a deer from a 
mouse and faints at a shadow, who cries for 
hours or worries for weeks over a slight, an 
injustice or a pain and does nothing with 
hands and brain to remove slight, injustice or 
pain, is a person controlled by emotion. Such 
a person, like a ship without rudder or helms- 
man, is likely to go on the rocks in a gentle 
breeze. 
No one can suffer a continuous crisis for 

three hundred and sixty-four days and have 
an emergency ration for the three hundred and 
sixty-fifth day when the real crisis comes. 

If we were trained when young to meet 
crises with a cool eye and critical judgment, 
we are likely to take crises as they come and 
meet them like reasonable human beings or 
accept inevitable defeat without tears, tan- 
trums and vain regrets. But if as children we 
had crises every day and to each responded 
like a bully, a baby or a sniveling cur, we are 
not likely to meet a real crisis without grave 
injury to ourselves and grief to our friends. 
In short, our emotional habits are bad and 
useless, or they are good and useful. 

“Control,” then, comes down to the matter 
of a well-trained, well-organized emotional 
repertoire: a taste for sound foods, an interest 
in human beings and love for a mate, a ha- 
tred of shams, hypocrisy, and every form of 
social inequality and injustice, fear of nothing, 
and a keen and alert curiosity about every- 
thing, tempered by common sense and a due 
regard for others’ whims and foibles. 

ov have emotions; they will move you as 
long as you live. Do yours move you in bio- 

logically useful and socially acceptable ways? 
You inventory your worldly goods; why not 
inventory your emotional assets and liabilities? 
And begin with health—your internal condi- 
tion. 

If your viscera are upset most of the time, 
you are likely to be upset for a long time. 

You cannot have a sound mind without @ 
sound body, nor compose your soul in peace 
unless your body is at peace. And your body 
cannot be at peace if you keep it eternally on@ 
war footing. 

Your ancestors had to meet their crises with — 
their feet or their fists; the victors today are 
the cleverest, shrewdest, and wisest thinl.ets. 
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The Flagrant Years by Samuel Hopkins Adams (cominued from page 46) 
if it hadn’t been for the old man’s pull.” 

She considered. “Were you drunk, Ponty?” 
“Of course.” 
“What do you do it for?” 
“f dunno. I just do it.” 
“What does your uncle think of it?” 
“He’s sore. What do you?” 
“T think it’s perfectly dumb, if-you ask me.” 
“T'll swear off if you want me to.” 
“J don’t want to be appointed guardian of 

your immortal soul,” returned the girl. ‘“Be- 
sides, you’ve probably sworn off before.” 

“Yes; I have,” he admitted ruefully. 
“Still, you kept sober that night at the 

Barn.’ She was seeking defenses for him since 
he would not defend himself. 
“Because you were with me.” 

HE smiled at him. “That’s a flattering 
reason but not a very reliable one. I can’t 

always be with you.” 
“Why not?” 
“Don’t be stupid, Ponty,” she returned, 

taken aback by the quiet challenge of the 
question. 
“No; I mean it. Why can’t we dine together 

like this and do whatever you like afterwards; 
dance, or a show, or motor?” 
“Why, we can, sometimes.” 
“TJ don’t mean sometimes,” he came back 

y. 
“You’d be tired to death of me in a month,” 

she laughed. What she really meant was that 
she would soon be bored by the constant asso- 
ciation leading to—what? In spite of her 
liking for him when she was with him, she knew 
in her heart that he could not touch her imagi- 
nation, that they had little to say to each other. 
Without that underlying companionship, his 
physical attractiveness would wane. - 
Now he was protesting. And she felt a pang 

of compunction. 
“But my dear,” she tried to explain, “I 

don’t want to be fed.” 
“You’ve got to eat somewhere.” 
“Tf you saw some of the places!” 
“T wouldn’t care. I’d take you anywhere 

you want to go, any time. Just give me a 
chance.” 

(She thought to herself: Oh, don’t be so 
humble! Who wants a shaggy dog to lead 
around on a leash!) 
Two men passed them and were bowed into 

an alcove by a wraithlike waiter. One of them 
just missed seeing a signal from Pontefract. 

“Tt’s Chick Summers.” He rose and went 
over. “Hello, Chick!” 
The man thus greeted got up unsteadily. 

“What-ho, Rowdy!” He grasped the other’s 
hand with his own left. His right sleeve flapped. 

“Chick! I didn’t know. How did you lose 
your arm?” 
The maimed man gave the question due and 

gtave consideration. ‘‘Well, you can’t always 
win,” he said reasonably. 

Consuelo’s laughter pealed, irrepressible, at 
what seemed to her the absolutely comprehen- 
sive answer, perfect in its absurdity. Upon 
that joysome sound a face peered out beyond 
the angle of the alcove and was swiftly with- 
drawn. The ciiople appealed to Connie, as a 
sympathetic and understanding spirit. 
“Can you?” he said. 

_ “Certainly not,” she replied warmly. “And 
« think it’s very sporting of you.” 
“Then that’s all right. And with your kind 

Permission we’ll all have a drink.” 
“Later,” put in Pontefract. “Will you 

excuse me a few minutes, Connie? I’ve got 
Some talk to make with Chick.” 
As they withdrew, the owner of the suddenly 

Projected face followed it out from behind the 
concealing angle. “I’d know that laugh in 
a funeral parlor,” he averred. “Miss Arabella 
Vandergoogle, if I err not.” 
With a thrill of unmistakable warmth and 

Pleasure, Consuelo found herself confronting 
the pleased grin of Mr. James I. Smith. 

Hello, you!” she said softly. 

“And to you, hello. How’s the old virtue?” 
“Doing nicely, thank you. How are the 

wife and the mistress?” 
“Swell. Also the thirteen kids.” 
“That’s nice. Did you ever get a letter I 

wrote you?” 
“Let’s see. Didn’t I answer it?” 
“No.” 

“Then I must have got it. I never answer 
letters.” He fell into a parody of Gerstel Corss’ 
clogged nasals. ‘How are you gettigg alogg 
with the fascinatigg sheik, Ibn Adn Oyd?” 

“That’s all off. A green-haired monster 
came between us.” She related the dismal 
story. 

“Tough! 
job?” 

“Tn the movies?” 
“Not so. I’m out. For the good of the ser- 

vice and my own nerves.” 
“What are you doing now?” 
“Looking around for a suitably high-paid 

position such as can be filled by a young man 
without capital, experience, application, reli- 
ability or character, but with plenty of confi- 
dence in himself.” 

“That ought to be easy! When you find it, 
don’t you want a secretary? Here comes your 
one-armed friend.” 
“My one-armed friend is pickled. I found 

him sitting on a cactus in the Painted Desert 
and brought him East to get something to 
eat. Rowdy has just offered him another 
drink. That’ll hold him for a while. What are 
you doing with Rowdy?” 

“Dining.” 

“Often?” 
“Six days a week and Sunday supper is the 

schedule as offered and under advisement.” 
“Ts that all?” 
“So far.” 
“Tt doesn’t leave an outsider much of a look- 

in, does it?” 
“Are you an outsider?” 
“T’m feeling a bit like one just now.” 
“You needn’t. When will you take me back 

to Coney Island?” 
“Wednesday evening.” 
“Right. I'll meet you at the bus.” 
He rose and crossed Pontefract who was 

returning. The two men exchanged a few 
amicable words. “I hear you’ve come into the 
Barn,” Connie heard Smith say in his cheerful 
voice. “Glad to have you with us.” 
Rowdy acknowledged it and, passing on, 

inquired suspiciously—or did she impute to the 
query a quality which it did not possess?— 
“Where did you know Ipsydoodle Smith.” 

“T met him when I first came to New York.” 
“He’s one of those fellows who know every- 

body,” he muttered discontentedly. 
“Whoever gave him that absurd name?” 
“Some old guy that made a lot of money in 

the early days of California and left part of it 
to Smith. He was his great-uncle or something. 
Smith put up a panel to him in the barroom 
of the Barn, because he says he was the nut- 
tiest nut in the history of the West. His name 
was Ira Passefils Duodensing Lee, but he was 
always called Ipsydoodle. So they pinned the 
name on Smith. I guess he’s as big a nut as the 
old boy ever was.” 

“T like him.” 
“Girls always do. I dunno why.” 
“He’s amusing.” 
“Ts he in love with you?” he demanded. 
“Tf he is he didn’t mention it. I can’t 

imagine his being in love with anyone.” 
“He’d better not be. Not with you.” 
“How many drinks did you have over at that 

table, Ponty?” 
“Two. And I’m going to have another.” 
She made no comment. He ordered a bottle 

of champagne and swallowed three glasses 
while she was sipping one. 

“Well, what about my proposition?” he 
asked with a slightly defiant air. 

“Do you want me to dine with you to- 
morrow?” 

Do I have to find you another 

“Yes, please.” He had become humble again. 
“You aren’t making too good a start.” 
He set down his glass. “This is my last. 

How about the rest of the week?” 
“Can’t we let that lie?” 
“T’ll bet you’ve got something else on.” 
“T’ve an engagement for Wednesday.” 
“With Smith?” His black brows drew to- 

gether, twitching. 
Connie had undergone that jocund gentle- 

man’s catechizing without protest, inner or 
expressed; but she was in no mind to endure as 
much from her escort. “I don’t really see that 
that’s any of your business, Ponty.” 
He jumped up, dragging two bills from his 

pocket. “Pay for this, will you?” he growled. 
“And give the waiter the change.” 

“Where are you going?” 
“That’s my affair.” 
“Sit down, Ponty,” she said in her levelest 

voice, “and don’t be a child.” 
“T guess I know when I’m being made a 

mark of,” he returned furiously. 
“You’re going to leave me to go home 

alone?” 
“Let him take you home.” 
“Oh, Ponty!” Her amused disgust was 

shot through with pity for this great, spoiled 
boy. ‘Ponty, how old are you?” 

“Twenty-six.” 
“You’re not. You’re about ten—or maybe 

twelve. Sit down for a minute.” 
He wavered. ‘“What’s the good?” He 

seemed close to an explosion of fury, or tears. 
He glared somberly at her, seized her shoulders 
and crushed his lips down upon hers in a brutal 
and searching kiss. 

She wrenched loose. “Don’t, Ponty.” 
“Will you can that fellow and go out with 

me Wednesday?” 
“No.” 

“That settles it.” 
Very erect and manly in intention, he stood 

gazing at her with a sad, accusing look, then 
flounced out. Connie paid the waiter and took 
a taxi home. She knew that he would come 
slinking back to her soon, beaten by his own 
want of her, and that then she could do with 
him whatever she chose. 

What did she choose? 

TEMPEST after heat swept the Coney Island 
project for Wednesday evening quite off 

the program. Consuelo braved it and was hud- 
dling in the lee of a doorway when Smith ar- 
rived with nothing better than a smooth cane 
for protection. Considerably bedraggled, they 
took refuge in the first restaurant available. 

“T was afraid you wouldn’t make it,” said 
he gratefully. 

“T always keep engagements.” 
“Conscience?” 
“Good manners,” she replied primly. 
“That’s very Victorian of you. But a well- 

informed little bird tells me that you aren’t al- 
ways so particular to do the correct thing.” 
“An owlet with red eyes? Rather self-con- 

tained little party?” 
“Exactly. I see he found his way to you.” 
“Yes; he did.” 
He seemed to be making conscientious search 

in his memory. “But I don’t recall your having 
mentioned it.” 

“T thought you might mention it first.” 
“That bird hasn’t got a thing to teach you 

in the line of silence.” 
“Tt was very kind of you to send him to me, 

though.” 
“Better late than never.” 
“You didn’t go on that principle in answering 

my letter.” me 
“T begin to perceive,” he said admiringly. 

“Getting even with me for my lapse. Well, as 
to the owl, kindness to the young is second 
nature to me.” 

“What do you mean, to the young? You're 
young, yourself.”” But she had her misgivings. 
His was the character of face you never could be 
sure about. He might be a well-preserved thirty! 
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“You're trying to trap me into an admis- 
sion,” he accused. ‘“Let’s talk about something 
important. The stock-market perhaps? Or 
the baseball percentages? There’s always the 
temperature to fall back on.” 

“TJ don’t think I like you as much as the first 
time,” said Connie pathetically. “Not nearly.” 

“Ah! I’m an acquired taste. The human 
olive. One has to know me very intimately to 
appreciate me at my true worth. Doesn’t that 
give you a faint hope for the future?” 

“Tt gives me a faint pain in the neck,” re- 
turned Connie indecorously. 

““A symptom of hunger. The first principle of 
being out of a job is to eat heartily whenever 
circumstances permit.” 

“And charity provides?” 

OR the first time she experienced the satis- 
faction of having pricked him; the color rose 

beneath his tanned skin. But for some strange 
reason it was a doubtful satisfaction, perhaps 
because of, the startled contrition of his reply. 

“T’m sorry I’ve made you feel that way about 
me.” 

“You haven’t, really,” was the hasty re- 
sponse. “I only said it to be nasty.” 

“Apology accepted, with congratulations on 
your success. By the way, have you got a job 
in sight?” 

“No; and I don’t want to talk about it. I’d 
rather hear about you. Account for yourself.” 

“Account for myself? Certainly. I come of 
a fine old Dutch family who got in Dutch by 
selling whisky to the Indians in 1492 or maybe 
it was 1942. Anyway——” 

“Ts that where you got your absurd nick- 
name?” ; 

“Ah, call me Ipsydoodle,”-he implored. 
“ “From those pure lips; how precious 

would they fall, ete, 
The syllables of that historic name. 

“Gracious! Come back*to prose. Do you 
often burst into song this way?” 

“The thought of. that great man and, inci- 
dentally, great-uncle, always:makes me lyrical. 
Ipsydoodle Lee was one to pattern by; they 
do not produce men of his caliber in these pale- 
livered days. He was without doubt the big- 
gest fool that ever made life joyous in the care- 
free days of old Californy. He has passed on, 
alas! leaving me two gold-mines, one salted, 
the other fresh, a half-interest in the reversion 
of a saloon, his derringer with three notches on 
it, the upper row of his false teeth and three 
of the back ones with more metal in them than 
in both the mines put together, and some pious 
advice which I haven’t yet had time to follow. 

“This is one of his legacies, by the way.” 
He lifted the light, polished cane and manipu- 
lated it. It came apart. The girl saw a flash 
of slender, blue-tempered steel. “I’ve been 
meaning to have the obsolete stabber removed 
and substitute something more practical, such 
as a corkscrew.” 

“Did he leave you the owlet, too?” 
“No. That’s my own. I sent him to you to 

look after my interests while I was away.” 
“Your interests?”’ Connie regarded him with 

mirthful eyes. ‘Do I understand that you’re 
interested in me?” 

“No. In the beauty business,” he replied 
calmly. 

“ ‘Shot through the heart!’ cried the bunny- 
rabbit. I'll never try again.” 

“You may do better next time. Yes; as a 
young and ambitious person seeking an occu- 
pation I’ve got my eye on the beauty trade. 
There’s money to be dug out of it yet. Do you 
know what the one biggest item in our national 
upkeep is? Women!” 

“Well, what are you going to do about it? 
Start a salon?” 

“Start an idea.” 
“Tell me. Or is it un-owlish to ask?” 
“Not at all. The bird’s authority ends in 

the shop. My big idea is a series of ads. Like 
to hear the start?” 

“Of course.” She perceived now that ‘he was 
flatteringly in earnest. “Though I don’t know 
the first thing about it.” 

“Time you learned, then,” he advised dryly. 

9» 
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“That’s where the opportunity is.” He pro- 
duced a manuscript and said, ‘The heading 
of the series will be ‘The Flagrant Years.’ ” 

“¥ think it’s swell,’’ said Connie. 
He nodded and read from his paper: “They 

march with unrelenting pace, the flagrant 
years. Like locusts they devour whatever lies 
in the path of their advance—youth, beauty, 
joy, strength, the zest of living. Hark to the 
cry of the women: ‘What must we do to be 
saved?’ .. . And so’om ~ You get the idea?” 

“Yes. There’s an element of terror in the 
phrase. A good, stimulating fright that would 
inspire a woman to do.anything she could to 
protect herself.” ‘ 

“And I’m the lad to tell ’°em how to do it— 
as soon as I’ve learned enough about the busi- 
ess. 
“That part ought to be simple. Yes; you’ve 

got something there. When did‘ you take up 
ad-writing?” 

“Oh, I’ve dabbled at it from time to time. 
It’s always interested me. I’d like,” he said 
musingly, “to write an ad of you.” 

“Of me?” She laughed. ‘‘Well, try.” 
“Tt would begin, I think, something like 

this: Her eyes have laughter for a secret guest.” 
“Sounds more like poetry than advertising.” 
“Maybe it is. Somewhere in the course of 

the prospectus there would be something to this 
effect: A body all warm harmonies and swift, 
changeful moods; lips poised on a promise un- 
fulfilled; a glance that denies its own perilous 
invitation, veiling a dream in which wonder is 
always dying but never dies, in which romance 
may be fulfilled but never can be sated; and’ 
somewhere back of it all the faint, far, elusive 
music of elfin mirth.” , . : ‘abe - « 

“You're trying to get a blush out of me,” she 
accused. “An ad, indeed! And what would 
that sell?” : Ree, 

“Anything that a man could buy with his 
immortal soul.” 

She gave that its full due of thought. “It 
sounds impressive, but does it mean anything?” 

“Not a thing in the world,” was the cheerful 
reply. . 

“Get back to the one that does.”” She took 
up the “flagrant years” idea and analyzed it 
from the feminine point of view. Soon Smith 
had his paper out and was.making notes. 

“Tf I land this, I’ll give you a job myself.” 
“Thanks. I'll stick to the practical working 

end, if I can get another chance. The owlet 
tells me to.” 

“Wise bird, that! He’ll tell you, also, to let 
nothing interfere with business in working 
hours and to let business interfere with nothing 
outside.” 

“Ts that another of those high-sounding ones 
that mean nothing?” 

“No. That’s a real owl-thought.” 
At midnight he took her home, proposing 

Coney Island for the following Tuesday. She 
accepted. But it was much longer than that 
before she saw him again. 

Business interests soon supplanted minor 
problems of the heart in Consuelo’s life. She 
had had a note from the elusive Smith, brief, 
reticent and regretful, mailed from some ob- 
scure postoffice in Dutchess County. It left 
her feeling rather blank. Not that it mattered, 
she insisted to herself. The real business of 
the day was to get herself a job. 

Opportunity came before her capital had 
been seriously impaired by a week’s idleness, 
in the form of a summons to La Primavera. 
Miss Poitiers, it appeared, had got her man, 
and the faithful Miss Roberts had put in her 
timely word for her friend. 

Only a temporary thing, the applicant was 
informed by the manageress in charge, a cold- 
lipped, soft-voiced, hard-eyed picture of cor- 
rectness. Her real name was Latouche but, 
following the fad for Americana which had 
swept the trade, she had adopted the business 
pseudonym of Dora Ruth Seymour. From her 
Connie again heard herself impugned as being 
too young, too inexperienced, too slight for a 
permanent place. Had she had experience on 
the appointment desk? 

(“Tell ’em yes, whatever they ask you,” had 
been Bob Roberts’ comprehensive instruction.) 

“A little,” replied Consuelo. 
“You may substitute there for a time and 

_ also give extra treatments as required,” came 
“Until Miss Bar- 

After that 
the languid permission. 
stow comes back from vacation. 
we can promise nothing.” 

The desk suited Consuelo. It was less profit- 
able than the operator’s task as there were 
few tips and no commissions, and she got no 
practical experience there of the kind she 
needed most; but the salary was fair, the work 
easy and occasionally she got a chance to give 
treatments when some of the regulars were 
absent, thus keeping her hand in. What in- 
terested her most was that from that vantage- 
point and center she kept picking up odds and 
ends of the city’s teeming life, flotsam: and 
jetsam on that amazing tide of rumor, report, 
canard, conjecture, first-hand information and 
equally first-hand misinformation which swirls 
daily through the beauty salons of New York. . 

There is a betraying and laxative atmosphere 
about these places. Women deliver themselves 
of their inmost thoughts under the soothing, 
persuasive, opiate hands of a skilled operative. 
Nerve-spent worldlings, who would be reticent 
enough with their own class, find in their reve- 
lations to these automata of a lesser world 
(as they deem them) spiritual release from the 
super-pressure of existence. Yet these auto- 
mata too often belied the smug belief in them. 
Many were shrewd collectors and analysts of 
these odds and ends of the social fabric; not a 
few were clever retailers and profiteers. 

Ipsydoodle Smith’s red-eyed owlet was al- 
ways at Consuelo’s, elbow, counseling silence 
and the open ear. Indeed the girl felt her 
hearing grow preternaturally acute in that 
environment. The girls of La Primavera were 
bidden to encourage confidences. 

re her listening-post she picked up the 
inside story of scores of current scandals; 

she knew the approximate whereabouts of the 
most recently vanished society bud and the 
surprisingly non-scandalous explanation of it. 
Three weeks before it was announced she had 
learned of the coming resignation of a promi- 
nent city official and the decidedly scandalous 
and titillating wherefor. ~She could have 
directed a search to the secret and embowered 
villa of a merchant prince whose supposed: 
suicide some years before had been suppressed 
or glossed over by an amenable press. 

Once Connie was startled to hear herself 
brought into an exchange of gossip, though not 
y name. 
“The big handsome young fellow; the one 

they call ‘Rowdy’ . . . Yes; got on a terrible 
drunk and smashed up that fifteen-thousand- 
dollar car of his. Got in a fight, too. They 
say he’s going to be fired from that swell club 
with the queer name that all that crowd belong 
to. He and another club member mixed it. 
Young Pontefract almost killed him . . . Yes; 
over some girl. I heard she was in this busi- 
ness. Rowdy’s crazy about her. Got sore 
because she went out with the other lad. 
Smith, I think his name was. He had a right 
to be sore if he’s putting up for her.” 

So that was what people thought. They 
would! There had been a fight, too. She 
would have to find out about that. 

It was while Connie was on the desk that 
she beheld, late one afternoon, the unusual 
spectacle of “Miss Seymour” herself hastening 
across. the reception-room and down a side 
passage to attend a customer. There issued 
presently a snappish quick-fire in a man’s im- 
patient tones. Back came the proprietress. 

“Is Roberts busy?” PF 
“Yes, Madame.” if 
“Darn it!” She considered, then addressed. 

Consuelo. “Here! You seem to be close; ; 
mouthed. You’ll have > ie him yourself. 

“Him? Is it a hairy ape aa 
“Sh-h-h-h-h! Not that at all. A rest-facial. 

Nerves. And a temper—my Lord! Handle him 
as you would any other client and don’ ave 
word unless you have to. I’ll supply the d 
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LITTLE tinge of “pink” upon a 
tooth brush may be a trivial and 

unimportant thing. But more likely it 
is a pretty broad hint that somewhere 
in your gum wall is a tender, spongy 
spot. . . one which you can quickly 

testore to normal with Ipana and mas- 

sage... of one which, if neglected, 
could easily result in more serious and 
more stubborn troubles. 

* * #* 

One great element present in the lives 

of all of us is having a bad effect upon 
our gums. It is this soft modern food 
we eat, fibreless, robbed of roughage, 
creamy, and all too easy to eat. 
WAARN ee =< 
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It does not give to the gums the 
stimulation they need to remain in 
health. It causes them to grow flabby 
and soft .. . to bleed easily. 

How Ipana and Massage 

restore the gums to health 

In half a minute, every time you brush 

your teeth, you can remedy the damage 
that your all too soft diet is doing to 
your gums. 

For a light massage with the finger or 
the brush will restore to your gums the 
stimulation which they need so much. 
Thousands of dentists recommend it, 

for they know the good it does. 

Thousands of them, too, recommend 

that the massage be effected with Ipana 
Tooth Paste. For Ipana, because of its 
content of ziratol (a recognized anti- 
septic and hemostatic) has a salutary and 
stimulating effect upon the gums fully 

Never neglect Lt 

Start with |pANA 

today "3 

as important as the massage. It will 

make your gums sturdier, stronger, more 

resistant to disease. 

Make a month’s trial of Ipana 

The coupon offers a 10-day sample, 
gladly sent. But the better way isto get a 
full-size tube of Ipana at the drug store 

today. Start to use it tonight. Brush 
your teeth and gums with it, faithfully, 
twice a day, for one month. 

You will find it far more than a 
pleasant dentifrice— more than a good 

cleaning agent. With its regular use 
will come a sense of oral cleanliness 

you have never before known . . . and 
a firm and healthy gum structure that 
will defy the ravages of gum diseases. 

I 

briISTOL-MYERS CO., Dept. H-29 
73 West Street, New York, N. Y. 

Kindly send me a trial tube of IPANA TOOTH 
PASTE. Enclosed is a two-cent stamp to cover partly 
the cost of packing and mailing. 
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There are no finer peanuts grown 

than the ones you'll find in the 

Planters glassine bag. 

Crisp, salted, perfectly roasted, 

wholesome. No card game’s complete 
without them. 

Look for MR. PEANUT and the 

Planters name. The “‘ante’’ is five 

cents. ‘“The Nickel Lunch.” 

PLANTERS NUT & CHOCOLATE CO., 
U. S. A. and Canada 

PLANTERS 
SALTED PEANUTS 

- 

~ k.. is Protits tn Candy Makin«! 
4 Alice Bradley, famous teacher, shows 

how tomakeandseliher’‘ Approvep ’Home- 
Made Candies. Work sheet formulas, 
equipment boxes, adv. cards, full selling 

ing provided. Make money 
i assured. ite 

Write today for free “work sheet” on FUDGE. 
American School of Home Economics, 840 E. 58th St., Chicage 

eer’ 
arden Book 

What so fascinating, on a 
winter evening, as to plan 
your summer garden? Get our 
1929 edition now and select 
the Flowers and Vegetables 
you want. Profusely illus- 
trated and with authoritative 
cultural articles. 

A copy free if you mention 
‘osmopolitan 

HENRY A. DREER 

1306 Spring Garden St. - 

Philadelphia, Pa. 
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As soon as she entered the little cubicle 
Consuelo recognized the harsh and haggard 
face which she had seen once from a taxi win- 
dow. It was a dour, seamed, contracted face, 
tense with the strain of a thousand irritations. 
There was no recognition in the look Waller 
Daniels gave her from his lusterless eyes. Why, 
after all, should there be? 

“Do you know what I’ want done?” he 
muttered. 

“Ves,”? 

He threw off coat and waistcoat, letting 
'them drop to the floor, and slipped his old- 
| fashioned suspenders loose upon his sloping 
shoulders. As she picked up the garments and 
hung them against the wall, he jerked his collar 
loose with an angry motion and stretched his 
spare hard frame on the extension chair. There 
he lay, taut as a man in the first onset of a 
spasm. 

Nothing in Consuelo’s brief course. of in- 
"| struction fully met this case. Like every oper- 

ator she had soothed neurotic women by the 
application of a regular formula. But this 
subject would hardly want a complexion reju- 
venation or a skin-nutriment course. She must 
figure it out for herself. 

To begin with, she took her softest towel, 
moistened it in lukewarm water faintly scented, 
laid it across the twitching forehead and turned 
on it the light draft from the hair-drying ma- 
chine. Two uneasy pulses flickered and 
throbbed at the side of the corded neck. She 
wrapped a cool cloth around that gaunt col- 
umn. He lay rigid, unrelaxed, unyielding. 
What next? 

Before her spread the bland array of her 
ointments. She looked them over carefully. 
Her client twitched. 

“Are you ever going to begin? Or aren’t 
you?” 

Spurred to decision, she discarded the oily 
pastes and unguents, poured into a shallow 
bow] the freshest and faintest of toilet-waters 
and, slipping the towel aside but still keeping 
the current of air in play, stroked his forehead 
with soft-pressing, soft-parting palms. His 
flesh was irreconcilable as iron beneath her 
hands at first. 

Presently her fingers, delicate and firm and 
cool, swept in long, light curves down the angu- 
lar contours of the jaw, and so to the gnarly 
throat, again and again and again. Once they 
paused to knead gently at the bosses forming a 
barrier beyond the corners of the mouth. The 
set jaw yielded, relaxed. The firm, fine, con- 
quering hands slipped upward to the temples. 

Waller Daniels sighed. The swollen veins 
softened and flattened out. The clenched fists 
loosened. The eyes fluttered and closed. 

Triumphant, Consuelo knew that she had 
won the first bout over something that was 
worse than pain. It was now in order to pro- 
ceed with some regular form of treatment. 

She selected a mild tissue-cream and applied 
it with the flat of her palms, some instinct tell- 
ing her that only the direct contact would hold 
him soothed. He lay like a dead man under 
the ministration and again she savored that 
sense of victory. 

A special mixture for dried-out conditions 
came next, though she guessed that selection 
did not much matter now; continuity of ap- 
plication would be enough. She worked over 
him with absorption. 

Voices in the next compartment. She wished 
they wouldn’t talk so loud. Let her sleeping 
lion lie! He stirred and growled dimly. Her 
touch on his lids pressed him back. A girlish 
voice with a tinge of contemptuous mirth in it 
rippled across the quiet. 

“Soixante-quinze punch. In buckets. It was 
only my fourth since supper but I passed out 
of the picture entirely and came to peacefully 
reclining in the arms of a gent that I couldn’t 
remember ever having seen before.” 

Waller Daniels half rose. “Shut up!” he 
roared and added a mumbled monosyllable of 
explosive and unpleasant import. 

“Hush!” said Consuelo imperatively. “You 
must not speak like that.” 

- - He opened. his eyes and mouth and glared at 

her—with all three, it seemed to her. “Don’t 
tell me what I must or mustn’t do,” he snarled, 
“Who are you, I’d like——” He broke of 
abruptly and said, “I’ve seen you before, 
haven’t I?” 

“Ves,”’ 

“Here? No; not here. Where?” 
“On Fifth Avenue. I was in a taxi. You lost 

your temper then, as you did just now.” 
“T frequently lose my temper.” It was said 

with a sort of complacency. 
“And pay for it afterward.” 
“What? Pay for it? How?” 
“Tn frazzled, burned-out nerves.” 
“That isn’t what ails my nerves. I remember 

you now. You interfered for that fool of a 
taxi-driver.” 

“Please lie back. I have not finished my 
work,” she directed stiffly. 

Grumbling, he obeyed. The treatment pro- 
ceeded to a long-drawn-out conclusion with- 
out further interruption. At the end Consuelo 
was utterly spent. But she had the satisfac- 
tion of seeing a changed and restored patient— 
for as a patient she thought of him—rise from 
a refreshing nap. He observed her only too ap- 
parent lassitude with a malicious regard. 

“Not very strong, are you?” There was in- 
tentional disparagement in the comment which 
she resented. 

“Yes; I’m strong enough.” 
“You’re spunky enough. But you're good 

with your hands. I want you to give me pri- 
vate treatments two or three times a week.” 

“T don’t give private treatments.” 
“You give me private treatments,” he re- 

torted arrogantly, “if Seymour tells you to. Or 
you lose your job.” 

The girl was fighting back tears of anger and 
exhaustion. “It’s a temporary job, anyway.” 

He merely grunted as he resumed his co 
and coat. “How much?” he asked. 

“TJ don’t know. How much do you usually 
2? 

“Five dollars.” He drew out a roll of bills 
and as he laid a five on the cabinet, the desk 
outside being closed as it was after hours, an- 
other greenback of the same denomination fell 
to the floor. 

“You have dropped some money.” 
“Pick it up.” 
She looked at him, straight and hard, mak- 

ing no motion. 
“Well, don’t you want it?” he taunted. 
“No.” She did want it. Badly. But not that 

way! 
“Too proud to take tips?” 
“No,” she said again. Her indignant look 

did not waver before his hard stare of con- 
temptuous amusement. 
Having tied his tie to his satisfaction, he 

pushed the bill negligently toward her with his 
foot. “Like it handed to you on a plate, eh? 
Well, you don’t get it that way. Take it or 
leave it.” 

Consuelo gathered up her utensils and left 
him in the compartment. She heard him 
grumbling profanely to himself. Then a short 
laugh and he went quietly out. 

She could not resist the temptation to see 
whether the bill was still there. It was. There 
let it lie. The clean-up woman would be glad 
enough of it. The clean-up woman was. She 
had real beer with her supper that night. 

Madame Latouche, alias Dora Ruth Sey- 
mour, was waiting for her on the following 
morning. “How did you get along with Dar 
iels?” she asked anxiously. 

“T don’t know.” 
“Ts he coming back to you?” 
“Not that I know of.” 
The boss scowled. Salons of the status of 

La Primavera do not encourage male patrol 
age. But Waller Daniels was an exception for 
various reasons, one of which was the hope 
valuable market pointers which he might givé 

if he chose. 
“Did he talk to you about anything?” 
“No.” 

Nothing to be made of that girl, Latouche 
decided: «She had mufied her chance. If-only 
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Barstow would get back from a vacation al- 
ready unduly prolonged! She was exactly the 
smooth, slow, bovine, restful type that best 
served the scarred nerves of the millionaire. 

As for Barrett, Latouche had her number. 
Too young and too—too self-satisfied with that 
negligent “Yes,” “No,” of hers as if that 
settled the matter once and for all. Ritzy; 
that’s what she was in the boss’ annoyed opin- 
jon. There was something about her that got 
your goat. Pretending to be indifferent as to 
whether she’d made good or not with a client 
like Waller Daniels! No girl could be above her 
job in that shop and get away with it. 
To Bob Roberts Connie said little more re- 

garding her experience with the awesome pa- 
tron; merely that he was an unpleasant per- 
sonality, but you couldn’t help feeling sorry 
for him. Also that she hoped he wouldn’t come 
back. 
“Bet he does,” opined Bob. “When are you 

coming around to the flat?” 
“Pretty soon. I’ve been working, evenings.” 

She was studying certain booklets and lectures 
and was surprised to find how much scientific 
ground there was to the equipment of an ex- 
pert “cosmetologist.” 
“Make it tonight. I’ve got a job for you.” 
“What is it?” 
“You'll see when you get there.” 
“All right.” 
The steady and reliable Victor was at the 

flat when she arrived, having brought in a 
bottle of a recently discovered and powerfully 
flavored cordial. There was also the tall, silent, 
polite Russian, who called himself Glozounov, 
with a scar across his forehead. Connie sus- 
pected him of a professional connection with 
the empty taxi standing at the entrance. 

“Here’s little Peachkins,” greeted the effer- 
vescent Miss Roberts. She drew the guest to 
the window and pointed downward at an an- 
gle. “See that?” 
The object indicated was young Mr. Ponte- 

fract’s superb roadster. . A dejected-looking 
figure appeared to be asleep at the wheel. Con- 
nie indicated that she did see it. 

“Tt’s been cluttering up the street on and off 
for ten days. I want it removed.” 
“Have you told the police?” inquired Con- 

nie helpfully. 
“On Rowdy? They’re all his friends.” 
“Has he been up here?” 
“Has he! He offered me a hundred dollars 

for your address and when I turned him down 
he tried to raise it a hundred more. That young 
man needs educating. Can’t you do some- 
thing with, to, about, or for him before he goes 
completely slop-bowl?” queried Miss Roberts 
inelegantly. 

“Pll see ” 

Descending to the street, she made a quiet 
approach to the car and slipped into the seat 
beside the bereaved young love-victim. 
“Oh, Connie!” he gasped. Nothing more co- 

herent was derived from him until they were 
seated, side by side, in the nameless and costly 
little restaurant where he had deserted her 
before. He ordered everything he could think 
of, then moved as close to her as possible. 

“Oh, Connie!” he mumbled ecstatically. 
“Unfoot me, villain,” she smiled. 
“T thought I was never going to see you again. 

Oh, Connie!” 
“Oh, Connie!” she mimicked, but not un- 

kindly. “Where does that get us?” 
“T’ve never been so miserable in my life. 

What a fool I was!” 
“Agreed.” 
“How did you get home?” 
~Paxi,” 
“Alone?” 
No reply. 
“Did Smith take you home? Please tell me.” 
“Tf I did, you mightn’t believe me.” 
“Yes; I would. I’d believe anything you 

said.” After a silence he asked humbly, “Have 
you seen him since—not that I’ve got any right 
to ask.” 
. “Of course I’ve seen him since. The day he 
Jumped from the Woolworth Tower with a 
Parachute. Weren’t you there?” 

Richest Juice. 

..and Easier to peel, slice or segment 
| ype greater ease of preparation 

and health benefitare behind ever-in- 
creasing preference for juicy, luscious 
California Seedless Navel Oranges. 

Whether it be your early-morning 
glass of Orange Juice or dish of sliced 
Oranges, Orange salad at noon or 
Orange cocktail or dessert x 
for dinner, you will prove iS 
to your satisfaction that 
California Navels are just 
naturally superior. 

Simple to peel, and with firm and 
tender seedless meat, California Navels 

may be sliced thin without breaking; 
segmented for cocktails and salads 
without the loss of juice and without 
the usual annoying mussiness. 

California Fruit Growers Exchange 
Dept. 1402, Box 530, Station “‘C” | 
Los Angeles, California } 

Enclosed find $14.95 (Canada $19.95) for one Sun- 
ki& Junior Orange and Lemon Juice Extractor. 

OPlease mail me a FREE copy of ‘Telling Fortunes with 
Foods,” discussing Acidosis and containing normal 
anti-acidosis and safe reducing diets. Check if desired. 

Name. Street 

SUI 
CALIFOR 
ORANGES 

TELLING 
FORTUNES 

| sith FOODS 

12] 

. Finest Flavor 

California Navel Oranges are iden- 
tified through the trade-mark ‘‘Sunkist”’ 
on the skin and on the wrapper. It is 
your guide for uniform quality. 

Drink plenty of Orange Juice. It is 
among the most potent correctives and 
preventives of Acidosis known to Med- 
1 © ical Science. Know more 

IBS af about this prevalent mal- 
y ady and what California 

NIA Oranges and Lemons will 
do to overcome it. 

Send for “Telling Fortunes with 
Foods,” a free booklet approved by an 
expert, discussing Acidosis and giving 
normal anti-acidosis and Safe Reducing 
diets; also listing acid and alkaline foods. 
Mail the coupon for your copy. 

© 1929 c. F. G. E. 
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“Go ahead. Guy me. I know you went to 
dinner with him that Wednesday.” 

“Yes; that was front-page stuff,” was the 
disdainful reply. 

“Did you hear about him and me?” 
“T heard there was a row. If my name was 

brought into it I’ll never forgive you.” 
“Why? It didn’t get into the papers or any- 

thing like that. Even if it had——” 
“Don’t be so dumb! Can’t you understand? 

Do you think a girl wants her name made a 
football of?” She stopped, helpless before the 

| look of total incomprehension upon his in- 
| genuous and concerned face. 

Stupid of her! To him she was just a beauty- 
parlor girl, attractive, desirable, but not, as 
it were, breakable personally or in reputation. 
To have two men, members of a club of the 
smartness of the Barn, disputing for her favors 
-—why, it was a boost that any chorus girl 
would break her neck to get. That was un- 
doubtedly the way Rowdy looked at it. 

“T gave him a terrible beating up.” It was 
said without boastfulness. 

“Gallant youth! You’re only about twice as 
big as he is.” 

“T know it. He fought like a bunch of wild- 
cats with the fur off. You wouldn’t think that 
he could take what I gave him. He had to go 
to a sanitarium, they tell me.” 

Connie’s heart jumped. That explained the 
note. “I suppose,” she surmised scornfully, 

| “that when he gets out you’ll go at each other 
again with clubs or guns.” 
Rowdy shook a mournful head. ‘Not me. 

The Quiddles were going to fire me for this 
ruccus. They had me before the committee— 

| you see, we had it out in the barnyard—but 
Smith heard about it and wrote in and said the 
matter was between him and me and he’d settle 
it in his own way and in his own time, and if 
they expelled me, they’d have to expel him, too. 
He’s one of the founders, so that went. They 
let me off with an apology.” 

“What did he mean; settle it in his own 
way?” she asked uneasily. 

“Search me. He could sock me in the jaw 
at Fifth Avenue and Forty-second Street and 
I wouldn’t make a move. I’m sick of myself.” 

“Tt’s about time, Ponty.” 
“Of course I was scotched or I wouldn’t have 

gone so batty. You didn’t ask me to swear off, 
you know,” he added defensively. 

“Does someone have to ask you?” 
“T dunno. It’s never seemed worth while be- 

fore. Nothing’s worth while for more than a 
day. Except you,” he concluded devoutly. 

“And I might not be for more than a week or 
a month.” 

“Tt’s up to you,” said he. “Do I quit?” 
“So you want to shift the responsibility.” 
“Put it that way if you like.” 
Connie possessed the strongly feminine 

woman’s intuitive understanding of men, 
which is akin to a cat’s foreknowledge of what 
a mouse is going to do next. If she now said, 
“And if I do ask you, what does that involve 
me in?” she knew that he would ask her either 
to marry him or to be his mistress, the former 
if she chose to play the game against his baffled 
want of her. 

In the same moment she decided against 
this course. She dared not then let the ques- 
tion of marriage come up; she was too afraid 
that she might say “Yes.” And if she did say 
yes, she knew that she would want to retract 
it; the material advantage of having Ponty for 
a husband would not be strong enough to hold 
her. 

There was too much adventure, too much 
potentiality of exciting and joyous contacts in 
this new life of self-maintenance for her to sell 
out so early. Perhaps later. Meantime she 
must be fair with Ponty; he had been so with 
her. Deliberately she diverted him from the 
possible “honorable” offer. 
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“Suppose you do promise me to stop; how 
would I know you were keeping your word? 
I'd have to be with you day and night, wouldn’t 
I, to be sure of it?” 

His glance was heavy and desirous upon her, 
“Well?” he said. 

“I’m not a day-and-night girl, 
my dear. That is, I never have 

“T never thought you were.” 
“Didn’t you?” she challenged. “Not at 

first? Didn’t you take it for granted that any 
manicure girl would be?” 

“Never knew anything about ’em,” he 
evaded. 

“Some of your friends at the Barn made that 
assumption quite easily and directly.” This 
was a strategic mistake. It aroused his pug- 
nacious protectiveness. 

“Confound ’em! I’ll beat their faces for ’em.” 
“No, you won’t I can take care of myself,” 

said she hastily. “To prove it, I’m going to 
talk straight talk, Ponty. I can’t see myself 
becoming your mistress. Not now, anyway. If 
you like to trot me around this way, why, that’s 
all right with me as long as you don’t expect 
tco much. I like you and I like to be with you, 
But that’s as far as it goes, up to date.” 

“Yes?” he said calmly. “Well, what if I 
asked you to marry me?” 

So much for feminine intuitiveness! How 
much do cats really know about mice? Con- 
nie was, for the moment, rattled. 

“You’re not going to ask me,” she said 
quickly and, she feared, quaveringly. 

“Don’t you believe it! That’s exactly what 
I am going to do. If not now, then later.” 

“Oh, let’s have a drink. To swear off on.” 
“You want me to swear off, then?” 
“Yes. No. Of course. I mean, I want you 

to do it on your own.” 
That night he took her home for the first 

time. The grimy Lexington Avenue survival 
of a past era enlisted his unfavorable attention. 

He said abruptly, “Connie, if I take an 
apartment will you live in it? I'll promise 
never to come there unless you——” en 

“No; I couldn’t.” te 
“Why not? Couldn’t you trust me, if i 

wasn’t drinking?” There was a kind of pathos 
in that unvoiced appeal against his worse 
Nobody could trust him when he was dri 
least of all himself. It touched her. 

“Yes, my dear. I could trust you.” 
“Then why wouldn’t you leave this ie 

den and come where you can live decently?” 
“T couldn’t be a kept woman, Ponty.” : 
He flushed boyishly. ‘I’m not asking you to 

be. There are no strings to this.” 4 
“That’s just the point. That would be 

a kept woman and giving nothing for it. I 
worse than the other. I couldn’t bear it.” 

“All right,” he accepted dejectedly. “WillT 
see you tomorrow night, then?” 

“No; not tomorrow.” 
His face fell. “I thought you said——” 
“Yes;I know. But you’ve changed things by 

wanting to marry me. Let’s give ourselves 4 
chance to get our bearings. Would you mind 
cutting me out for a while? Say a month.” 

“A month!” It was an appalled wail. 
“Well, say three weeks then.” 
“That’s just as bad.” 
“Ponty, you’re crowding me. Oh, not that 

way,” she added as he drew away with 4 
flushed countenance. ‘‘I mean, you’re cro 
ing yourself on me. And I mustn’t be crowded 
now. It'll be better for both of us.” 

“Oh, I’ll wait. I'll wait a year if I have to. 
But make it as soon as you can. This is @ 
lonely big city, Connie. Not that I see any 
sense in it,”’ he insisted. 

Well, was there any sense in it? Connie could 
hardly have answered with assurance. She. 
not or would not admit to herself her unwilling- 
ness to take any definite step with Ponty be 
fore she had again seen Ipsy Smith. 
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In Samuel Hopkins Adams’ March Instalment—Connie is 
beset by the importunities of Rowdy Pontefract, who wants to 
marry her, his uncle, Waller Daniels, whose strength of per- 
sonality attracts her, and Ipsydoodle Smith—whom she loves 
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Trail’s End 
makes you do such things? You're scarcely 
able to do the cooking, let alone hard work 
like this.” 

Grandpa Gardner, warring on weeds in 
Yellowhouse Yard, straightened up and leaned 
on his hoe. With a gray beard, thick lips and a 
broad nose added to that bald head, he looked 
strikingly like Socrates, if Socrates had lived to 
be a withered wisp of a man, feeble and bent 
and worn. 

“You got the sightliest place in Tripoli,” he 
shrilled. “And it’s got the right to be kep’ up.” 

Boone sighed. ‘Have it your own way, 
daddy—you always do. I’ll get Procopio out 
here and have him clean up. You go in and 
rest up, daddy. Go to sleep. I’ll get supper.” 
Daddy shouldered his hoe. “Get supper 

myself,” he announced tartly. “I ain’t no 
invalid.” His ancient feet tottered up the 
path. 

Boone heard a low chuckle behind him; he 
whirled around. Martin Fletcher came 
ve through the tangled shade of old 

S 
“The old gentleman is rather strict with 

you, isn’t he? Didn’t mean to eavesdrop, 
Pickett. Found no one at the house, heard 
you talking and came out just in time to hear 
grandpa laying down the law.” 

Pickett Boone’s sallow face flushed; he 
stared down the path at grandpa’s slow 
progress. ‘‘Daddy has got to be a habit with 
me,” he confessed. His brow wrinkled in a 
puzzled frown. ‘That big-mouthed Bates, I 
heard him explain it, once. ‘Grandpa Gardner 
is the only human being Pickett Boone cares 
for,’ Bates said. ‘And Boone likes grandpa 
just because he is kind to grandpa. That’s 
why. He certainly is good to that old coot, 
Pickett is—but I’ll never guess how it started. 
Like feeding a stray cat, maybe. Get the 
habit unbeknownst?’ . . . Aforesaid Bates,” 
said Boone bitterly, ‘is a rascal. But I reckon 
he’s right about me and daddy.” 

“In that case,” said Martin Fletcher gaily, 
“perhaps you'll get to liking me. You come up 
on the gallery and listen to my tale of woe. 
You never had such a chance to be kind and 
good to coot or cat—not in your whole life.” 

“Business is business,” said Pickett Boone. 
“T have heard rumors to that effect, yes. 

Ashes to ashes,” said Martin, ‘‘and dust to 
dust. How true! To resume: you know all 
about the Warshop Mine, mighty near as well 
as I do. I bought on a shoe-string, and I’ve 
developed it into a paying proposition. The 
price was seventy-five thousand, on a lease 
and bond. I paid five thousand down and 
agreed to pay ten thousand every six months. 

“The ore has made every payment, so far; 
|four of ’em; only twenty-five thousand more 
and I’m in the clear. The mine is paying for 
itself. I laid out a lot of money in drifts and 
upper-cuts for stope work, with enough ore in 
sight to give me a deed. Then we struck 
water and flooded. So we went down the hill 
and started a six-hundred-foot tunnel to drain 
the mine. 

“Soon as we get the water out I’ll be all 
hunky. You know all this, yourself. I 
mortaged my house to the bank and got four 
thousand for the pay-roll Saturday. Got it 
with me now, cash money. The Mex boys 
don’t like checks.” 

Boone frowned. “You're taking a big risk. 
Someone will down you.” 

Fletcher laughed. ‘Everyone thinks it goes 
out by stage. The bank sends me a package 
asa blind. It’s safer in my shirt bosom than in 
the stage, or in Murphy’s tin safe. I don’t 
want to go back to San Lucas, you see. Go 
right to the mine from here—after you loan 
me enough to make the next payment and tide 
me over until returns come from: the next 
shipment. Fifteen thousand, three months, 
bonus and big interest, and you put the ee- 
clampus-vitus on my lease and bond contract 
for security. McNally brothers know they’ve 
sold me a.dollar for a dime. They’d close me 

(Continued from page 33) 

out if I was one minute late with my payment, 
That’s the lay. What say?” 

“T say, No. Ore in your stope, stope in the 
tunnel, tunnel in the shaft; shaft full of water, 
and the green grass grows all around. That 
is no security for a loan. That’s a gamble, 
T’ll loan ps no money. But I’ll gamble with 
you. I'll put fifteen thousand into your mine; 
ten thousand for your payment, five to tide us 
over P 

“Us?” 

“Us. We'll be equal partners in the War- 
shop—and the Warshop can pay the other two 
payments.” 

“Holy, holy, holy!” said Fletcher fervently, 
“And they shot Jesse James!” 

“Tt is either that or lose it all,’”’ said Boone, 
“What queer things you see when you 

haven’t got a gun!” said Martin Fletcher 
bitterly. ‘Why, you copper-bottomed, double. 
riveted will-o’-the-wisp! If I hadn’t promised 
my old grandmother never to kill a fool—! 
Ptth! Fifteen for half of seventy—and the 
seventy worth twenty-nine inches to the foot! 
After I took all the risk and won—not to 
mention brains and two years of anxiety and 
work!” 

“Fifteen for half of forty for me, and for 
you, half a loaf or no bread. Take it or leave 
it. Perhaps you think it took no brains or 
risk or anxiety or work to leave me with cash 
in hand. Yes, I know—Pickett Boone is the 
local Shylock, the money lender—’Raus mit 
thm! But Bill and Ike and Jim—they’re good 
fellows. 
“Why don’t you go to the good fellows for 

help? T’ll tell you,” said Pickett Boone 
passionately, striking his open hand against 
the veranda rail. “The good fellows haven't 
got it. Skinflint Boone, he’s got it. And your 
ore—it’s good, but it’s under water. There 
isn’t another man in this world who has the 
money you need and who also knows about 
that ore at first-hand.” 

“You go to the foot of the class,” said 
Fletcher. A dangerous light came into his 
eyes. ‘The McNally boys do. You razor 
backed hog, before I’d let you rob me that 
way, I'll let the McNallys take a half-interest 
for their thirty thousand>- Hadn't thought of 
that, had you?” 

The question was never answered. Four 
horsemen turned into Yellowhouse Yard, 
standing in their stirrups, riding in a long, 
reaching trot, men in haste; the sheriff, 
Ambrosio, a sulky and morose prosecuting 
attorney, Charlie See and Zenobio Gonzoles. 

“TI need you both,” said the sheriff. “‘Able- 
bodied men for my posse. Bank robbers. 
Tell you later. Boots and saddles.” 

“Not me!” said Boone. 
“You, most particular. Mexicans all owe 

you. You’re the padrone. When I want a man 
or a horse, you tell ’em. I’d have to argue. 
Move, will you? Saddle your horse. Give you 
four minutes.” 

Boone went through the house as a short cut 
to the corral. Fletcher went with him to the 
kitchen. 

“Where’ll I put this money? Got a safe? 
No? Oh, well—no one will bother it. Here, 
grandpa, I’m putting a package in the cup 
board till I get back. Behind these dishes. 
It’s four thousand dollars. Don’t burn it.” 

The posse turned due west from Tripoli 
through a checker-board of farms, keeping the 
same steady, mile-devouring trot. : 

Once or twice they paused for swift question 
ing, heard no news of fugitives; gathered re 
cruits, Chacon and Agapito; the latter a trailer 
of parts. They crossed the brown river where 
it undermined the western mesa at Pescaderd, 
climbed the mesa to the north road and found 
fresh tracks there, northbound, four: t 
of horses in haste. They leaned forward and 
quickened their stride. 

Four miles, five; the road dropped from 
the mesa into a little rincon of valley. 



DB ranch held this nook; two young fellows, 
Dunn and Bivins, newcomers some four years 
since. Four horses were in the corral, sweat- 
marked but not especially jaded, horses that 
no one knew, horses with strange brands. A 
call came from the house; the posse swept that 
way and found there, on the porch, Lee 

Dunn and Johnny Bivins, bound and helpless. 
Cottonwood logs were uprights and pillars 

of that porch; and to these logs the two luck- 
less men were bound, their arms pulled behind 
them and around the uprights, and their 
wrists lashed securely. Lee Dunn had an ugly 
bump on his head and dried blood on his face. 
His shirt was half torn from his body. Johnny 
Bivins cried out in agony as the sheriff cut the 
ropes; an arm was twisted. 

“One at a time, and make it quick,” said the 
sheriff. ‘‘Night’s coming, and we’re r’arin’ to 
go. Tell it to us.” 

In the house, chairs were overturned, a table 
broken; bloody cloths and bloody floor showed 
where a wound had been washed and band- 
aged. A dusty suit of blue serge lay on the 
floor. 

Lee told the tale. Four men, one red-headed 
and wounded, one in blue, two younger men, 
towheads. They asked for water, drank, made 
attack without warning. 
“Bank robbers, hey? Well, they took grub 

and our canteens, and we heard ’em drive up 
our horses and catch ’em. How long ago? 
Hour and a half—maybe an hour. They rode 
north.” 

“That fellow in blue serge,” said Johnny, “he 
left the blue outfit here and wore off a pair of 
Lee’s old overalls—and they took my thirty- 
thirty. Spoke some of taking our new saddles, 
too—but they decided they didn’t have time 
to change the stirrups.” Johnny jerked his 
thumb at the two saddles on the wall. “Lee, I 
wish you would get some of that horse lini- 
ment and rub it on my shoulder. They purty 
nigh pulled my arm out of joint.” 

Ambrosio canted his head slightly. From 
under drooped lids a large, slow eye rolled 
Charlie’s way, a glance tentative and oblique. 
In that same blink of time, Charlie See’s eye, 
clandestine and furtive, peered cautiously 
from under a drooping hat brim. 

“We've got to ride,” said the sheriff. ‘So 
long.” 

The trail of the bandits held north to Dry- 
ford, crossed the river there, or just below 
there, and turned northeast in a little-used 
track leading to the ditch head, beyond the 
farm lands. Unmindful of fret and turmoil, 
the long cool shadows of Selden Hill were fan- 
tastic in lavender mist. The sheriff raised his 
bridle-hand and for the first time the pursuit 
broke into a gallop. Night was near. 
Ambrosio and Charlie See fell behind. 
“None too many of us, s’posing those fel- 

lows split up on us,” said Charlie. “Too bad 
Lee and Johnny was hurt just enough that 
they wasn’t fit for hard riding.” 

“Just enough,” agreed Ambrosio. “What I 
don’t see is how come Lee Dunn to get beat up. 
Surprised by four armed men—why should he 
put up a fight? I wouldn’t.” 
“Bank robbers left their tired horses in the 

corral, too—so we could see ’em with no trouble 
at all. Handy. Makes the Dunn and Bivins 
story plumb easy to believe. You and me, now 
—we’d have turned those horses out, and scat- 
tered ’em. I’d say them was judicious bank 
tobbers,” said Charlie. 

“Little man, you didn’t see them turn back 
against a hail-storm of lead. Nothing judicious 
about that. And if ever I have a son,” said 
Ambrosio, “a son who keeps faith like these 
thugs did—then I will be proud of him, even 
if it were at the gallows’ foot. And you 
ought not to let your thoughts hurt your head, 
either. That brindled sheriff of ours, he’s fully 
equipped with savvy. What you saw, he saw. 
Hi! He’s stopped and he’s waving us up, 
right now. Let’s ride!” 

Ambrosio,” said Simpson, “these outlaws 
are heading straight for Dona Ana Hills. My 
guess is that they cross the Jornado—but we’ve 
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by daylight. So we’re riding on—fast. You 
take Boone and go on down to Rancherias, 
rustle some likely horses and any good men, 
hustle ’em to the draw and meet us some- 
where the other side of the hills, so we all can 
have fresh mounts about dusk. Git!” 

PTAGE trail of the outlaws led due northwest, 
ie crossed the railroad, struck the wagon road 
where it made a long and heavy detour into the 
hills, crossed it and climbed the long granite 
ridges, swerved around to the south side of the 
southmost sugar-loaf peak, and beyond that 
peak turned down another long ridge to the 
cerkening plain. A fire leaped up below them 
at the plain’s edge; at that fire, the weary posse 
found Boone and Ambrosio, with a fresh horse 
for each man. 

‘No reinforcements, sheriff. Not a man 
worth his salt,” reported Ambrosio. 

‘All right. They’re shaping a course north- 
east for the San Andres. Aim to cross at San 
Andres Canyon, I judge. We’re enough, if 
they don’t scatter out on us. Boone,” said the 
sheriff, “‘here’s where you get off easy, you 
being the oldest man here. You jog on down to 
Leasburg and wire to Rincon, Upham, Cutter, 
Engle and San Marcial—and back to San 
Lucas, of course. I want one man in every 
pass in the San Andres, and others riding loose 
with an eye peeled. Send those wires and that 
lets you out.” 

“I wish I was old like that,” said Marty 
Fletcher. 

- 

Boone rode wearily down to Leasburg and 
sent his telegrams. This was meat and drink to 
the night operator; to his eager questionings 
Boone gave such details as he had heard from 
the prosecuting attorney as they rode. 
When the wires were sent, Boone spoke 

rarnestly to the night operator. 
“How about a bed for me and hay for this 

biack horse? It’s only thirteen miles to 
— I feel like it was thirteen hun- 
dred.” 

“None for hay. No one here except the 
section-crew and the day man and me. But 
you can have my bed and welcome. That’s 
my shack, up on the ridge. I like the view. 
It’s worth the climb. Door’s open—help your- 
self. Hungry? Plenty of grub in the kitchen. 
I can’t leave here, you know.” 

“T’ll take you up on that,” said Boone. “I’m 
not hungry, thank you—but I’m dog-tired, or 
I’d go on home and not bother you. I haven’t 
ridden far nor fast for ten years, and I’m no 
younger than I was.” 

“Listen—the day man relieves me at seven 
sharp. Then I’ll mix you up some breakfast 
before you go. You just take your sleep out.” 

“Fine, only for the horse. I’ve got to mosey 
down to Tripoli soon and early, so he can eat. 
I'll drop in to say howdy as I leave.” 

He clattered up the stony ridge to the shack 
and lighted the lamp, tying his horse in the 
shadows beyond the ridge. After a decent in- 
terval he put out the light and slipped through 
the back door. Softly, slowly, he led the black 
horse down the farther slope of the ridge, came 
into the road beyond sight from the little tele- 
graph office, mounted and set his face south- 
wards. 

Pickett Boone was tired. Not so tired but 
that his evil mind was working, swift and sure. 
With the alibi absolute forced upon him by the 
tyrannical sheriff, it was childishly simple. 
Four thousand dollars cash in -Yellowhouse 
kitchen, four outlaws at large to take the 
blame . . . He would make a show of ran- 
sacking the cupboard for food. -He would be 
back before daylight; he would let the night 
operator talk him into staying for breakfast. 

A dog barked near Yellowhouse Yard. Other 
dogs passed the news; something sneaked on 
the edges of Tripoli; something-evil and ma- 
lignant. 

Grandpa Gardner stirred uneasily, started, 
groaned, muttered, and sat up in bed. ‘What 
in time is all this fuss about?” he croaked. 

He slipped his skinny legs into his overalls and 
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toddled to the window, listening. The first 
clamor died down, but at intervals one dog 
still gave tongue, distrustful, dissatisfied; and 
others answered, questioning—what, where? 

The old man was wide awake, startled. He 
drew on his coat, lighted up a stale and musty 
pipe, sat himself by the window and looked 
out into the scented night. He wondered where 
the posse was. And Boone—his benefactor and 
friend—how had he stood the chase? . . . The 
dog alarm died, save for an occasional uneasy 
yelp from the instigator. 

“Wish we had a dog,” he grumbled. 
He wondered about the bank robbers. The 

posse had paused for no newsmongering, but 
Mexican neighbors had dropped in around 
supper-time, bringing rumors, wild, incredible 
and self-destructive. He wished Pickett Boone 
was safely home. The sheriff shouldn’t—— 

Something moved in the shadows of Yellow- 
house Yard. 

The old man’s blood froze. He laid his pipe 
on the floor, knelt, trembling, by the window 
and waited—waited. Silence...A man 
came softly into the open—a man who wore a 
handkerchief for mask! 

The old man drew back from the window 
and rose, shaking, to do battle for the honor of 
Yellowhouse Yard. Barefooted, he tiptoed to 
the kitchen. He snatched Fletcher’s package 
of bills from the cupboard; he crept to the 
wood box and worked the packet down under 
the firewood. The back porch creaked—and 
was still. 

An ax stood by the wood box. Grandpa took 
up the ax, made two soft steps to the kitchen 
door and flattened himself against the wall. 
His heart pounded savagely. His feeble arms 
raised up the ax. 

The doorknob turned without noise; the 
door swung open slowly, with a gentle mouse- 
squeak of hinges. Moonlight from the kitchen 
window shone full on the opening door. A 
bending head poked in beside the door-jamb. 
The ax-blade struck fair at the nape of the neck 
and a body fell through the door, jerking. 

Grandpa struck again and shrieked. The 
body leaped, shuddered and lay still. The old 
man fell to his hands and knees; the half- 
severed neck pumped blood at him. He 
plucked off the mask; the moonlight showed 
the contorted, gasping face of Pickett Boone. 

Red Stubble’s wounds were dressed, and he 
now made his pack; bacon, flour, salt and a 
small frying-pan in one sack, fresh clothing and 
a razor in-the other. Unable to stand hard 
riding, his play was to lie quiet in the bosques 
until his wounds were bettered and pursuit 
had died down. Ten days later, or two weeks, 
a freshly shaven man in rough but clean attire 
would board a train at some quiet flag-station, 
without exciting remark. With a low word for 
Dunn and Bivins, he carried his packs down 
to the corral. 

Blue Serge—who had now discarded that 
serge and was henceforth Blue Overalls—fol- 
lowed a moment later, carrying a rifle and 
scabbard and a small grub-sack of his own; 
cold bread and cold meat. He paused on the 
porch and looked down at the two men tied 
there. 

“Tt’s a queer lay,” he said. ‘Alec and Vic 
killed, and old Red shot up—and not a scratch 
between the three of us. Red is going to have 
4 thin time of it, too—hiding out, and him 
urt.” 
Lee Dunn looked up at him. “You're the 

one that’s taking the biggest chance.” 
“T got you boys into this,” said Blue Over- 

alls, ‘and I’ll get you out of it, if possible. 
You and Johnny ought to be in the clear, 
anyhow.” 

“Don’t forget, now,” said Johnny. ‘Soon 
as ever you sight the Dryford House, drop 
back and cross the river. Due east till you 
strike the wagon road. Turn north on the 
first lane. That will bring you out clear of the 
farms. Then strike northeast through the 
brush. You’d better be riding. Good luck!” , 

“Same to you. So long!” said Blue Over- 
alls, and strode away. 

Four saddled horses were in the corral. Red 
Stubble had cut four short lengths of lead rope. 
With one of these he tied one of the extra 
saddled horses to the doubled tail of his own 
horse, close up, so there would be no steppin 
over the rope. In like manner, he tailed the 
third horse to the second one. He tossed one 
lead rope to Overalls, where he slung the rifle 
to the saddle; and knotted the fourth lead 
rope to his own horse’s neck. ~He climbed 
painfully to the saddle. 

Overalls handed the little pack-sacks up to 
him and opened the gate. Red Stubble rode 
out, the tailed horses following quietly. Over- 
alls closed the gate, overtook his friend and 
rode beside him. They pushed on for Dryford, 
speaking little; Red Stubble was failing. They 
splashed into the shallow river. Midstream 
they stopped; Red Stubble slipped off. knee- 
deep in the muddy water. He handed his 
lead rope to Overalls and wrung his hand. 

“Here’s where we say good-by, Pete!” 
“Take care of yourself! ’ said Overalls. Red 

Stubble swung his little pack over his shoulder, 
and went stumbling up the stream towards 
the jungle of tornillo brush which h'd them 
from Dryford. From that thick shelter, an 
hour later, he saw the posse pass by. 

Overalls led the three horses straight to the 
river bank and pushed on, with a cautious eye 
ahead for any chance passers. The lane of 
his directions brought him beyond the cleared 
fields to the shelter of brushwood country 
Here he rode in a gallop. A short hour brought 
him near the railroad; and beyond the railroad, 
he saw a rider coming. He reined back in the 
bushes and tied the led horses so they would 
not be seen; he took a tally-book and a stub 

ncil from his saddle-bags and scrawled a 
rief note. 

We had to tie up a couple of men at a 
ranch west of the river. The brand on 
their horses is DB so I reckon you'll know 
who they are. Maybe you ought to send 
someone out to untie them. 

He tore the leaf from the tally-book, folded 
it and addressed it: 

To any Storekeeper 
Tripoli 

Edith Harkey had been visiting at the 
Stewart ranch. She was riding down the big 
road when she saw, through the dancing dust- 
motes, a golden horseman between her and the 
low sun. He crossed the railroad and waited, 
taking off his hat as she drew near. 

“T beg your pardon, miss—but are you going 
to Tripoli?” His bold eyes were troubled. 
“‘And if you would be so kind as to give this 
note to one of the storekeepers there? ’ 

“T’ll be giad to do it,” said Edith. 
“Thank you,” said the golden horseman. 

LUE OVERALLS lost twenty minutes sending 
B that note and getting back to his horses. 
But he felt the better for it. It was a lonesome 
country: his partners might suffer twenty 
deaths before anyone came to untie them—yes, 
they might even die of thirst. 

He crossed the railroad and the wagon road, 
and took to a granite ridge. To make up for 
that lost time, he rode his four horses turn 
and turn about, and pushed each one to the 
limit, considering the rough country he trav- 
eled. 

Sunset found him far out on the plain, riding 
slowly, to raise no dust to be seen from afar. 
He shaped his course for a deep pass, far in the 
northeast. The last sunlight died away. Then, 
in the dusk and moonlight, he crowded his four 
horses for all the speed they could give him. 

Midnight found him nearing the eastern 
range; one o’clock found him climbing a wind- 
ing road into San Andres Pass. That road 
had once been wide and white, leading to mines 
of hope; grass-grown now, deep-gullied, for 
gotten. : 

Weary man and weary horses, they crossed 
the summit and turned down a rough 
narrow canyon, which presently became’4 
twisting box. Once through the mountains and 
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hidden in the maze of foot-hills beyond—— 
A voice cried out in challenge; a rifle blazed 

from the hillside. Bending low, Overalls 
spurred back to the next bend for shelter. 
A bullet tore through his shoulder a bare 

*second before he turned the corner to safety. 
He scrambled down, bringing the rifle from 

his saddle; he crouched behind a great rock 
and searched the box canyon with bullets. 
Flashes of fire answered from the dark shad- 
ows; echoes rolled thunderous from cliff to 
cliff. 

“Only one man, and him a meddlesome 
Matt,” said Blue Overalls. “And if I can’t go | 
down, he can’t come up. Leastwise, not at | 
once. He may know some way to work around | 
above the cliffs—but he won’t be keen about | 
crowding into an ambush right away. Let’s | 
look-see are we killed.” 
The wound was painful but not dangerous. | 

He had been bent low above his horse’s neck; | 
the ball had grazed the outer edge of his left 
shoulder-blade, ranging upward between collar- 
bone and first rib. 
“One of the old-fashioned forty-fours, I 

judge,” said Overalls. “Just a clean hole. 
One of these modern guns would have put me 
out of business. As it is, I dunno, I dunno.” 
He plugged the holes as best he could with 
strips of uandkerchief, fired a few random 
shots to keep his adversary guessing, mounted 
painfully and led his weary horses back toward 
the summit. 
On the way, the trail climbed up a wide 

ledge above a great cliff, with a thicket of 
trees and brush below. Where the rock was 
slick and bare, he dismounted. Painfully, 
slowly, he unsaddled and dropped three saddles, 
blankets, bridles and ropes over the cliff and 
into the brush below, taking care that his feet 
never should leave the bare rock. He bent 
and looked with ininite pains for spots of 
blood, and sprinkled each one lightly with 
sand. Then he put his own saddle on the 
strongest horse and drove the others up the 
trail before him. 
He came to the summit and turned down 

the deserted wagon road; and there, as he 
rounded a shoulder of hill, he saw a sudden 
flame blaze up, far out on the plain and far 
below him. He drew rein and waited. A 
little later he saw, once and again, answering 
beacons from hillsides far in the north. 

“This is a fine kettle of fish!” said Overalls. 
“Nothing for it but to double on my tracks and 
cut in behind these wise laddie-bucks that have 
been following me all night. All I hope is that 
they run into that jasper in the canyon and 
shoot it out with him.” 
He turned his horses from the road and drove | 

them southward into a tangle of low hills. | 
There he left them and rode on alone, paral- 
leling the great range on his left. 

It was now probable that his one slender 
chance would be to cross that plain to the 
Caballo Mountains, low and far in the west. 
It might be done—if the posse should override 
his tracks where he had turned back, and think 
their quarry was hiding out in the hills. His 
heart sank to think how little water was left in 
the canteen. 
“I know of one horse and one man that’s 

going to see sorrow,” said Overalls. 
He came to a valley of red sand and mesquite 

brush. Day grew broad. He turned down a 
deep arroyo to ride unseen, and followed its 
Winding course westward between the sand- 
hills. He rode slow and slow, sick with pain. 
The sides of the arroyo became lower and 
made a broad swale. A dim wagon road 
crossed it, running north and south. Here, 
looking wearily around, Overalls saw three 
orsemen, a scant mile to the south, riding up 

that old road. They saw him and spurred at 
Once to give chase. 

With rope and spur he urged the mouse- 
colored horse to his best speed, until he found a 

to his liking; a cedared knoll with open 
country all about it. He took cover on the 
Crest of it. When the riders came in range. 

dropped a few rifle-shots in front of 
as a friendly warning. 
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The three horsemen drew back out of range, 
not firing a shot in answer. They separated to 
a swift circuit of the knoll and took equi- 
distant stations to stand guard over their 
prize. And presently three greenwood fires 
sent up slender columns of smoke through the 
quiet air of morning. 

Overalls grumbled: “It will be all over town 
—bandit in the cedar-brake. Well, the longer 
I hold ’em, the better Red’s chances are. He 
must have worked up the river bed quite a 
ways by now.” He unsaddled the mouse- 
colored horse and hobbled him in a hollow of 
the hill, out of range in case the besiegers 
should take a fancy for shooting. 

While sunrise flamed across the plain he took 
a light breakfast and a long drink. Then he 
sat with his back to a tree and smoked, keeping 
a watchful eye upon his guards. The years 
passed slowly; but at nine o’clock he saw a 
bunch of men riding down from the hills. 
They scattered out, consulting the three 
original discoverers. ; 

A little later, a horseman’ detached himself 
from the largest group and rode slowly in 
toward the besieged knoll, carrying a white 
handkerchief on a yucca stalk by way of a flag 
of truce. Overalls walked out in the open and 
waved him to come on. 

“What can I do for you?” he said politely, 
as the horseman drew rein beside him. 

“Son, I’m the sheriff,” said the rider. “We 
saw where you’ve been bleeding and we met 
up with the man that shot you. So we know 
that you’re not really four men, but one man 
leading three horses. He saw you. The boys 
are hunting for your friends, hither, thither 
and whither—and what you do or don’t won’t 
help or hinder. So you might as well go in to 
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the Goldenburg ranch and tear you off a little 
sleep. You must be all in.” 

Overalls considered. ‘That sounds reason- 
able enough. Show me where this ranch is 
and I’ll ride in by myself, if you can’t spare a 
man. I don’t want to be troublesome.” 

The sheriff grinned. “Oh, no trouble—no 
trouble at all!” 

“But you’re wrong about one thing, sheriff— 
about me having any friends. I stole this 
horse—found him saddled and tied to a tree. 
Then someone shot me up without saying aye, 
yes or no. Man that owned the horse, I 
reckon.” 

“You tell that to the prosecuting attorney. 
He’s with us—and he has his head set to make 
a deal with you. Let you off light if you tell 
us who and where and all that.” 

“You rush him right over,” said Overalls. 

“My memory is rotten,” Overalls confessed. 
“Just at present, the ‘transaction you mention 
has escaped my mind.” His face was haggard 
and hollow, his arm hung limp, his back 
drooped, shirt and side were soaked in blood 
and caked with sand. But his red-rimmed eyes 
were fond and candid as he looked up at the 
furious prosecutor. “Of course, if it ever comes 
back to me, I will let you know at once. De- 
pend on me, little skeezicks!” 

“You'll get the limit,” snarled the prose- 
cuting attorney. “And I could make it easy 
for you, rather than let your gang go scot-free.” 

Marty Fletcher, with Ambrosio and Charlie 
sat discreetly in the background, wooden-faced. 

“Tt’s no good, rews,” said the sheriff. 
“Don’t you see? This man knows it’s all up 
with him. He’s just stalling for time, to give 
his friends a better chance to get away.” 

“You mean, sheriff, that you would be that 
kind of a bank robber, if you went in for that 
line of business? But the P. A. here—little 
skookums—according to his own say, he'd 
blow the works to save his own hide. He Sticks, 
to it that I’ve got three friends and ought to 
do ’em dirt. That don’t make sense. [t 
wouldn’t be friendly of me to do that way, 
His proposition has that gamy flavor so much 
desired by epicures. If I had any friends— 
who are they and where are they? Distressing, 
Icallsit. It’s like rabbit pie! First catch your 
rabbit!” 

“T’ll see that you get twenty years,” said the 
P. A. hoarsely. ‘You might have got off with 
ten. Possibly five, but I could promise ten, 
Ten years is a long time. You'll miss the 
mountains.” 

The outlaw looked at the mountains, turning 
his weary head for a slow glance at all the long 
horizons. Defeated, broken, suffering, doom 
to waste his youth in prison . . . His sagging 
shoulders straightened, he held his head up; a 
slight flush came to his grimed and bloodless 
face. He licked*his dry lips and looked up at 
the prosecuting a-.torney. 

“Ten years is a long time,” he said. “A man 
would do a heap for ten years. I’ll tell you 
what you do. You see that big pass yonder— 
the one where you claim I tried to get through 
last night? And the next pass, north of that?” 

“Yes, San Andrecito,” said the P. A. eagerly. 
‘Well, you go through that little pass. Then 

you go to hell and take the first turn to the 
left!” 

The sheriff took one swift step. His legs 
straddled apart, his knees bent; he stooped over 
and spread his hands out, umpire-fashion. 

“Safe!” said the sheriff. 

The Lover of Her Dreams by Str Philip Gibbs (continued from poge 57) 
one of the maids of honor, burst into tears, 
sobbing and weeping noisily and imploring “the 
old wretch” not to tell the Queen, for mercy’s 
sake. Perhaps she was not such an old wretch 
as they thought. Her memoirs reveal a charm- 
ing and humorous mind. Anyhow she did not 
tell the Queen, but Aunt-Kate suspected that 
she might have told the Very Reverend Archi- 
bald Langport, with instructions for a solemn 
talk. 

She remembered that afternoon as an event- 
ful date in her life. It was a sultry day in July 
and the sun lay on the castle slopes, flinging 
deep shadows from the walls. In the castle it- 
self there was an atmosphere of oppression and 
nervousness. Her Majesty was not in good 
humor and as usual the knowledge of this 
seemed to permeate the household. 

John Brown was rude to the Duchess of 
Devonshire, and to everyone else who came in 
contact with him. He had bullied one of the 
junior footmen who had lost his temper and 
told him to “mind his blooming business.” 
Even the Queen’s Indian orderlies who looked 
like princes seemed more stealthy in their 
movements and more profoundly sad. 

There was a coming and going of visitors who 
were received in audience. Among them was 
Colonel Roberts, a dapper little soldier who 
had just come back from the fighting in Abys- 
sinia. He passed down the long gallery with a 
clink of spurs and came back again with shining 
eyes like a knight received by his lady. 

Then Mr. Gladstone came. Perhaps that 
was the cause of the Queen’s ill humor. She 
could not forgive him for defeating ‘dear 
Dizzy,” who had just been made Earl of 
Beaconsfield. “That dreadful man!” whis- 
pered the Mistress of the Robes after Mr. 
Gladstone had passed into the Queen’s cham- 
ber with an air of self-righteous dignity as 
though not even Queen Victoria could daunt 
his sense of political rectitude. 

The whole Court regarded him as a terrible 
Radical who was trying to overthrow the Con- 
stitution by pandering to democracy—that 
advancing dragon. The Queen was always 
fretful when he came down to Windsor. 

But perhaps it was the Prince who was the 
cause of her immediate touch of irritability that 
July afternoon. Aunt Kate had told me some 
tale about the Prince of Wales at this time 
which now escapes my memory. It had some- 
thing to do with a pretty lady and _horse- 
racing—two subjects which leave a wide field 
for scandal. Anyhow, it is certain that H.R.H., 
as they called him, was not feeling happy 
in his mind over this visit to his august 
mother. 

Aunt Kate happened to be in one of the 
corridors when he stood outside the Queen’s 
door waiting for Mr. Gladstone to come out. 
He was mopping his forehead and looked for all 
the world, she said, like a schoolboy waiting 
for an interview with the head master, though 
he must have been thirty years of age. 

She dropped him a curtsy and he smiled at 
her in a friendly way. 

“Hullo, Kate! I wish I felt as cool and fresh 
as you look today.” 

“Tt is rather warm, sir,”’ said Kate demurely. 
“Devilish!” said H.R.H. “And it’s going to 

be warmer.” He nodded towards the Queen’s 
room and then laughed and whispered: “I’m 
in for a wigging, Kate! ... The Prodigal 
Son . . . Oh, Lord!” 

She checked a ripple of laughter. It seemed 
absurd that this grown-up man who was the 
Prince of Wales should be as much afraid of 
the Queen as any one of her subjects. The 
Prince put his finger to his lips with a smile and 
then said good afternoon to Mr. Gladstone who 
came out with the same look of solemn im- 
portance. 

“Tt was the twenty-first of July,” said Aunt 
Kate. “I remember every incident as though 
it were yesterday. It was when Canon Lang- 
port ‘popped the question,’ as we used to say.” 

In her old age she laughed at that episode, 
but at the time it seemed to her amazing and 
overwhelming. At the tea-table he had 
shirked answering her question about the sub- 
ject of particular importance, but when his 
mother made an excuse to leave the room to 
fetch her precious tapestry, he pushed away his 
teacup and stood up with his back to the 

fireplace and looked down upon her as she 
ate a cream tartlet. 
“My dear Miss Kate,” said the canon rather 

solemnly, “I am about to make a proposal to 
you which may perhaps startle your girlish 
sensibilities. Of course you are very young, 
and I am no longer so young as I should like to 
be—though still in early middle age. 

“But you may see advantages in a state of 
life which is perhaps above that of your own 
family and prospects, and at the same time 
would give you an assured affection—a very 
tender solicitude for your happiness, my dear 
. - - Tocome briefly to the point, I should be 
a very happy man if you would consent to be 
my wife. t love you, my little Kate—your 
beauty, your charm, your tender modesty.” 

He crossed over to her and knelt down on one 
knee and kissed her left hand. He probably 
would have kissed her right hand if she had not 
still clutched that cream ‘tart—half-eaten—so 
tightly that the cream oozed out -upon her 
fingers. 

Aunt Kate was more astonished than she 
ever had been in her life before. She was also 
frightened. Waves of hot color rushed into her 
cheeks and then left her white. She was ter- 
ribly embarrassed, partly because of that cream 
on her finger-tips. 

“Oh, sir! Oh, Mr. Langport! It is a very 
great honor, Iam sure . . . It is so very kind 
of you!” 

She felt quite sincerely then, she told me, 
that it was indeed a great honor and that he 
was very kind. She did not love him in the 
least, of course. But it was impossible, she 
felt, to be rude to him. It was equally impossi- 
ble to refuse him. 

A girl of her age—a little chit of a thing, as 
she called herself—was utterly overwhelmed 
by the reverence she felt for this superb man 
who condescended to admire her. Besides, 
there were other great powers which forced 
her consent, as she heard with new consterna- 
tion. 

“The Queen,” said Canon Langport, “has 
been graciously pleased to approve of our mar- 
riage. I have also spoken to your respected 
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father who is, I believe, pleased and proud.” 
The Queen’s approval was as good as a com- 

mand. What the Queen approved had to be 

done—except by Mr. Gladstone. There was no 
way of escape for Aunt Kate, it seemed. In- 
deed, she did not want to escape at that mo- 

ment. A rabbit does not want to escape from 

the snake before which it trembles. It is just 
fascinated and powerless. es 

Not that Canon Langport had any reptilian 
characteristics. On the contrary, he was kind 

and tender and alarmingly human. Alarming 

when he abandoned his kneeling position and 

quite suddenly kissed Aunt Kate on the neck 
below her right ear. ‘ 
“My dear!” he exclaimed. ‘My sweet little 

Kate! How wonderful to think that I shall have 
ou as my very own wife! The pretty witch 

of Windsor! The loveliest rose in England!” 
She found her head somehow pressed against 

his silk waistcoat, and it was then that she 
burst into tears, not of unhappiness but of sheer 
emotion, and was so discovered by Mrs. Lang- 
port who returned with her tapestry and said, 
“Well, Archibald?” in a sharp tone. 
That afternoon between tea and dinner, be- 

fore Kate had time to realize the amazing thing 
that had befallen her, or to protest against it, 
even if she had had the will to do so, Canon 
Langport announced his glad tidings to two of 
the ladies in waiting (after even-song) and 
whispered his secret to the Duchess of Devon- 
shire who was in attendance on the Queen. 
Such sentimental news, as all other gossip, 
traveled fast in the royal household, and by 
luncheon time the next day Aunt Kate was 
receiving congratulations, smiling glances, 
arched eyebrows, nods and becks from great 
dames and young gentlewomen who previously 
had not taken much notice of this “little chit.” 

Even some of the royal servants said, 
“Hearty congratulations, Miss Kate!” very re- 
spectfully and affectionately. The engagement 
received an almost royal cachet when John 
Brown himself stopped Aunt Kate on his way 
to walk beside the Queen’s pony carriage when 
she took her airing, and smiled at her in his 
dour way under sandy eyebrows. 
“They tell me you’re going to marry Canon 

Langport, missy, and I’m verra glad to hear 
the news. I have a high respect for him as a 
God-fearing man, though I dinna see eye to eye 
with him always on theology. He’s a brave 
man to marry a wee bit lassie like yourself, 
with a natural propensity to light behavior, 
being so young and winsome, but I dare say 
he’ll put the fear of the Lord into your heart, 
and you have my good wishes for a respectable 
married life. I’ll slip a word into the Queen’s 
ear about it.” 
“Thank you, Mr. Brown,” said Aunt Kate, 

but in her heart she wished him in boiling oil 
because of his air of authority and condescen- 
sion. He was nothing but a Scotch gillie, but 
owing to the Queen’s trust in him the whole 
household went in fear of his watchful eyes and 
blunt speech. 
He must have “slipped that word” into the 

Queen’s ear, for on the following afternoon one 
of the maids of honor came running into Aunt 
Kate’s room and seized her by the wrist with 
laughing urgency. 
“The Queen wants you! . . . Quick, Kate! 

Like the wind!” 
Aunt Kate took one fevered glance in her 

Mirror to see that her hair was tidy, and 
blinked away some silly tears that had been in 
her eyes before Lady Margery came in like a 
gust. For some reason she was feeling miser- 
able about this engagement to a Very Reverend 
gentleman. She never would be able to live up 
to his moral standard. And he was old enough 
to be her father. And she couldn’t bear his silk 
Waistcoat and stockings. And she was caught 
ina trap like a white mouse. 

There’s a tape showing under your bodice, 
my dear,” said Lady Margery. “The Queen 
will be dreadfully shocked if she sees it.” 

, that shocking bit of tape was tucked in hur- 
niedly. Aunt Kate was hurried along the cor- 
tidors by the lady who was a messenger of Maj- 
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against her stays, as it always did when she 
approached the little lady who ruled the 
Empire. 

The Queen was listening to the reading of a 
leading article in the Times by the Duchess of 
Devonshire, who sat on a low stool by Her 
Majesty’s chair. No notice was taken of Aunt 
Kate, who dropped a deep curtsy at the door 
and advanced three steps and curtsied again. 

“A most dreadful and violent article,” said 
the Queen sharply. “The liberty of the press 
exceeds all bounds of decency and respect! 
Kindly read that last paragraph again, 
duchess.” 
The duchess read the last paragraph again, 

in a voice of horror, though Aunt Kate never 
was able to tell me what abominable senti- 
ments were expressed in the Times of that date. 

Once she ventured to glance timidly at that 
little black figure sitting in a straight-backed 
chair, with one hand supporting her chin. She 
were her w dow’s cap edged with white and a 
black silk gown. A middle-aged matron, grow- 
ing plump, and plainly dressed, but invested 
with a dignity, a command, a consciousness of 
grea ness which overwhelmed everyone who 
came into her presence—even the highest and 
noblest in the land. 

Fresently, after an hour, as it seemed, 
though perhaps it was only five minutes, the 
Queen looked at Aunt Kate and beckoned her 
with a smile. 

“Come here, child.” 
Aunt Kate dropped another curtsy and then 

stood with her hands clasped before the Queen. 
“So you have become engaged to Canon 

Langport, Kate? That is a great honor for 
you. You must pray to be worthy of such a 
good and estimable man.” 

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Aunt Kate in a timid 
little voice. 

The Queen smiled at her. “Such a child! 
But early marriages are always best . . . Tell 
the dear canon that the Queen is delighted with 
his choice and will be pleased to attend your 
wedding . . . In St. George’s Chapel, of 
course.” 

“Oh, Ma’am!” 
Aunt Kate whispered the words and fell into 

the billowing wave of her white frock again. 
“You may go, Kate.” 
Before Aunt Kate left the room backwards, 

very weak in the legs—not spoken of in those 
days or even recognized as part of the female 
body—the Duchess of Devonshire had resumed 
the reading of the dreadful article in the Times. 

She was trapped, like a white mouse. The 
Queen was going to attend her wedding in St. 
George’s Chapel. She never would be able to 
laugh, or giggle, or have pillow fights, or read 
naughty novels in bed, or dream of the adorable 
young man whom she knew to be waiting for 
her somewhere in the wide and wonderful 
world . . . Poor Aunt Kate! 

It was a mockery of fate that the adorable 
young man whom she had been expecting in 
her day-dreams should appear when she was 
making the wedding-dress in which she was to 
be married to an elderly cleric. 

He was William Anson, a lieutenant of the 
Grenadier Guards on garrison duty at the castle 
—a young man with extraordinarily beautiful 
whiskers which had the glint of gold in them, 
and light gray eyes with a most boyish and 
charming smile, and a fair skin which was quick 
to b'ush when his heart beneath a padded tunic 
beat at the sight of Aunt Kate. 

The Grenadier Guards had relieved the 
Scots Guards only a week or two after Aunt 
Kate’s engagement, and the first time she 
saw William was when he came to tea one day 
with Canon Langport, who happened to be his 
uncle. She knew instantly that he was the 
lover of her dreams, and she went quite white 
for a moment, and almost swooned. So she 
told me thirty years afterwards. 

“He looked adorable,” she said, “in his red 
tunic, carrying a great busby on his left arm 
while his hand was supported on his sword-hilt 
before he took off this weapon and put it up 
against the mantelpiece—just as if it were a 
toasting-fork!” ~~ 

Their eyes met for a moment, until her 
lashes fluttered and drooped before that look of 
smiling admiration. She had just time to gee 
the blush creep into his fair skin, and the glint 
of gold in those wonderful whiskers of his, and 
the look which told her that he knew his fate 
had come, as she knew instantly. 
“My nephew, William Anson,” said the 

canon breezily. ‘We shall have the advan 
of his company a good deal, I hope, now that 
the Grenadiers are stationed at Windsor again 
. . . You will pour out tea, my dear? Mother 
won’t mind, I am sure, and I like to see you 
presiding over the teacups. Before long—” 
He laughed and patted one of her hands. 
It was very difficult for Aunt Kate to pour 

out tea, owing to her state of agitation in the 
presence of that young officer. Her hands 
trembled and she spilt some of the tea on her 
white frock, and was terribly embarrassed when 
William Anson said, “Oh, I say! Allow me! 
I beg of you!” and went down on his knee very 
gracefully, in spite of his tight trousers, and 
dabbed her frock with a handkerchief. 

“Tt is nothing,” said Aunt Kate. “Please do 
not trouble yourself in the least, sir.” 

Their hands touched for a second, and it was 
as though some electric shock startled them 
both; a rush of the vital spark between two 
highly charged bodies. She was sure that he 
had felt it as well, because he looked quite pale 
suddenly as he rose from his knees. 

“It’s that teapot,’ said Canon Langport, 
laughing heartily. “There must be something 
wrong with the spout. Mother did the same 
thing yesterday. That pretty frock of your, 
my Kate! What a shame!” 

Later he led and held the conversation to 
his Italian travels. -It was only necessary for 
Aunt Kate to smile at the right place and for 
Lieutenant Anson to say, “Really! . . . By 
Jove, now! . . . By Gad, sir, you don 
say so!” 

Fate which weaves its artful web for human 
hearts worked in such a way that Aunt Kate 
had several meetings with Lieutenant Anson 
during the next few days. They came face to 
face in the Lower Ward when he had come from 
changing guard, and it was natural that he 
should walk with her. a little way, bending 
slightly when she spoke to him and seeming 
like a young giant beside her because of his own 
six feet and his tall busby, compared with her 
five-foot-four and her little coal-scuttle bonnet. 

She spoke lightly and merrily, hiding her agi- 
tation. ‘Don’t you find it dull, Mr. Anson, 
in this dreary old castle?” 

“Oh, no, Miss Kate,” he answered shyly. 
“Not at all, by Jove! It’s very romantic and 
all that, don’t you think?” 

“Surely you prefer London!’ she exclaimed. 
“There are so many pretty ladies there, andI 
am sure they make a great fuss over any young 
officer in the Grenadier Guards.” 
He blushed deeply and fingered his golden 

whiskers nervously. 
“You are teasing me, I am afraid,” he pro 

tested. “Upon my honor, I am not much it~ 
terested in the pretty ladies of London.” 

“Qh, what hardness of heart, Mr. Anson!” 
She was teasing him, she told me, but it 

seems to me obvious that she was also fli 
with him, dangerously for herself and him, con- 
sidering her engagement to the Very Reveren 
Archibald Langport who happened to be his 
uncle. She denied all that in later years, but 
she admits that she called out to him from her 
window in the Round Tower when he pas 
one evening after dinner. She left her ream 
frock upon which she was sewing some very 0! 
lace at the sound of his footsteps and the jingle 
of his spurs across the courtyard. oe 
“How did you know the sound of his foot 

steps?” I asked as a small boy. “Why coulda’t 
it have been John Brown, or one of the other 
officers?” 

“John Brown didn’t wear spurs, my deaf, 
she answered sharply, “and any girl in love 
knows the sound *of her man’s footsteps. 

She called out’ to him from the window, 
which was thirty feet from the ground: 

“Ts that you, Mr. Anson?” 

Hear 



pour 
in the 

juman 

es F EERE aS BSawaeeede it 
i=] 3 

release 
irs 

9 out of 10 screen stars 

guard their skin with 
Lux Toilet Soap 

BLONDES 

> ie cS 

Marion Davies—‘‘I am 
simply delighted with 
Lux Toilet Soap.”’ 

Para- 
mount—‘‘It keeps the 
skin so very smooth.’’ 

Esther Ralston, 

Dorothy Mackaill, First Anna Q. Nilsson, F. B. 
National—‘It is lovely O.—‘‘It keeps the skin 
for the skin.’’ smooth as velvet.’’ 

BRUNETTES 

4 
ee 

Bebe Daniels, Para- Billie Dove, First Na- 
mount—‘‘Helps keep tional—‘‘It’s pure and 
the skin so lovely.”’ so very refreshing.”” 

Lupe Velez, United Art- Louise Brooks says: 
ists—“‘Lux Toilet Soap —‘“‘It keeps the skin 

my skin velvety.’’ so satin-smooth."’ 

Hearst’s International—Cosmopolitan for February, 1929 

Blondes - Brunettes - Red-heads 
such widely varying types 

—yet all screen stars alike have the vital 
appeal of smooth skin 

N exquisite skin is any girl’s greatest 
charm, and for the screen star it is 

all important, leading motion picture 
directors say. 

“T don’t know of a single girl without 
lovely skin who has won enough of the 
public to become a star,” says William 
Beaudine, director for Fox. 

Nine out of ten screen stars use Lux 
Toilet Soap for smooth skin, and all the 

great film studios have made this white 
fragrant soap the official soap for their 
dressing rooms. It is made by the famous 
French method, and lathers generously 

even in hard water. Try it—today. 

More of the many stars 

using this soap: 

BLONDES 

May McAvoy—Warner Brothers 
Phyllis Haver—Pathé 

Jeanette Loff—Pathé 
Gilda Gray—Independent 

Lois Moran—Fox 
Mae Murray—Independent 
Greta Nissen—Independent 
Vera Reynolds—Independent 

BRUNETTES 

Olive Borden—Independent 
Madge Bellamy—Fox 
Mary Duncan—Fox 

Marie Prevost—Pathé 

Aileen Pringle—Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer 
Irene Rich—Independent 

Virginia Valli—Independent 
Lya de Putti—Columbia 

RED-HEADS 
Sally Eilers—Mack Sennett-Pathé 

Mary Astor— Fox 
Merna Kennedy—United Artists 

Jacqueline Logan—Pathé 
Marjorie Beebe— Fox 

Myrna Loy—Warner Brothers 
Sally Phipps—Fox 

Audrey Ferris—Warner Brothers 

BROWN HAIR 

Evelyn Brent—Paramount 
Betty Bronson—Warner Brothers 

Sue Carol—Independent 
Betty C Independent 

Doris Kenyon—Independent 
Mary Philbin—Universal 

And many, many more lovely stars 

131 

RED-HEADS 

Joan Crawford, M.G.M. 
—‘‘It is lovely for keep- 

ing the skin smooth.”’ 

Clara Bow, Paramount 

—‘*‘Lux Toilet Soap 
keeps the skin lovely."’ 

Ps ae 
Janet Gaynor, Fox—‘‘It 
makes my skin feel so 

soft and smooth.”’ 

Para- Nancy Carroll, 

mount—‘‘It keeps one’s 
skin so very flawless."’ 

BROWN HAIR 

jy Ne &£ a 
dite § ko i a 

Corinne Griffith, First Renée Adorée, M.G.M. 
National —‘‘It gives —‘It gives my skin 

such a fine texture.”’ such a velvety feeling.’’ 

Mary Brian, Paramount Eleanor Boardman 
—‘‘It keeps one’s skin says:—‘‘It is so excel- 
in perfect condition.”’ lent for smooth skin.”’ 

Lux Toilet Soap 
Luxury such as you have found only in French 

soaps at 50c and $1 00 the cake. . . Now IO¢ 



132 

He stopped and saluted, as she could see in 
the dim twilight. 

“At your service, Miss Kate.” 
“Give my love to the Guard!”’ she said. 
Very daring, surely, for a Victorian young 

lady! 
Perhaps that distance of thirty feet gave 

J.ieutenant Anson courage which he lacked on 
the level with her at that time. 

“Does that include the officer of the guard?” 
he asked. 

“Tf he thinks it will do him any good,” she 
answered, laughing rather nervously. 

“Beyond anything in the world,” he pro- 
tested so ardently that she trembled a little. 

He saluted again and then made a right- 
about turn and paced across the gloomy court- 
yard, and it was some minutes afterwards when 
Aunt Kate went back to that wedding-frock 
and pricked her finger so tnat a little diep of 
blood stained the white silk. ‘My heart’s 
blood,”’ she said, and burst into tears. 

There are some points in this story of which I 
have some doubt now that I come to write it. 
I am, for instance, doubtful how it was that 
Lieutenant Anson came to play whist and 
spend the evenings—when he was not on duty 
—in my grandfather’s rooms, sometimes when 
Canon Langport joined them, and sometimes 
when that reverend gentleman was not present. 

Perhaps Aunt Kate was the conspirator who 
arranged this state of affairs, or perhaps the 
canon, who was a genial and simple man, de- 
spite a certain portentousness due to his cloth 
and age, was glad that his nephew should find 
such pleasant company and had no suspicion 
that he was endangering his own happiness. 
A shy young man, as I have told. Very 

quick to blush because of his fair skin. But 
some of the shyest men are most ardent when 
they love, and as an officer of the Guards he 
was naturally endowed with courage. There 
has been a lot of talk lately about the younger 
generation, and some of our novelists have 
spent themselves on describing the audacities 
of “flaming youth,” and the indiscretions of 
post-war girls. Well, all I can say is that Lieu- 
tenant Anson and Aunt Kate who were born 
in the Early Victorian era took great risks 
almost under the very nose of Queen Victoria. 

There was one night when Aunt Kate crept 
down into the Long Corridor an hour or more 
after she was supposed to be tucked in bed, and 
tapped at the door of the smali room which 
Anson had for his use during the night guard. 

He had been playing whist with her that 
evening and had trumped one of my grand- 
mother’s tricks and then revoked shamefully, 
so that my grandfather rebuked him rather 
sharply. The truth was that he had lost him- 
self in Aunt Kate’s eyes. He had told her, as 
clearly as any man tells woman, that he loved 
her, and that he was suffering anguish and 
Hell’s tortures, and other dreadful emotions, 
because she was engaged to his uncle. All that 
without a word. 

Then, on the pretext of giving her a scarf 
which she had, I am sure, dropped deliberately 
under the card-table, he had followed her out of 
the room when she had said good night and 
had seized her hand and pressed it to his lips. 
lor a moment she had half fainted against his 
chest, and then had slipped away like a little 
white ghost. But now, an hour or more later— 
it was after midnight—she crept down again to 
that little room. 

He was sitting in a velvet-padded chair, with 
his legs outstretched and his chin dug into 
his chest. His sword lay across a small table, 
and the light from the candelabra gleamed 
upon his fair hair and golden whiskers. He was 
a picture of dejected youth and downcast 
gallantry, and Aunt Kate’s heart (she told me) 
jumped at the sight of him so that all her spirit 
yearned towards him. 

‘William!’ she whispered. 
He sprang up from his chair and stared at her 

as though not sure of her reality. Then he 
strode towards her and held her tight in his 
arms and kissed her on the lips and eyelids. 

“T love you,” he vowed. “There is no need 
to tell you. Our hearts speak to each other.” 
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“William!” she cried. ‘What shall we do? 
Your uncle! . . . That dreadful marriage!” 

She did not disguise her love for him, after 
those kisses. She stood there with her face 
against his scarlet tunic. 
“My uncle is a ridiculous old buffer,” said 

Lieutenant Anson. ‘The idea of his marrying 
you is preposterous, by Jove. I will go through 
fire and water to make you mine. Through 
streams and floods. My beautiful Kate! My 
most innocent and sweet child!” 

The youth of this age will not believe it pos- 
sible that their grandfathers and grandmothers 
ever spoke like that in Victorian days, but I 
have it on my aunt’s authority. Anyhow, 
there they were alone in a room of Windsor 
Castle, at an hour past midnight, and there 
Aunt Kate stayed until dawn crept through the 
arched windows, when, like a mouse, she stole 
back to her own room. 

That was indiscreet enough and goodness 
knows what would have happened if the Mis- 
tress of the Robes—that “old wretch’”—had 
happened to be passing down the Long Corri- 
dor that early morning after a sleepless night, 
or an attack of indigestion. 

But their greatest indiscretions were their 
secret meetings in Windsor Great Forest. Six 
times in all did they meet by a certain giant oak 
sufficiently removed from the public drives 
to be secluded and safe, they thought, on those 
summer afternoons. Six times Aunt Kate 
listened to William Anson’s vows of eternal 
love, and wept on his chest when she con- 
fessed that her courage failed her at the thought 
of the wedding with his uncle. 

“You must break your engagement to the 
old buffer,” said William Anson sternly. 

“But the Queen is coming to the wedding!” 
said Aunt Kate. ‘The Queen approves of my 
marriage, William.” 

William groaned. That was a daunting 
thought, even to him in the very fire of his love. 

“The Queen is very gracious,” he said 
loyally. ‘She will understand your unhappi- 
ness, my darling. You must get the duchess to 
intercede for us.” 

“Oh, I dare not!” cried Aunt Kate. “I dare 
not, William. The Queen’s displeasure is the 
most frightful thing in the world.” 

“Then we must go away to the Continent,” 
said William. “I will resign my commission 
in the Guards. We will be married at Calais 
and live in exile.” 

Aunt Kate wept again. “I should ruin your 
career, dear William. You would hate me for 
spoiling your life.” 

He clasped her more tightly and kissed her 
with ardor. 
And it was then that the awful thinz hap- 

pened. She was in his arms like that when there 
was a rustle of the undergrowth, and suddenly, 
before they were aware of any human presence, 
John Brown, the Queen’s servant, stood before 
them. He spoke even before they saw him. 

“Weel, weel,”’ he said, with grim irony. ‘This 
is a pretty sight for sair een. Love-making in 
the woods, eh? And this young woman en- 
gaged to a reverend gentleman dedicated to the 
ministry of the Lord!” 
He gave a harsh laugh, and then changed his 

tone and spoke sternly. 
“Tt will be my duty to tell the Queen. Her 

Majesty is a moral woman and careful of her 
household and the proprieties of all those in her 
sairvice. To say nothing of her officers and 
gentlemen .. . I shall inform the Queen.” 

He addressed the last words to Lieutenant 
Anson, staring at him dourly. 

The lieutenant’s fair skin flushed angrily, 
and he spoke fiercely and foolishly. ‘You may 
go to the devil, my man . . . Learn to be re- 
spectful to your betters.” 

“Na, na,” said John Brown. “It’s you who 
go to the devil, sir, with this pretty wench. 
And I am respectful to my betters when they 
behave as such in the Lord’s all-seeing eyes.” 

“Infernal old hypocrite!” muttered Lieu- 
tenant Anson as John Brown strode off through 
the undergrowth, while Aunt Kate was stricken 
with terror and sobbed in her lover’s arms. 

John Brown had no pity on those two young 

people. He informed the Queen that day of the 
awful sight he had seen in Windsor Great 
Forest, and he also took occasion to walk down 
to Canon Langport’s house in the Horseshoe 
Cloisters, where he remained with the reverend 
gentleman for twenty minutes or more. 

That happened when Aunt Kate lay face 
downwards on her bed, stuffing the corner of the 
pillow in her mouth to prevent the sound of her 
sobs from reaching my grandmother in the next 
room. She was in that state of fear and ap. 
guish, her eyes red with weeping, when the aw- 
ful message came to her that the Queen wished 
to see her. Poor Aunt Kate went into the 
Queen’s presence with puffed eyes and trem- 
bling limbs so that she nearly dropped when she 
made her curtsies. 

The Queen was quite alone in her room, sign- 
ing some papers—that beautiful signature © 
with the long stroke to the V which always 
looks as though it had been engraved on cop- 
perplate. Once she sighed deeply, as though 
overburdened with the cares of state, and took 
no notice at all of the little maid who waited on 
her until suddenly she thrust her papers away, 
and regarded Aunt Kate with severe displeasure. 

“You are a disgraceful young woman,” she 
said harshly. ‘You were seen in the embrace 
of one of my officers today, alone in the forest, 
like some Gipsy girl. Do you deny that?” 

Aunt Kate shook her head, and put her hands 
up to her face. 

“Shocking and outrageous,”’ said the Queen. 
“A young woman engaged to be married toa 
worthy and holy man! Almost on the eve of 
her wedding-day! Are you lost to all sense of 
shame? Have you no respect for your Queen?” 

At each sentence her voice rose more angrily, 
and she tapped a paper-knife on the blotting- 
pad before her as though rapping Aunt Kate’s 
head. Her last words, “Have you no respect 
for your Queen?” were uttered with an awful- 
ness that was almost annihilating. 

Aunt Kate was stricken into speechlessness, 
She bowed her head with her hands clasped 
upon her breast, and tears streamed down her 
little white face. 
“You are dismissed from my service,”’ said 

the Queen, tightening her lips. ‘To avoid 
further scandal, your guilty lover will be al- 
lowed to resign his commission in the Grenadier 
Guards. You will leave the castle tomorrow 
morning.” F 

It was for her lover’s sake that Aunt Kate 
fell to the floor before the Queen’s feet, implor- 
ing mercy for the young officer. 

“Oh, Ma’am! Oh, your Majesty! He is such 
a brave young man. So noble. So devoted to 
your Majesty’s service. And our love has been 
innocent and pure!” 

“T hope so,” said the Queen. ‘‘I should like 
pl aati itso. Get up, child. Restrain your- 
self.” 

She spoke less harshly, touched by the pic- 
ture of that sobbing girl who was presently led 
out of the room by one of the ladies in waiting, 
after the Queen had tinkled a bell on her desk. 

It was the Very Reverend Archibald Lang- 
port who was able to reprieve Aunt Kate from 
that dread sentence of dismissal. He behaved 
very nobly, with generosity of mind and self- 
forgetfulness, and he must have touched the 
Queen’s heart by his plea for young love. To 
Aunt Kate he was tender and magnanimous. 
“My dear,” he said, “there is no fool like an 

old fool. I do not blame you at all for falling 
in love with my good-looking nephew. I only 
blame myself for forgetting my age and the law 
of life which gives love to youth. I shall always 
be grateful for your patience with me, your 
kindness . . . Now dry your eyes, my dear. 
Her Majesty has forgiven you. And perhaps 
you will let me take one little kiss—not as a 
lover, but as the uncle of your future husband.” 

That was more than half a century ago, a 
Aunt Kate, dear lady, told me this tale in her 
old age, but as I went round Windsor Castle the 
other day with a crowd of American tourists I 
thought of her there in her time of beauty, and 
to me, anyhow, her spirit has joined the nistori¢ 
ghosts of the old castle, in which my father was 
born one day. 
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The Man Who Would Wreck the World (continued jrom page 38) 
grasp the idea. You have heard both in 
Oriental magic and in Western occultism of 
the phenomenon of the apport when some 
object is suddenly brought from a distance 
and appears in a new place. How can such a 
thing be done save by the loosening of the 
molecules, their conveyance upon an etheric 
wave and their reassembling, each exactly in 
its own place, drawn together by some irresisti- 

ble law?” F 
“You cannot explain one incredible thing 

by quoting another incredible thing,” said 
Challenger. “I do not believe in your apports, 
Mr. Nemor, and I do not believe in your ma- 
chine. My time is valuable, and if we are to 
have any sort of demonstration I would beg 
you to proceed with it.” 
“Then you will be 

said the inventor. He led us down the stair of 
the flat and across a small garden which lay 
behind. There was a considerable outhouse, 
which he unlocked, and we entered. 

Inside was a large whitewashed room with 
innumerable copper wires hanging in festoons 
from the ceiling, and a huge magnet balanced 
upon a pedestal. In front of this was what 
looked like a prism of glass, three feet in length 
and about a foot in diameter. To the right of 
it was a chair which rested upon a platform 
of zinc, and which had a burnished copper cap 
suspended above it. Both the cap and the 
chair had heavy wires attached to them, and 
at the side was a sort of ratchet with numbered 
slots and a handle covered with india-rubber 
which lay at present in the slot marked zero. 
“Nemor’s disintegrator,” said this strange 

man, waving his hand towards the machine. 
“This is the model which is destined to be 
famous as altering the balance of power among 
the nations. Who holds this rules the world! 
Now, Professor Challenger, you have, if I may 
say so, treated me with some lack of courtesy 
and consideration in this matter. Will you 
d@are%o sit upon that chair and allow me to 
@emonstrate upon your own body the capa- 

i the new force?” 
er rushed at the machine, but I 

‘seized his arm and held him back. 
“*Youshall not go,” I-said. ‘Your life is too 

valuable. It is monstrous. What - possible 
’ guarantee of safety have you?” 

“My guarantee of safety,” said Challenger, 
“is that you are a witness and that this person 
would certainly be held for manslaughter at 
the least should anything befall me.” 
“That would be a poor consolation to the 

world of science, when you would leave work 
unfinished which none but you can do. Let 
me, at least, go first, and then, when the ex- 
perience proves to be harmless, you can follow.” 

Personal danger never would have moved 
Challenger, but the idea that his scientific 
work might remain unfinished hit him hard. 
He hesitated and before he could make up his 
mind I had jumped into the chair. 
I saw the inventor put his hand to the handle. 

I was aware of a click. Then for a moment 
there was a sensation of confusion and a mist 
before my eyes. When they cleared, the in- 
ventor with his odious smile was standing be- 
fore me, and Challenger, with his apple-red 
cheeks drained of blood and color, was staring 
over his shoulder. 

I have never seen my old friend so utterly 
upset. His iron nerves for a moment had 
failed him completely. He grasped my arm. 
“My Lord, Malone, it is true,” said he. 

“You vanished. There was a mist for an in- 
stant, and then vacancy.” 
“How long was I away?” 
“Two or three minutes. I was, I confess, 

horrified. I could not imagine that you would 
return. Then he clicked this lever, if it is a 
lever, into a new slot and there you were upon 
the chair, looking a little bewildered but other- 
wise the same as ever.” He mopped his moist 
brow with his big red handkerchief. 
“Now, sir,” said the inventor. “Or perhaps 

your nerve has failed you?” 

leased to follow me,” 

Challenger visibly braced himself. Then, 
pushing my protesting hand to one side, he 
seated himself upon the chair. The handle 
clicked into Number Three. He was gone. 

“Tt is an interesting process, is it not?” 
Nemor remarked. ‘When one considers the 
tremendous individuality of the professor it is 
strange to think that he is at present a molec- 
ular cloud suspended in some portion of this 
building. He is now, of course, entirely at 
my mercy. If I choose to leave him in sus- 
pension, there is nothing on earth to prevent 
me.” 

“T would soon find means to prevent you.” 
The smile once again became a snarl. “You 

cannot imagine that such a thought ever en- 
tered my mind. Good heavens! Think of the 
permanent dissolution of the great Professor 
Challenger.. Terrible! Terrible! At the same 
time he has not been so courteous as he might. 
Don’t you think some small lesson——?” 

“No, I do not.” 
“Well, we will call it a curious demonstra- 

tion. Something that would make an inter- 
esting paragraph in your paper. For example, 
I have discovered that the hair of the body, 
being on an entirely different vibration to the 
living organic tissues, can be included or ex- 
cluded at will. It would interest me to see the 
bear without his bristles. Behold him!” 

There was the click of the lever. An instant 
later Challenger was seated upon the chair 
once more. But what a Challenger! What a 
shorn lion! Furious as I was at the trick that 
had been played upon him, I could hardly 
help roaring with laughter. 

His huge head was as bald as a baby’s and 
his chin was as smooth as a girl’s. Bereft of 
his glorious black mane the lower part of his 
face was heavily jowled and ham-shaped, while 
his whole appearance was that of an old fight- 
ing gladiator, battered and bulging, with the 
jaws of a bulldog over a massive chin. 

It may have been some look upon our faces— 
I have no doubt that the evil grin of my com- 
panion had widened at the sight—but however 
that may be, Challenger’s hand flew up to his 
head and he became conscious of his condition. 
The next instant he had sprung out of his chair, 
seized the inventor by the throat and hurled 
him to the ground. 

“For heaven’s sake be careful. If you kill 
him we can never get matters right again!’ I 
cried. 

That argument prevailed. Even in his mad- 
dest moments Challenger was always open to 
reason. He sprang up from the floor, dragging 
the trembling inventor up with him. 

“T give you five minutes,” he panted in his 
fury. “If in five minutes I am not as I was, I 
will choke the life out of your wretched body.” 

Challenger in a fury was not a safe person 
to argue with. The bravest man might shrink 
from him, and there were no signs that Mr. 
Nemor was a particularly brave man. 

“Really, professor,” he babbled, with his 
hand to his throat, “this violence is quite un- 
necessary. Surely a harmless joke may pass 
among friends. It was my wish to demon- 
strate the powers of the machine. I had 
imagined that you wanted a full demonstra- 
tion. No offense, I assure you, professor, none 
in the world!” 

For answer, Challenger climbed back into the 
chair. “You will keep your eye upon him, 
Malone. Do not permit any liberties.” 

“T’ll see to it, sir.” 
“Now then, set that matter right or take 

the consequences.” 
The terrified inventor approached his ma- 

chine. The reuniting power was turned on to 
the full, and in an instant, there was the old 
lion with his tangled mane once more. He 
stroked his beard affectionately with his hands 
and passed them over his cranium to be sure 
that the restoration was complete. Then he 
descended solemnly from his perch. 

“You have taken a liberty, sir, which might 
havz had very serious consequences to yourself. 

However, I am content to accept your expla- 
nation that you only did it for purposes of 
demonstration. Now, may I ask you a few 
direct questions upon this remarkable power?” 

“T am ready to answer anything save what 
the source of the power is. That is my secret.” 

“And do you seriously inform us that no 
one in the world knows this except yourself?” 

“‘No one has the least inkling.” 
“No assistants?” 
“No, sir. I work alone.” 
“Dear me! That is most interesting. You 

have satisfied me as to the reality of the power 
but I do not yet perceive its practical bearings.’ 

“T have explained, sir, that this is a model. 
But it would be quite easy to erect a plant upon 
a large scale. You understand that this acts 
vertically. Certain currents above you, and 
certain others below you, set up vibrations 
which either disintegrate or reunite. But the 
process could be lateral. If it were so con- 
ducted it would have the same effect, and cover 
a space in proportion to the strength of the 
current.& 

“Give an example.” 
“We will suppose that one pole was in one 

small vessel and one in another, a battle- 
ship between them would simply vanish into 
molecules. So also with a column of troops.” 

‘And you have sold this secret as a monopoly 
to a single European power?” 

“Yes, sir, I have. When the money is paid 
over they shall have such power as no nation 
ever had yet. 

“Conceive a quarter of London in which 
such machines have been erected. Imagine 
the effect of such a current upon the scale 
which could easily be adopted. Why”—he 
burst into laughter—“I could imagine the 
whole Thames valley being swept clean, and 
not one man, woman or child left!” 

The words filled me with horror—and even 
more the air of exultation with which they were 
pronounced. They seemed, however, to pro- 
duce quite a different effect upon my compan- 
ion. To my surprise he broke into a genial 
smile and held out his hand to the inventor. 

“Well, Mr. Nemor, we have to congratulate 
you,” said he. “There is no doubt that you 
have come upon a remarkable property of na- 
ture which you have succeeded in harnessing 
for the use of man. That this use should be 
destructive is no doubt very deplorable, but 
science knows no distinctions of the sort. 
Apart from the principle involved you have, 
I suppose, no objection to my examining the 
construction of the machine?” 

“None. The machine is merely the body. 
It is the soul of it, the animating principle, 
which you can never hope to capture.” 

“Exactly.- But the mere mechanism seems 
to be a model of ingenuity.” For some time 
he walked round it and fingered its several 
parts. Then he hoisted his unwieldy bulk into 
the insulated chair. 

“Would you like another excursion into the 
cosmos?”’ asked the inventor. 

“Later perhaps—later! But meanwhile 
there is, as no doubt you know, some leakage 
of electricity. I can distinctly feel a weak 
current passing through me.” 

“Impossible. It is quite insulated.” 
“But I assure you that I feel it.” He levered 

himself down from his perch. 
The inventor hastened to take his place. 

“T can feel nothing.”’ 
“Ts there not a tingling down your spine?” 
“No, sir, I do not observe it.” 
There was a sharp click and the man had 

disappeared. I looked with amazement at 
Challenger. 

“Good heavens! did you touch the machine?” 
He smiled at me benignly, with an air of 

mild surprise. 
“Dear me! I may have inadvertently 

touched the handle,” said he. “One is very 
liable to have awkward accidents with a rough 
model of this kind. This lever should cer- 
tainly be guarded.” 

? 
? 
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“It is in Number Three. That is the slot 
which causes disintegration.” 

“So I observed when you were operated 
upon.” 

“But I was so excited when he brought you 
back that I did not see which was the proper 
slot for the return. Did you notice it?” 

“T may have noticed it, young Malone, but 
I do not burden my mind with small details. 
There are many slots and we do not know their 
purpose. We may make the matter worse if 
we experiment with the unknown. Perhaps it 
is better to leave matters as they are.” 

“And you would——?” 
“Exactly. It is better so. The interesting 

personality of Mr. Theodore Nemor has dis- 
tributed itself throughout the cosmos, his ma- 
chine is worthless and a certain foreign govern- 
ment has been deprived of knowledge by which 
much harm might have been wrought. Nota 
bad morning’s. work, young Malone. Your 

rag will no doubt have an interesting column 
upon the inexplicable disappearance of q 
Latvian inventor shortly after the visit of their 
own special correspondent. 

“T have enjoyed the experience. These are 
the lighter moments which come to brighten 
the dull routine of study. But life has its 
duties as well as its pleasures and I now return 
to the Italian Mazotti and his preposterous 
views upon the larval development of the 
tropical termites.” 

As I looked back, it seemed to me that a 
slight oleaginous mist was still hovering round 

e chair. 
“But surely——?” I urged. 
“The first duty of the law-abiding citizen 

is to prevent murder,” said Professor Chal- 
lenger. “I have done so. Enough, Malone, 
enough! The theme will not bear discussion, - 
It has already disengaged my thoughts too 
long from matters of more importance.” 

+ IE te 

A Girl Who Played Fair (continued from page 80) 
both the parties I’ve been to at your house I’ve 
seen you making love to other women.” 

He laughed outright. “Good Lord! Is that 
what all the fuss is about?” 

“Tsn’t that enough?” 
“Why, heavens! That’s only a little harm- 

less diversion.” 
“Do you suppose Paula would think so?” 
“T assure you, Paula isn’t in the least inter- 

ested in my possible indiscretions,” he care- 
lessly informed her. 

Joan was upon her feet. “Roy, how can you 
say such a thing? How can you even think it?” 

‘Well, she isn’t. I’ve been married to her for 
seven years and I ought to know. You see, 
Paula has a passion for trying to discover how 
the universe was made and what for. She’s 
much more interested in finding out why I’m 
alive than in what I’m doing. Personally, I’m 
quite content to spend the time enjoying my- 
self.” 

“Do you enjoy yourself?” Joan asked. “Do 
you enjoy the sort of ‘diversion’ I witnessed?” 

“Not particularly. But how am I supposed 
to amuse myself while Paula’s off delving into 
the Unknown?” 

“Roy, you talk as if you thought Paula no 
longer in love with you,” Joan cried reprovingly. 

“T sometimes wonder if she is,’’ he mused. 
“Of course she is! And you sit there and pre- 

tend not to know it. All this you’ve been tell- 
ing me is just an alibi, isn’t it?” 

“Ts it?” he asked provocatively. 
Joan felt like boxing his ears. “Of course it 

is,’ she told him. “I know Paula—I know 
what she wanted out of life. If she’s drifting 
away now it’s only in self-protection, because 
you’ve failed her.” Vitally interested in her 
subject she was pacing the floor before him. 

“Failed her? How?” 
She wheeled on him. “By your cheap flirta- 

tions. Don’t you suppose Paula knows about 
them?” 

“Possibly, I don’t know.” He tossed it 
aside with a nonchalance that further incensed 
her. 

“Well, do you think she could stand by and 
let you see how:you’re tearing her heart to 
pieces?” Joan asked passionately. 
Roy smiled. He liked the fire of this girl’s 

eyes when she was angry. “Don’t you think 
you’re dramatizing things a bit?” he drawled. 

“No, I’m not.” Joan continued her restless 
walking. ‘I’ve always looked at you and Paula 
and thought that if romance lived anywhere on 
this earth it lived in you two people. Why, 
you alone have kept alive my faith in the in- 
nate fineness and beauty of human nature. 
And now you're killing it! When you cheat, 
you lie, Roy—to yourself, fo Paula and to the 
whole world. And when you lie you not only 
kill something within yourself but you plunge a 
knife into romance, wounding it for all time— 
making it a cripple for the rest of us.” 

She paused for breath, and he sat watching 
her as she stood leaning against the fireplace. 

When she spoke again it was slowly, softly. 
‘‘When I say the rest of us I mean the whole of 
humanity, but more particularly I mean the 
privileged few who sat in a church one after- 
noon and saw you and Paula married.” 

There were tears in Joan’s eyes as she told 
Roy what that wedding had meant to her. 

“That was a pledge to romance, Roy. Have 
you forgotten it?” ° 

He shook his head, but he didn’t speak. She 
really had moved him a bit with this scene that 
had long since all but passed from his memory, 
Funny how far away that seemed now—how 
much in between, he mused. 

Joan continued looking at him, but looked 
through him. The picture was still before her, 
as it had been for seven years. But she realized 
that no tongue could ever make him see it as 
she saw it. 

She tossed her head and ran her 
through her tumbled curls. As the’thought of 
the perils now besetting that marriage recalled 
her sharply to the present her resentment fired 
anew. . 

“You can’t break that ledge, Roy. You 
can’t destroy Paula’s beliéf.in love and make 
her hate the world, hate life itself; can you?” 

Roy stared up at her as she confronted him, 
awaiting an answer. As he had listened to her 
impassioned voice a strange feeling had come 
over him—as if there were spirits in that room. 
Had the ghosts of all the lovers of the past 
come to stand in Joan and cry out through her 
with the wail of lost and forgotten souls seek- 
ing to be remembered? 

She had asked him a question but now it was 
forgotten as her thoughts flew back to Paula. 
“Paula wasn’t made to know the sordid side of 
life or the disappointments and heartaches. 
She was made for the sunshine and the fine 
things. Somehow she seems better than other 
people, more worth while. You can’t drag her 
down to the common level and make marriage 
nothing but a mockery for her.” 

She talked on and on. Sometimes she would 
stand in silence seriously contemplating Roy, 
but more often her spirit seemed poised on 
point of some far-distant star. Roy would 
wait, slouched in his chair, his eyes covertly 
watching her every expression, almost afraid to 
breathe lest he break the spell she had cast up- 
on herself—the spell that so fascinated him. 

He was confounded by her intense sincerity 
and in rare moments found himself wondering 
if any of the things she said could be true. Un- 
doubtedly she believed them. Had he missed 
something in life? Was there such a thing as 
the glorified romance she talked about? 
“How can you keep your self-respect?” Joan 

asked abruptly at one time. ‘You won’t have 
a shred of it left if you go on as you are. 
how do you think your children will feel about 
you as they grow up? Why don’t you get out 
and do something in the world? Then you 
won’t be so bored that you’ll ruin your life 
and Paula’s by trifling. You’ve a brokerage 
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business, but you never go near it any more. 
Go to work—I don’t care how much money 

u have. You weren’t put on earth to be an 
jdler. You were put here to be of some use.” 
Then as suddenly as had come this deluge of 

reproof, she was calm again and talked to him 
quietly, pleading with him to see the great 
mistake he was making before it was tog late. 
At last something prompted Joan to look at 

her watch and to her dismay she discovered 
that it was three o’clock. Panic fell upon her. 
What would Paula think? Roy assured her 
that Paula undoubtedly was in bed by now, but 
nevertheless she hurried him away. 

At the door he clasped her hand warmly. 
“You’ve given me a lot to think of, Joan,” he 
said softly. ‘“You’ve been very kind.” 

“Oh, no, not kind,” she protested. ‘Far 
from it, I’m afraid.” 

“Yes, kind, to take such an interest in me.” 
“Certainly I’m interested,” she said. “I 

can’t bear to see you throw your life and happi- 
ness away.” Of course Paula was the real in- 
centive, but she thought she had said enough 
about Paula. 
“Good night, little Samaritan,” he smiled, 

and was gone. 

Left alone, Joan was suddenly tired. As 
she undressed she was busily thinking. She 
grew just a little remorseful for having lectured 
Roy with perhaps undue severity, but a real 
sorrow caught at her heart with the thought 
that he had deserved it—had lapsed enough to 
deserve it. 
A memory of Roy as Joan had known him in 

the early years of his marriage flooded in upon 
her. He had been very different then—the per- 
fect lover and the perfect husband. 

Surely there was much good in him, she 
thought sleepily as she crawled into bed. He 
had merely drifted—needed only awakening to 
set him on his course again. She began to 
think of him kindly, almost with pity, as the 
maternal arm of her instinct slipped around 
him protectingly. She fell asleep, delightfully 
compassionate. 

But in the morning Joan’s contentment was 
routed by a disturbing uncertainty. With her 
impassioned fervor of the night before reduced 
to the ashes of remembrance, she was prey to a 
sensation similar to the after-taste of an orgy 
of rage—a. sense of self-consciousness, of being 
not sure just how much of a fool she had made 
of herself. After all, what real right had she to 
try to alter Roy’s life? Would he pronounce 
her a meddling sentimentalist and ignore her? 
She was acutely worried. 

Partial relief came with his telephone call of 
the late afternoon. He asked if she was disen- 
gaged and if he might see her that evening. 

“T want to talk to you,” he said in a com- 
fortingly friendly voice. 
“Then you’re not angry with me?” Joan 

questioned in trepidation. 
“Angry! No, indeed. You didn’t think I 

would be, did you?” 
“T wasn’t sure.” 
“Silly child!” he laughed. ‘Don’t you think 

Ican take a scolding gracefully?” 
“Yes, of course, but——” 
“Let’s not talk about it now. I havea lot to 

say. May I see you later?” 
“What’s Paula doing?” Joan’s first thought 

was ever of Paula. 
“Oh, she’s going to some highbrow play with 

a bunch of would-be intellectuals, and knowing 
I'd be bored to tears she’s let me off.” 

“All right, then—if Paula doesn’t mind,” she 
told him. 
_ Joan impatiently awaited the evening. With 
itcame Roy, bearing a tribute of roses which he 
presented “‘in gratitude ” 
“For you—just for your being alive,” he an- 

swered her questioning look. 
She accepted the roses graciously, although 

she was floundering in a sea of embarrassment. 
She felt that she owed him some form of apology, 
but she dallied, awaiting a propitious moment, 
and maneuvered for time by attending the 

of the flowers. 
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Roy, left alone, wandered about until his 

The Story of a Wise Wife 

For a long time she had realized 
that coffee was thieving the sleep 
of the family. But she hated even 
the thought of giving up the drink 
they all liked so much. And as for 
her husband, John—she knew he’d 
never agree to the idea of a coffee 
substitute! 

One day she read an advertise- 
ment — and that night a new 
brand of coffee came to dinner. 
It was delicious coffee—so good 
everybody took a second cup. 

And next morning, wonder of 
wonders! Even John remarked on 
the good night’s sleep he'd en- 
joyed! She, like a wise wife, said 
nothing. Not until a week later 
did she tell about the new coffee. 
It was Kaffee Hag Coffee—the 
coffee that lets you sleep because 
it has 97% of the drug caffeine 
removed. 

Perhaps there’s someone in your 
family whom coffee makes ner- 
vous. Try this wonderful coffee. 
Kellogg’s* Kaffee Hag Coffee is a 
blend of the world’s finest coffees. 
Exceptionally mellow and delight- 
ful. With all the flavor and cheer 
you love. Real coffee! But it will 

not keep you awake nor affect 
nerves. 

Order a can from your dealer. 
Comes ground or in the bean. The 
original caffeine-free coffee. Try 
it at hotels, on diners. Or let us 
send you a generous sample can. 
Mail the coupon. 

KAFFEE HAG CORPORATION 
1827 Davenport Ave., Cleveland, Ohio 

Please send me, postpaid, enough Kaffee 
Hag to make ten cups of good coffee. I enclose 
ten cents (stamps or coin). 

KAFFEE HAG COFFEE 
The coffee that lets you sleep 
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curiosity was aroused by a door ajar on the far 
side of the room. He peepedin. It was a bed- 
room. He opened the door wide and gazed 
about. “Attractive,” he silently appraised. 
“Looks very comfortable.” His roving gaze 
was brought up sharply by the face of his wife 
which appeared to be regarding him from a 
frame upon the dressing-table. His brows 
puckered into a frown and he hastily with- 
drew, closing the door very definitely. 

Joan returned, and for a while conversation 
seemed shackled by constraint to inconse- 
quential matters. Then, when a pause length- 
ened into awkwardness, Roy dropped onto the 
couch beside Joan. 

“T’ve done a lot of thinking since last night,” 
he said as his eyes rested approvingly upon the 
pretty rounded knees that. peeped from be- 
neath her skirt, ‘and I’ve come to the con- 
clusion that you were absolutely right in every- 
thing you said about me. I guess I’ve been a 
bad and foolish boy.” 

As he went on with his tale of humble re- 
pentance and consuming desire for reformation 
the flood-gates of Joan’s sympathy opened 
wide and she was all but drowned in the deluge 
that swept over her. 

Once he contritely buried his head in his 
hands and there was almost a sob in his voice. 
“Oh, Joan, I’m so ashamed of myself!” 

To her he was pathetic as a confessed child is 
pathetic. Her new-born tenderness carried her 
hand to his arm in a comforting gesture. He 
laid his own over it and held it gently as he 
talked on. He liked holding her hand—it was 
soft and warm and pulsating with vitality. 

He told her all that he was going to do now 
that she had shown him the light. “I’m going 
to work, Joan. I'll start tomorrow. And no 
more flirtations. I’m going to be as true as the 
northern star, if you’ll stand by and help me.” 

She offered him her unreserved assistance, 
silently rejoicing in such an opportunity to lift 
the fallen. And this service was doubly blessed, 
she reminded herself, for Paula would reap the 
reward. 

Just before he left, Roy took both Joan’s 
hands and looked deep into her eyes. “Sweet 
reformer!” he whispered reverently. Then he 
leaned forward and kissed her forehead, but 
found the nearness of her lips most tantalizing. 

“You'll let me see a lot of you, won’t you?” 
he pleaded. “Because I’ll need you.” 

“T’ll be right here any time Paula can spare 
you,” she replied. 

He made up his mind that Paula would spare 
him very often. 
When he had gone Joan was jubilant. She 

piously congratulated herself that she had ac- 
complished a great work. She drifted into 
sleep with a vision of the old joyous Paula be- 
fore her—a Paula who soon would return to 
take the place of the present saddened one. 

ER dreams, however, were strangely troub- 
led and the next morning she awoke to 

find several pestering little doubts awaiting 
only her return to consciousness to goad her 
into disquietuc:. Would Roy do all he had 
said he would? Would he have the grit to see it 
through? By noon she was tormented into 
action. She telephoned Roy’s office. She must 
know whether he had kept his word. To her 
great joy he was there and sounded delighted 
and flattered by her call. 

“T just want to ask how you like the novelty 
of work,” she prevaricated. 

“Tt’s great,” he answered her. “I can’t un- 
derstand why I never took to it before.” 
When Roy hung up the receiver he was 

amused. He realized that Joan was checking 
up on him. ‘ 

During the following week Roy chafed un- 
der the engagements that allowed him only a 
single evening alone with Joan. Then Paula 
hurriedly left for Virginia and the bedside of 
her sick mother. 

For that ten days of his wife’s absence Roy 
attached himself to Joan. He was on her door- 
step by dinner-time every evening and had to 
be persuaded to leave at a reasonable hour 
every night. Joan dined with him, danced with 
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him and went to the theater with him. In pay- 
ment for her company on these frivolous expe- 
ditions, although she enjoyed them perhaps 
more than he, she exacted long hours of his 
attention while she read to him from the pages 
of Emerson. 

He gave her his attention—but it was not 
centered upon the words she read. He would 
sit observing her, seeking to analyze wherein 
her witchery lay, for since that first enlighten- 
ing evening all other femininity had seemed 
mentally and physically anemic in comparison 
with this ffispiriting girl. 

The night before Paula’s return Roy came as 
usual, but when Joan opened the door for him 
she was instantly swept with a sudden and un- 
familiar sense of alarm. What was wrong? she 
asked herself. What had caused that reck- 
lessness in“his eyes? 

He didn’t leave her long in suspense. 
“Joan,” he said, when she-was settled in.an 
easy chair, “I can’t go on this way. Some- 
thing has to be done.” This time it was he who 
paced the floor. 
“What is it, Roy? What do you mean?” 
It came like a thunderbolt. “I’m in love 

with you, that’s what I mean—madly, divinely, 
passionately in love with you!” tet" 

Joan stared at him, utterly speechless. 
“T am—lI’m in love with you,” he repeated. 

“What are you going to do about it?” 
“Roy, you don’t know what you’re saying! 

You’re insane! You’re not in love with me! 
You're in love with Paula!” 

“No, I’m not. I ceased to be in love with 
Paula’’—he hesitated—“some time ago.” 

“You’re not in——” Joan stopped aghast. 
“But Paula’s in love with you!” 

Roy shook his head. ‘No, she isn’t.” 
“Oh, she is. I know she is,” Joan insisted. 

When Joan believed anything she was im- 
movable and she was thoroughly convinced of 
the enduring quality of Paula’s love. “She is,” 
she declared again, ‘and I’d like to know why 
you’re not in love with her. You ought to be. 
Have you any reason?” 

Roy smiled. “Yes, I have a reason, but it’s 
a subtle one and hard to explain.” He paused. 
In his heart he knew the real reason, knew that 
he was in love with love, that when the rapture 
was lost he must find it again. 

“Can you imagine what being married to a 
cold but fascinating woman is like?” he began. 
“Can’t you see how, with her beauty and clev- 
erness, she’s always been lionized? I became 
just one of an admiring throng. Finally the 
intellectual mob she had around her took her 
away from me completely. Only a shell of a 
wife remained where I’d dreamed of a flesh-and- 
blood helpmate.”’ 

Joan wouldn’t believe it. That was only the 
husband’s standard excuse, she told herself. 

“You’re wrong, Roy. No one’s ever taken 
Paula away. She’s as crazy about you now as 
she was the day she married you.” 

Again he denied it. ‘Whatever there was is 
gone. But there never was anything like this— 
this wonderful feeling I have for you, Joan. 
I’ve never loved anyone as I love you. I adore 
you. I worship you.” He sank to the arm of 
her chair, and bending over, kissed her hair. 

Joan had been so centered in her thoughts of 
Paula that she had forgotten completely Roy’s 
declaration. With the repetition of his avowal 
she went to combat. She freed herself from his 
encircling arm and flashed to her feet. “You 
sha’n’t love me! I won’tallowit! Besides, you 
don’t, anyway,”’ she stormed. 
What was the matter with her? she wondered. 

Her mind seemed to revolve around a pin- 
point—she couldn’t get it swinging into action. 
Roy didn’t give her time. “You can’t stop 

my loving you. Don’t you see what you’ve 
done for me, my darling? I:could be anything 
you want me to be, Joan, with you at my side. 
But without you I’ll sink right back to where I 
was when you found me.” 

“Of course you won’t,” she insisted. 
“Yes, I will, because there’ll be no incentive. 

Why, everything I’ve done has been for you.” 
“Don’t be foolish, Roy. You’ve done it for 

your own satisfaction.” 

“Only for you,” he said decisively. “Only 
because I thought I could gain your love in the 
end. Joan dear, think of the happiness we 
could find together.” Y 

All at once he took her in his arms and held 
her close. He wanted to bruise his lips against 
the scarlet sorcery that was her mouth, but he 
refrained, fearing lest he should lose his ad. 
vantage, for he saw that she was weakening, 

He was right. Joan was ina dilemma. She 
struggled from his embrace and turned away, 
Her mind was working now—thoughts came 
hurtling at her with the stunning force of well- 
directed brickbats. : 

She had great pride in her handiwork—in 
what she already had made of Roy. Could she 
allow it to be destroyed? And his prophecy that 
she could make of him what she willed thrilled 
her, gave her an exhilarating sense of power, 
Might her own dreams of love find reality in 
this man? For into her recent companionship 
with him there had stolen an unnoticed ten- 
derness, an unconscious yielding to his charm, 
She liked Roy tremendously. Might she be 
loving him unawares? 

HEN the thought of Paula came tearing at 
her. Paula loved Roy and she was his wife, 

Suddenly Joan felt as if she had been shaken 
out of a nightmare and had awakened to look 
up into smiling confident blue eyes framed ina 
halo of gold. Paula! No one mattered but 
Paula—not herself, not Roy, not anyone or 
anything in the whole world. 

She was cool-headed now and tranquil, her 
flag of allegiance held high. Roy must go back 
to Paula. He belonged to her and must con- 
tinue to belong to her because she loved him, 

Her decision and much more she told Roy, 
He argued, pleaded, threatened, in desperate 
sincerity, but it availed him nothing. Joan had 
acquired another conviction and she was ce 
mented in it. He persisted until he had ex 
hausted her rationalism. Then she became 
furious at his tenacity and literally drove him 
from the apartment. 

Left alone, Joan dropped upon the couch in 
dismay. How had such a thing ever happened! 
How had her good intentions become so per 
verted! Roy’s flirtations might have been. 
fundamentally harmless, but that he really 
loved another woman was dangerous. How- 
ever, since that other woman was herself, she 
would not allow it to be dangerous. 

But Roy was not content to be. thus un 
ceremoniously returned to his fireside. Ak 
though Joan had remained immune to his emo- 
tional vows, even to his offer to divorce Paula 
and marry her, he still cherished hope. Bright 
and early the next morning he was on the tele- 
phone and caught Joan before she left for the 
office. But she still refused to change her 
mind or even to see him again. 

For three days she evaded him by being out 
of her apartment as much as possible and by 
not answering the telephone when she was in. 

* 

The situation was exasperating. She couldn't 
go on dodging him forever. 

Relief came the next morning with an assign- 
ment to cover ‘a sensational murder trial in 
Kansas City. At five o’clock Joan was hastily 
packing her bags when the telephone rang. She 
suspected it to be Roy, but nevertheless she 
answered the call. He could do no harm now. 

It was he and he was full of reproaches for 
her hiding away and begged to see her. She 
told him gleefully that it was impossible as she’ 
was leaving at five-forty-five for the West to be 
gone indefinitely. ‘That settles that,” she 
murmured, as she hung up. 

She was mistaken. Roy was at the train 
awaiting her, laden with flowers and candy, and - 

He made no mention of - strangely cheerful. 
anything that had taken place. Joan p 
about it as he settled her in her compartment 
and afterward walked beside her on the plat-— 
form chatting of trivial matters. He kept com 
sulting his watch and one minute before trait- 
time the bomb burst. 

“I’m going with you, Joan,” he announced _ 
triumphantly, ‘and we’re never coming back. 
We’re going on and on foréver.” 
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Joan was completely stunned for an instant. 
She stared at him open-mouthed. Then she 
became infuriated. “We’re going to do noth- 
ing of the sort,” she raged. “If you step on 
this train I’ll push you off. You go back to 
Paula!” 

He persisted and she reiterated. All at once 
a memory stood before her—a picture of her- 
self as a youngster in pigtails on her way to 
school with a neighbor’s yellow dog slinking at 
her heels. She could see the little figure stamp- 
ing her tiny foot and hear the childish voice 
lisping impatiently, “Go home, thir!” The 
scene was so vivid that, scarcely realizing she 
did it, the grown-up Joan stamped her slightly 
larger foot resoundingly upon the platform and 
pointing her finger to the exit gate almost 
screamed at Roy, “Will you go home, sir!” 
He went—with injured and pleading back- 

ward looks—as the conductor pushed Joan 
aboard the train. 

It was nearly three weeks later when Joan 
returned to New York, hoping that by now 
Roy would have regained his sanity, and yet 
fearful of an encounter with him. She longed 
to see Paula, but dared not, knowing that Roy 
would thus receive information of her. 
But the following afternoon, as if the fates 

held reverence for friendship, she met Paula on 
Fifth Avenue. Arm in arm they moved with 
the jostling parade for a few blocks and then 
turned east to seek quietude. 
They found it at a secluded tea-table. “Isn’t 

this nice—to be together again?” Paula smiled 
as she leaned over and gave Joan’s hand a little 

squeeze. 
“Like old times,” Joan answered. 
Somewhere an orchestra was playing softly 

and through the music Joan seemed to hear the 
echo of an organ and the chiming of church 
bells as she looked into the blue eyes opposite 
her. A warming mantle of contentment fell 
upon her. No matter what happened she 
would always have Paula. Nothing could sepa- 
rate them ever. 
As they talked on, a quiet and profound un- 

derstanding seemed to flow between these two 
that opened wide the gates for confidences. 
“T’m studying to be a lawyer, Joan,” Paula 
told her. “I’ve decided that the half-loaf isn’t 
worth having. Marriage is a horrible sham 
when the soul has gone out of it.” 
She went on, and the history of those hazy 

past years was at last made clear. 
“T was terribly frightened for a second,” 

Paula said at one time, “when I first saw Roy 
turning his charms on you, but then I knew 
you were too clever to be deceived by him. It’s 
one of his pet games—reforming,” she laughed, 
“and what makes him irresistible to the re- 
former is his sincerity. He really does mean 
what he says—for the moment.” 
The gentle voice talked on and Joan came to 

see the ludicrous futility of what she had tried 
to do—now that she understood that all Paula 
really wanted from this man who was her hus- 

was her freedom. The last memory of 
Roy fied from Joan’s mind as she pictured his 
vanishing figure rolling his hoop through the 
vista of the years, a truant play-boy to the end. 
“For a long while I wept over the grave of 

my dreams,” Paula was saying, “only to dis- 
cover one day that the dead had risen and 
lived again. I simply let the wrong man into 
‘My garden, that’s all, but he hasn’t spoiled it, 
and perhaps some day one will knock at the 
gate who understands.” 
And when Joan had told all that she had to 

telate, Paula looked at her through the mist of 
tears that filled her eyes, awed in the presence 
of such loyalty. ‘“You’re wonderful, Joan,” 
she said softly. “Friendship like yours is the 

t thing I ever hope to know. And you’re 
§0ing to find the sort of love you’re looking for 
~it may not be today or tomorrow, but when 
you do, it will be worth having waited for.” 

in arm they once more mingled with the 
Parade on the Avenue. Above them a wisp of 
@ young moon, held in the shadowy fingers of 
the oncoming night, gleamed faintly in the 

twilight sky, like a promise. 

Worn-Out Appetites 
Why don’t they change the menu? 

Day after day, same old foods... 

But Zs it the menu? Or is it mainly 
—YOU! Nature has effective ways 
of telling you all is not well inside. 
Loss of appetite is one of them. 

Constipation — oldest human 
affliction—is the commonest ailment 
today, theroot of nearly all humanills. 
And its prolonged effect is sa needless! 

Simplewater-washing willquickly 
dispel the most stubborn constipa- 
tion! Ordinary drinking water would 
do if it passed through the intestinal 
tract. Unfortunately it does not. It 
goes through the kidneys. 

That is where Pluto 
Mineral Water differs. Its 

mineral content exceeds 
in percentage the mineral 
content of the blood. 

Hence it passes directly 
through the eliminative 
system, flushing and cleans- 

ing all that’s before it. 

In 30 minutes to two hours, Pluto 
Water has completed its course 
through the system. Relief is as 
prompt as it is thorough! 

Since Pluto merely washes, it 
never gripes—has no habit-forming 
tendencies—is harmless, and dis- 
tinctly soothing to the membranes. 
Physicians everywhere prescribe 
Pluto Mineral Water for the safe 
and certain relief of constipation. 

Many people drink a little 
Pluto Water every day upon aris- 
ing to insure constant regularity — 
an excellent way to avoid colds 

and influenza. Dilute with hot 
water—directions on every 

bottle. Sold at all drug 
counters and at foun- 
tains. Bottled at the 
springs, French Lick, 
Indiana. 

When 

Nature Won't, 

PLUTO Will 

FRENCH LICK SPRINGS 
—home of Pluto Water, attracts thousands at this season. Health and pleasure seekers 
from everywhere come here to drink the natural health-giving waters, to take the 
rejuvenating mineral baths, to throw off winter’s ennui. Fire-proof 800-room hotel, 
unexcelled service and cuisine; two 18-hole golf courses; tennis; horseback riding; 
hiking. Complete medical staff in attendance. Write or wire for reservations or sen 
for booklet. French Lick Springs Hotel Co., French Lick, Ind. T. D. TAGGART, Pres. 

PLUTO WATER 
cAmericas Laxative Mineral Water 



—and then your 11th 
cigarette will give you the 
same enjoyment as your first 

To take a Luden’s now and 
then—to keep smoke en- 
joyment keen —is the rule 
among those who smoke 
for pleasure. 

To refresh the taste, cool 

the tongue, ease the throat, 

sweeten the breath—there’s 

nothing like Luden’s Menthol 
Action. 

LUDEN’S, Inc. 

In the 

yellow package 

everywhere 
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A Murder ina 

Witches’ Caldron 
(Continued from page 59) 

happened. A few morbid neighbors may have 
peeped in at the dead woman; but the official 
records are blank for these seven hours. Then 
Marie Sikora, the niece, came to call. 

Her visit, I regret to state, was not one of 
mourning nor yet of mortuary propriety. A 
less commendable motive steered her foot- 
steps to the dead woman’s quarters. She came 
to make a search for the 4,800,000 kronen her 
aunt had recently received. But though she 
ransacked the apartment thoroughly she failed 
to find any trace of her expected inheritance. 

Meiche showed up during Sikora’s 
tions, but exhibited a noticeably bored attitude 

‘| toward what was taking place. The only 
object that held any interest for him was the 
sideboard; and it was at this time that, follow- 
ing Pruscha’s suggestion, he retrieved his IOU. 
A few minutes later Pruscha herself, accom- 
panied by her friend Dunst, called at the apart- 
ment and stood looking on, with a kind of 
jealous curiosity, while Sikora pushed her 
search for the elusive legacy. 

At about four-thirty p.m., before the hunt 
was over, another relative appeared on the 
scene, who, it must reluctantly -be admitted, 
had come on an errand similar to Sikora’s, 
The new would-be heir was Karl Taschner, a 
distant nephew of-the dead woman. But how- 
ever mercenary he may have been, to his credit 
let it be recorded that ‘he was the first person 
to pay any particular attention to the corpse, 

While in the act of-covering the body with 
a sheet he discovered that round the throat 
was wound ‘a tightly drawn lamp-wick. 
Sikora immediately identified the wick as one 
that had belonged to her aunt, who had kept 
it in a tin box on the sideboard. i 

It now appeared evident that Eber] had been 
murdered, and ‘that she had met her-end at the 
hands of someone familiar with the apartment 
and its appointments. Meiche, according to 
Taschner, showed consierabas eax venenes “id é 

the discovery of the wick; and 80 agita 
Pruscha become that. she fléd. the’ sc 
poured out her misgivings-and apprehensions 
to several of her friends. § -- a 

It was at about this time that the police 

a 

‘decided to bestir themselves.” They put in an 
impressive, if belated appearance while Sikora 
and Meiche were still on hand, and expressed 
surprise and annoyance at finding that Eberl 
had been the victim of foul play. 

Immediately, however, they developed an 
almost frantic activity. . They went over the 
entire apartment in the meticulous manner 
down by the late Doctor Hans Gross, searching 
for whatever clews might have survived the 
influx of neighbors, sightseers and avaricious: 
relatives. a 

They found on the kitchen stove three 
Knédeln and a piece of Schweinsbraten, cooked 
but untouched, and therefore indicating that 
the murder had been committed before supper- 
time. Several woman’s hairs were clutched im 
Eberl’s left hand; but these were never identi- 
fi : ed. 

Just before locking up the apartment the 
police discovered a bunch of keys in one of the 
dead woman’s slippers. These keys were 
regarded as of abe ne importance, for they 
had evidently been dropped by the murderer. 
But after months of systematic investigation 
the authorities were unable to trace them. 
Though they had been found hidden in @ 

slipper, Meiche testified at the trial that he had 
seen them at the foot of the bed when he re 

‘turned from the ball; whereas other witness 
denied that any keys had been visible. 

Unquestionably a knowledge of their owner- 
ship and peregrinations would have solved the 
potion of the murder without further ado; 
ut to this day the keys lie in the archives of 

Vienna police, unclaimed and unexplained. 
- Another astonishing and almost inc 

He 
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An army man 
must keep fit 
- reach fora 
instead of a sweet” 
Opler dte Collard: 

Lieutenant General 

Robert Lee Bullard 

“General de Braack, one of Napoleon’s greatest 
cavalry leaders, said: ‘Smoke yourself and teach 

your men to smoke. It will comfort you and them 

under the greatest strain.’ Onehundred years after 

de Braack, one million Americans fighting at the 

front in France and smoking Lucky Strikes found 
it to be true. Of course, I say reach for a Lucky 
instead of a sweet. An army man must besides 

keep fit and not be overweight.” 

RosBert LEE BULLARD 

The modern common sense way—reach for a Lucky 

instead of a fattening sweet. Everyone is doing it— 
men keep healthy and fit, women retain a trim figure. 

Lucky Strike, the finest tobaccos, skilfully blended, then 

toasted to develop a flavor which is a delightful alterna- 
tive for that craving for fattening sweets. 

Toasting frees Lucky Strike from impurities. 20,679 
physicians recognize this when they say Luckies are 

less irritating than other cigarettes. Athletes, who must 
keep fit, testify that Luckies do not harm their wind nor 

physical condition. That’s why Luckies have always 

been the favorite of those men who want to keep in 

tip-top shape and realize the danger of overweight. 
That’s why folks say: “It’s good to smoke Luckies.” 

A reasonable proportion of sugar in the diet is recom- 

mended, but the authorities are overwhelming that too 

many fattening sweets are harmful and that too many 

such are eaten by the American people. So, for mod- 
eration’s sake we say:— 

“REACH FOR A LUCKY 

INSTEAD OF A SWEET.” 
Lieutenant General 

Robert Lee Bullard, 
who was in command of 

2nd Army, A. E. F. on 

Armistice Day, 

November 11, 1918 Broadway, Broadway.” 

Coast tocoast radio hook-up every Saturday night through 
the National Broadcasting Company’s network. The 
Lucky Strike Dance Orchestra in “The Tunes that made 

“It’s toasted” 
No Throat Irritation-No Cough. 

© 1929, The American Tobacco Co. Manufacturers 



Adds Glossy Lustre, 

Leaves Your Hair 

Easy to Manage 
F you want to make your hair .. . easy 
tomanage . . . andadd to its natural 

gloss and lustre—this is very EASY to do. 
Just put a few drops of Glostora on the 

bristles of your hair brush, and.:. 
brush it through your hair . . . when you 
dress it. 

You will be surprised at the result. It 
will give your hair an unusually rich, 
silky gloss and lustre—instantly. 

Glostora simply makes your hair more 
beautiful by enhancing its natural wave 
and color. It keeps the wave and curl in, 
and leaves your hair so soft and pliable, 
and so easy to manage, that it will . . . stay 
any style you arrange it . . . even after 
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A few drops of Glostora impart that 

bright, brilliant, silky sheen, so much 
admired, and your hair will fairly sparkle 
and glow with natural gloss and lustre. 

A large bottle of 
Gtostora costs but a 
trifle at any drug store 
or toilet goods coun- 
ter. 

Try it! — You will 
be delighted to see how 
much more beautiful 
your hair will look, 
and how easy it will 
be to manage. 

Try It FREE 
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piece of laxity on the part of the officials de- 
veloped in connection with the post-mortem. 
During the autopsy the stomach was lost. 
Nor was any trace of it ever found. Ari since 
the contents of the stomach had di red 
along with that vital organ, it was impossible 

;| to establish the exact time of death by deter- 
mining the victim’s state of digestion. 

There were two immediate suspects from 
the point of view of the police: Meiche and 
Pruscha; but before many hours had passed 
Pruscha became the chief object of their at- 
tentions. 

She always had complained of extreme 
poverty and was without visible means of sup- 
port except for her meager dole and her more 
meager pension; but on the day after the mur- 
der she gave 500,000 kronen to Meiche and a 
like amount to Gabriele Dunst. Furthermore, 
she had shown unaccountable signs of nervous- 
ness and fright after the murder, and had twice 
voiced a fear of becoming unpleasantly in- 
volved. On the night of the fourth she was 
arrested; and automatically another bit of 
suspicious evidence came to light: 3,300,000 
kronen were found in her possession. 

Half an hour later Meiche was also placed 
under arrest, although there was no evidence 
against him. But as he was able to establish an 
alibi—having been at. the masked ball with 
friends—he was released from ‘custody seven 
weeks later; and Pruscha was held for trial. 

The trial, which opened on November 26th 
of the same year, created enormous interest. 
The sordid and scandalous circumstances 
surrounding the crime attracted all strata of 
society; and when ‘the doors of the Landes- 
gericht were thrown open there was an undig- 
nified scramble for seats. The presiding judge 
was Imperial Councilor Doctor Hotter; Doctor 
Franz Wagner appeared as prosecuting attor- 
ney, and Doctor Hugo Sperber acted as defense 
counsel, __ 

Pruscha presented a commonplace appear- 
ance. She was of middle height, slightly stout, 
with sharp energetic features, small restless 
eyes and large bony hands. 

She constantly interrupted the proceedings: 
she berated the judge, reviled the lawyers, 
abused the witnesses, called names and in- 
dulged generally in vituperation, invective and 
billingsgate. Several times the taking of testi- 
mony had to be halted until she could be 
quieted. 

Doctor Hotter carried out, according to 
Austrian criminal procedure, the examination 
of the witnesses. The defendant, as is custo- 
mary, was the first to be questioned. She 
testified that Eberl always had maintained im- 
proper relations with her boarders and had 
even admitted her delinquencies in the case of 
Meiche. Otherwise, she said, Eberl had been 
a harmless, good-natured old woman with 
whom she always had been on the best of 
terms. She indignantly denied that she herself 
had ever had amatory dealings with Meiche, 
and emphasized her avowal with such frank 
and picturesque comments that the court had 
to curb her rhetoric, 

She gave an account of her movements pre- 
ceding and following the murder. She had 
left Eberl a few minutes after Meiche’s depar- 
ture—about six-forty-five—and gone directly 
home, where she had remained until the stag- 
gering and shattering news of her old friend’s 
death was brought to her by Meiche. 

After notifying Sikora, she had sought con- 
solation in the company of Gabriele Dunst, 
who voiced the suspicion that Eberl’s death 
had not been due to natural causes and that 
Bachmann, the departed’s erstwhile boarder, 
might have returned surreptitiously and mur- 
dered her. Dunst immediately and indignantly 
denied expressing such an opinion, whereupon 
Pruscha called her a liar with several modi- 
fying adjectives of a vivid and forceful nature. 
The judge admonished her to tone down her 
language and to refrain from insulting wit- 
nesses; to which Pruscha retorted that her 
language was sufficiently refined for her needs, 
and that, anyway, no question of insult_ was 
involved, as Dunst was her bosom friend. 

The next witness was the casual and 
going Doctor Dubsky. He sought eloquently, 
but: alas! vainly, to extenuate his having 
signed a death certificate without examini 
the body, and was forced to listen to some 
barbed remarks from the bench regarding the 
solemn duties of the medical profession. 

Ernst Meiche—the Lothario of the un. 
romantic triangle—then entered the witness. 
box. He was a tall blond youth, with hard 
vicious eyes and a cynical sneer, carefully and 
immaculately dressed. From his manner it 
was obvious he regarded himself as an jr. 
resistible Beau Brummell. 
He contemptuously admitted that Eber] had 

been rather fond of him and said that Pruscha, 
too, was by no means impervious to his fasci- 
nations. The latter, he said, often had invited 
him to visit her and had shown a growing 
jealousy because of his attentions to Eberl: in 
fact, the women had often quarreled over him, 

He explained that on his return from the 
ball at three-thirty a.m. he had found Eber 
dead and had at once notified the caretaker, 
the neighbors and the doctor. He had seen 
the bunch of keys near the bed, but had paid 
scant attention to them. He admitted de 
stroying the IOU, and boasted that later in the 
day Pruscha had given him 500,000 kronen 
and had remarked fearfully that she was being 
accused of stealing Eberl’s money. At the 
same time she had asked him to come and live 
with her—an invitation he had not accepted. 
On cross-examination he acknowledged that 

he had made no effort to earn money while in 
Vienna, but had lived on his landlady’s 
generosity. 

Professor Doctor Albin Haberda, author of 
one of the great standard works on forensic 
medicine and an internationally recognized 
authority on medical jurisprudence, who had 
carried out the post-mortem examination with 
Doctor Meixner of the Forensische Jnstitut, 
testified that Eberl’s death had been due to 
strangulation. He also stated that, despite 
the position of the body when found, the 
cadaveric discoloration showed that it had 
lain on its side for hours following death. 

Emilie Bezniak, the wife of an accordion 
player, who had quarters next to Eberl’s, then 
took the stand and stated that, at seven P.M. 
on the night of the murder, she had heard 
violent quarreling in the dead woman’s.apart- 
ment. She had recognized the voices of Eberl 
and Pruscha speaking in Czech, but had dis- 
tinguished no male voice. The next morni 
Meiche, elegantly dressed but very pale, 
roused her with the report of Eberl’s death, 
and remarked that his two ancient inamoratas 
had fought over him the day before. 

Bezniak also stated that the defendant had 
visited her the following afternoon and, when 
told of the keys, had exhibited signs of fright, 
At this point Pruscha broke forth in a screech- 
ing, incoherent tirade against the witness, and 
the trial had to be halted. 

Marie Fiirnkranz (who lived below Eber), 
Bezniak’s musical husband and Ludmilla and 
Stephanie Mathé (next-door neighbors) took 
the stand and corroborated this testimony re- 
garding the quarrel. All of them stated that 
the brawl had broken off suddenly at about 
seven-fifteen. 

Gabriele Dunst de that, at the end of 
February, Eberl had lent her 1,500,000 kronen, 
and that Pruscha had come to her at eleven- 
thirty on the morning after the murder 
advised her to tell Sikora, the rapacious and 
thwarted heir, that the amount was only 
500,000 kronen. 

Pruscha, she amplified, had forthwith lent 
her this amount with which to liquidate the 
claims of Eberl’s niece, and had at the same 
time shown her a large sum of money, explain- 
ing that it had been realized from the sale of 
some furniture. ; 

d now came the alienists, so familiar to 
our own criminal trials. They were unanimous 
in declaring that the defendant was sane and 
responsible for her conduct; but they added 
that her “moral repressions” were very low. 
Pruscha’s attorney at once objected to the 
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introduction of testimony other than that 
affecting his client’s sanity, but was overruled, 
When the learned experts had departed 

Karl Jirku, a twenty-eight-year-old illegitimate 
son of Pruscha, took the stand and told a 
rambling story of a mysterious Mr. Nitsch 
who, when Meiche was still under arrest, had 
approached him as a representative of Meiche’s 
father and offered to pay the attorney’s fees 
ee the defendants would engage the 
egal services of a Doctor Reiss. Nothi 
definite could be got from Jirku’s confused 
tale; and he was peremptorily dismissed. But 
later his recital was to take on a queer and 
sordid significance. 

Josefine Kallinger, a toothless old odd-job 
woman and one of the star witnesses of 
prosecution, followed Jirku. She stated that 
she and Pruscha had waited together at the 
government bureau for their doles on the 
morning of March 4th, and that Pruscha had 
told her of Eberl’s death and expressed the 
fear that she might be suspected of murder be- 
cause a lamp-wick had disappeared from the 
victim’s sideboard. She further stated that 
Pruscha had told her she left Eberl’s apartment 
at seven-thirty on the night of the third, instead 
of at six-forty-five. 

This was too much for Pruscha. She leaped 
to her feet and gave the court another spec- 
tacular exhibition of indignant protestation. 
The gist of her highly colored remarks was 
that she had not spoken to Kallinger on that 
morning or any other morning—that, in fact, 
the verdammte old hag was an utter stranger to 
her. This passionate disavowal led to the 
swearing in of four doddering crones—all un- 
employed dole recipients—who testified to 
having seen the two in conversation. 

The trial then became a mere parade of 
garrulous neighbors, relatives, friends, ac- 
quaintances and tradesmen. One by one they 
retailed the gossip of the quarter and swelled 
the already bulging records of the court with 
racy and irrelevant titbits of scandal. 

During the second day of this testimony 
Pruscha rose spiritedly, said good-by to the 
judge and started for the door. She was, she 
explained with admirable control, thoroughly 
disgusted with the whole proceedings and had 
no intention of remaining. ‘ 
Though she was unfeelingly brought back 

by the bailiff, she later made two other at- 
tempts to leave the court-room, saying that she 
was fed up with the trial and that if the judge 
insisted upon continuing it he must do so 
without her. She declared that it was asking 
too much of a respectable charlady to listen to 
any more such foolishness—thereby putting 
herself on record as one of the most astute 
critics of the modern judicial procedure. 

On November 2oth the trial came to an end. 
The summing up by the judge was clearly in 
Pruscha’s favor; but to the amazement of every- 
one the jury, by a vote of ten to two, rend 
a verdict of “guilty of murder and robbery.” 

The prosecuting attorney himself appealed 
to the court to allow the defendant mitigating 
circumstances when fixing sentence. After a 
consultation with the assisting judges, Doctor 
Hotter sentenced Pruscha to fifteen years’ hard 
labor. And in due course the Supreme Court 
confirmed the sentence. 

But the affaire Pruscha -was not yet over 
A leading Vienna neveneen: Der Tag, im 
mediately launched a skilful and persistent 
campaign to have the case reopened, on the 
grounds that the condemned woman’s 
had not been legally established. The at 
vocates of a new trial held, not without just 
fication, that, though the presumption of her 
guilt had been strong, a number of vital 
circumstances had remained unexplained 
several promising lines of investigation 
been insufficiently gone into—in short, that 
the indictment had not been proved. 
A special judicial committee was finally 

appointed to reconsider the entire case 
The committee was presided over by Doctor 
Ludwig Altmann, Chief Justice of the Central 
Criminal Court, and one of the foremost jurists 
in Austria. 
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After reviewing the records he expressed his 
dissatisfaction with Pruscha’s conviction; and 
on June sth, 1925, he ordered a retrial. 

The second trial, which opened on October 

zath, 1925, under Imperial Councilor Doctor 
Schaupp, aroused even greater interest than 
the first. 

Pruscha had not altered since her earlier ap- 
ce in court, though now she was calm 

and without any trace of hysteria. She added 
little to her previous testimony. She insisted 
that Eberl could not have had any money at 
the time of her murder, as she had lent 1,100,000 
kronen to Meiche and 1,500,000 to .Gabriele 
Dunst, and had squandered the remainder 
(about $32) of the 4,800,000 kronen on ex- 
travagant living. 

She stated that at the time she had informed 
Marie Sikora of her aunt’s death, Mrs. Karl 
Taschner told her that Eberl had been stran- 
gled with a lamp-wick. When the court called 
her attention to the fact that the wick had 
not been discovered until several hours after 
her talk with Sikora, she violently accused the 
judge and the police of a base conspiracy to 
convict her and refused to discuss the subject. 
The same long procession of gossiping wit- 

nesses appeared and testified. But now, after 
a year of soul-searching and stock-taking, their 
evidence was far less definite and positive than 
formerly. 

- They were especially vague on the important 
matter of the quarrel between Eberl and 
Pruscha after Meiche’s departure for the ball. 
This famous dispute had evidently faded from | 
the memories of those very scandal-mongers | 
who had been most emphatic regarding it at 
the first trial. 

Bezniak and her accordion-playing husband 
now markedly revised the hour of the set-to; 
and Ludmilla Mathé contradicted her former 
testimony to the extent of saying that she had | 
heard three voices participating in the debate, | 
and that Meiche himself had been present. 

Meiche had returned to Germany after the 
first trial and refused to come to Vienna to, 
testify. Thus the most important witness for | 
the prosecution was missing. However, his | 
alibi on the night of the murder came in for a | 
searching investigation by the defense; and | 
it was brought out that, though he unquestion- | 
ably had-attended the ball, he had absented | 
himself from the other members of his party for | 
several periods ranging from half an hour to an 
hour in length. Doctor Richard Pressburger, | 
Pruscha’s attorney, was therefore able to stress | 
the point that Meiche easily could have gone | 
to Eberl’s apartment and returned to the ball 
without having attracted attention. 

Hildegard Traunfellner, Meiche’s pierrette 
of the ball, spent an uncomfortable and. un- 
convincing half-hour in the box endeavoring to 
shield her cavalier and to explain her interest 
in him on purely platonic lines. During her 
testimony a Mr. Pines, occupation and status 
unknown, rose in the audience and excitedly 
demanded to give evidence; but he was sum- 
marily ejected, and so his revelations were lost 
to the world. 

It was clearly the strategy of the defense to 
make no attempt to prove Pruscha’s innocence 
but to create an atmosphere of doubt by show- 
ing that other persons had had both a motive 
and an opportunity to commit the murder. | 
In this Doctor Pressburger was aided by the | 
vague and unsatisfactory evidence of almost 
every witness produced by the prosecution, all 
of whom seemed to be suffering from an epi- 
demic of forgetfulness. 
Furthermore, the ownership of the keys 

found in Eberl’s slipper had not been deter- 
mined; nor had the astounding fact been 
explained that, though the post-mortem report 
Stated that the corpse had lain on its side for 
several hours after death, five witnesses testi- 
fied that the body, when seen, was flat on its 
back—the only piece of unanimous evidence, 
by the way, produced in either of the trials. 

Following: its red-herring tactics, the. de- 
fense suggested an entirely new suspect—a 
Vagrant named Oscar Geyer and a friend of 

nn’s and Meiche’s. Not only had 
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Mrs. Alice Foote MacDougall 

owner of the famous 

| New York Restaurants 

tells how to make her MARVELOUS 

STARTING 21 YEARS AGO with $38.00 for 
capital and three beautiful children for 
inspiration, Mrs. MacDougall built up a 
very lucrative business in roasted coffee. 
To extend this business she rented a tiny 
booth in the Grand Central Terminal. 

One cold, stormy day she served waffles 
with her delicious coffee. The glowing 
appreciation of her guests showed her that 
she had found a combination of foods with 
an almost irresistible appeal. 

Time proved the truth of this. First 
the Little Coffee Shop in the Grand 
Central Terminal began to serve waffles 
and coffee. Then in rapid succession Mrs. 
MacDougall opened the Cortile, the 
Piazzetta, the Firenze. Last year Mrs. 
MacDougall signed a million-dollar lease 
for the Sevillia, the newest and most pic- 
turesque of her beautiful coffee houses. 

Mrs. MacDougall’s 

famous waffles 

Separate 4 eggs. Beat 
yolks well. Into another 
bowl sift 3 cups flour, 4 

teaspoons Royal Baking 
Powder, 14 teaspoon salt. 
To beaten egg yolks add 
alternately the sifted dry 
ingredients and 2 cups 

milk. Mix well. Add 14 
cup butter, melted, then 

fold in stiffly beaten whites of 4 eggs. 
Mix only long enough for blending thor- 

cughly. Too much beating will make 
waffies tough. Heat waffle iron 10 min- 

utes. No greasing is necessary with elec- 
tric iron. Pour about 4 tablespoons of the 

batter into the iron. Bake about 2 min- 

utes. When waffles are well puffed up 
and evenly browned, remove at once toa 
hot plate, and serve immediately with 

plenty of butter and maple syrup. All 

measurements are level. 

Royal, the Cream of Tartar Baking 
Powder. Absolutely pure. 

WAFFLES 

GOMETHING new to do! For Sunday 
supper make waffles like Mrs. Mac- 

Dougall’s. So easy! Even though you 
never cooked before. Just follow the di- 
rections below. 

You stir them together quickly. Then 
bake them right at the table. 

Crisp, golden-brown waffles . . . piping hot 
... with butter and real maple syrup. Men 
taste them and beam with joy . . . then call 
for more . . . and beg to be asked again. 

Your waffles can’t help: but be good if 
youre careful to use Royal,-the Cream of 

artar baking powder. : 
Mrs. MacDougall says ‘of “Royal, “No 

other baking powder makes waffles which 
are up to our standard in lightness . . . in 
tenderness. When you use Royal, there is 
never any danger of dryness which spoils 
waffles and cakes. And of course you know 
that most doctors, ‘dietitians.and home 
economics experts -say. Cream of Tartar 
baking powder is best?’ _** 

There is only one nationally distributed 
baking powder made with Cream of Tartar. 
That one is Royal. Read the label on the 
back of the can. See the words, “Cream of 
Tartar.” Then you know you have the 
baking powder that gives perfect success 
every time. : 

FREE—Nearly 350 tested recipes 
for all kinds of foods 

The Royal Baking Powder Co., Dept. B, 

112 East 42nd St., New York City. 

I'd like to have a copy of the Famous 
Royal Cook Book. 
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Geyer been heard talking boastfully about the 
crime, but he had lost a bunch of keys at the 
refugee home where he had slept, and had 
mysteriously vanished on the morning after 
the murder. The defense, however, was un- 
able to bring its suspect into court. 

Karl Jirku, again taking the stand, repeated 
his incomprehensible interview with the mys- 
terious Nitsch, and added the startling bonne 
bouche that shortly after the first trial he had 
been the victim of an assault engineered by 
Nitsch. A deposition by Agnes Bohaty, a 
chambermaid, which was then read, involved 
Nitsch still further by stating that a bunch of 
keys had disappeared from his room at about 
the time of the murder. 

The Nitsch episode was becoming altogether , 
too tangled, and finally the gentleman himself 
was haled into court and put in the. witness- 
box. It turned out that his.given: name was 
Hubert, and that his vocation was that of 
oy ee He reluctantly testified that 
e had met Meiche senior in 1916 on a pleasure 

boat somewhere off the coast of Australia and 
had, as a result, become interested in his son. 

That a penniless Bavarian butcher had been 
sailing the far Pacific seas for recreation during 
the World War and, while on this extraordinary 
jaunt, had casually met a globe-trotting pastry- 
cook who was to assist his son in a murder 
trial eight years later, was perhaps the most 
grotesque bit of testimony offered in this fan- 
tastic trial. There were, however, good grounds 
for the suspicion that Nitsch’s interest in young 
Meiche was of a far less innocent and philan- 
thropic nature than he pretended; and the 
court dispensed somewhat bruskly with his 
testimonial services. 

With Meiche unavailable, the prosecution’s 
chief hope for securing a conviction lay in the 
testimony of Josefine Kallinger who, at the 
first trial, had told of Pruscha’s reference to the 
missing lamp-wick and of her fears of arrest 
hours before the wick had been discovered or 
there had been any suspicion of foul play. 
Kallinger, when called, repeated with sus- 
picious accuracy the full tale of her conversa- 
tion with Pruscha. Li 

On cross-examination, however, her evi- 
dence lost much of its impressiveness. She 
was trapped into the admission that she had 
read in the newspaper of the finding of the 
lamp-wick before telling her damaging story 
to the police; and she was compelled to admit 
that she had completely reversed her testimony 
when later questioned by the examining 
magistrate. 

Doctor Pressburger then called the four old 
crones who had formerly sworn they had seen 
Kallinger and Pruscha in conversation at the 
government bureau. But the intervening year 
had worked havoc with their memories, and 
they now stated that Kallinger and Pruscha 
not only were total strangers but had, as far 
as they were aware, indulged in no discussion 
whatever on the morning in question. 

In an effort further to disqualify Kallinger’s 
testimony the thoroughgoing Doctor Press- 
burger called a large number of witnesses who 
informed the court, with venomous delectation, 
that Kallinger was a notorious gossip and 
mischief-maker and had been jailed several 
times for petty thefts and frauds. Anna 
Karasek, a sour-faced, righteous-looking owner 
of a small grog-shop, added several rakish de- 
tails detrimental to the witness’ character; 
whereupon Kallinger gave vent to her out- 
raged feelings by punching K ’s nose and 
was arrested for disorderly conduct. 

The defense, however, did not rest content 
with these character witnesses; and as nothing 
is dearer to an attorney’s heart than expert 
testimony, Doctor Pressburger produced a 
well-known psychologist who proceeded to de- 
vour what few shreds were left of Kallinger’s 
reputation. He declared that the prosecution’s 
star witness was suffering from pseudologia 
phantastica—a malady, by the way, which not 
only had never before appeared in a court of 

s | justice, but added a new decimal point to the 
uation of already hopelessly complicated 
e twelve modern psychopathology. But 

good men and true no doubt rightly interpreted 
the doctor’s Ciceronian flight to mean that the 
lady was a chronic liar. 

The defense followed up this coup by calling, 
as witness, a former crony of the murdered 
woman, a graphologist and charm-worker 
named Marie Wilfert, who took oath that 
Eberl had come to her three months before her 
death for medical and spiritual advice, and 
that she had sold her client a magic stone (a 
specimen of which she proudly produced in 
court) and advised her to put hot compresses 
on her throat. This external medication had 
been prescribed because Eberl was suffering 
from hardening of the arteries—a pathological 
condition which Wilfert had miraculously 
diagnosed by reading the patient’s palm. 

.. Wilfert stated: that Eberl never slept there- 
after without a hot compress about her throat; 
and Doctor Pressburger argued that Eherl’s 
death might easily have been the result of 
accidental strangulation. ic ; 

But this theory was.somewhat weakened 
the observations of the next witness. Marie 
Tuschek, a midwife, said that she had-been — 
present when Taschner had discovered the-wick — 
about Eberl’s neck (though at the first. trial 
she had failed to’record her proximity: to the — 
corpse on that momentous occasion), and:that — 
it had been loosely tied—too loosely, in fact, 
to cause discomfiture, let alone surcease from 
all earthly cares. ae 

Then Professor Doctor Haberda, the co- . 
mortician, again took the stand and iterated 
his former assertion that the body had lain om» 
its side for hours before having been 
on its back. He added the emphatic dictum — 
that it was a case of murder and that two 
persons had been involved in it. 
When asked if there could be any 

of doubt regarding his conclusions, eT replied = 
grandiloquently that he was the oldest medico- ~ 
legal expert in. Germany and Austria’ ar i 
therefore could not be-mistaken! But his ~ 
aplomb was visibly shaken when Doctor:Press- © 
burger dulcetly “requested -him “to state the - 
exact time of Eberl’s passing... The oldest © 
medicolegal expert in Germany and‘ Austria;~ 
who was beyond the pale of ordinary human 
error, was forced to confess that the hour could 
not be stated, as the contents of the de- 
ceased’s stomach had been spirited away during 
the autopsy practically from under. his in- 
fallible nose. 

Numerous other witnesses were called, but 
even when their testimony was pertinent, it 
only tended to confuse and bedevil the issue. 

A piquant, even though irrelevant, item was 
added to the records by the irrepressible 
Gabriele Dunst. When asked regarding the 
domestic atmosphere in Eberl’s apartment 
ag to the crime, she stated that it was a bit 

and occasionally livened by a touch of 
downright ribald gaiety, as Eberl was given 
at times to indulging in the shimmy! 

In all, seventy-six witnesses were heard, and 
‘nearly as many more remained who were eager 
to face the limelight and give their personal 
recollections and opinions of the two old women 
and their nineteen-year-old lover. But even 
the seemingly inexhaustible patience of the 
court had its limits;'and, to their consternation 
and chagrin, they were denied their one 
glorious chance of immortality. One of them 
became so incensed at the court’s heartlessness 
that he started a riot. 

The jury voted unanimously against a 
verdict of murder, and eleven to one against 
manslaughter. The court decided that of the 
original sentence of fifteen years fourteen and 
a half were to be apportioned to the murder 
and six months to the robbery of which Pruscha 
still stood convicted. .As she had been in 
prison for almost twenty months, she was at 
once liberated. f 

The pro-Pruscha press hailed the verdict 
as a glorious triumph of right, justice, 
truth. It may have been all of that—at 
more. But I cannot help feeling that the chief 
interest of the case lay in its unsolved mystery. 
If Pruscha was not guilty, then who murdered 
the old charwoman? 
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“Everything must Flatter us 

~to our Finger Tips,” 

sayy ETHEL BARRYMORE 

The appealing charm of Ethel Barrymore’s dramatic hands is height- 
ened by the brilliance of the new Cutex Liquid Polish. 

“Never fails to protect my nails,” says 
Marie Martin, a Winter Sports Favorite 

Miss Marie Martin, a2 New York 
debutante, is a devoted sports woman 
who regularly has her winter sports 
at Lake Placid. 

Miss Martin said, ‘Of course, we 
wear mittens at Placid, but the snow 

soon wets through and the nails get 
simply frightful, all stained and 
grubby! 

“But the new Cutex Liquid Polish 
never fails to protect my nails. A 
thorough wash, and they shine forth 
just as if I had had a brand new 
manicure. I just adore it!” 

The best loved actress on the 

American stage adds, “‘and 

of all the ways of grooming 

the finger tips I find the new - 

Cutex Liquid Polish the 

most flattering.” 

THEL BARRYMORE now crowns 
her years of success with a season 

of repertory in the new Ethel Barrymore 
Theatre, West 47th Street, New York, 
named in her honor. To her public, this 
magnificent actress’s appeal lies not alone 
in her great talent, but in her velvet voice 
and expressive hands. 

“Today ‘all the world’s a stage,’” 
quoted Ethel Barrymore gaily. Nothing 
in a woman’s appearance escapes ob- 
servation. The hands particularly must 
contribute. 

“They must be sparkling,”’ Miss Barry- 
more declared. “I find the new Cutex 
Liquid Polish keeps my finger tips radi- 
antly crisp—gives them just the nec- 
essary touch of flattering sparkle! 

“T take along the Cutex Manicure Kit 
on all my tours,” she added. For smooth 
cuticle and exquisitely white nail tips 
demand regular care with Cutex Cuticle 
Remover and Cream. “Applied now and 
then,” finished Miss Barrymore, “they 
keep my shining nails ready for their cue!”’ 

For Well-Groomed Nails 

—do these three simple things 

People’seyes are always on your hands. 
This is the way to keep yours pretty. 

First —the Cuticle Remover to 
remove dead cuticle, to whiten thenail 
tips, soften and shape the cuticle bring- 
ing out the beauty of the half moons. 

Second —the Polish Remover to 
remove the old polish, followed by 
flattering Cutex Liquid Polish that 
sparkles undimmed for a week. 

Third — apply Cutex Cuticle 
Cream or Cuticle Oil around the 
cuticle and under the tip to keep the 
cuticle soft . . . Cutex preparations 
35¢ each. Polish and Remover to- 
gether 50¢. 
Northam Warren, New York, Lon- 

don, Paris. 

The new 
Cutex Liquid 

Polish 
flatters 

your nails 

Special I ntroductory Offer—6¢ 

I enclose 6c for the sample of the new Cutex 
Liquid Polish and Polish Remover. (If you live in 
Canada address Post Office Box 2054, Montreal, 
Canada.) 

Northam Warren, Dept. 9C-2 
114 West 17th Street, New York 
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— if you want Bl cleaner teeth 

How did the brush you used this mow | 
ing compare with this famous brush? 

OT even the finest brush can 
give best results after honest 

service has impaired its cleansing 
and polishing qualities. So we offer 
this reminder. 

Many millions (including dentists) 
use Dr. West’s Toothbrushes daily. Be- 
cause this famous brush is of correct small 
size and shape to make brushing effective 
—cleaning thorough—and whiter teeth 
certain. 

Your druggist has Dr. West’s new 
Toothbrushes for you: adult’s size, 50c; 
youth's, 35c; child's, 25c; special gum 
massage, 75c. Each ‘brush is sterilized, 
sealed, fully guaranteed. Try them — and 
see how rapidly teeth brighten. 

© W. B. M. Co., 1929 

DrWests 
new TOOTHBRUSH 

— polishes teeth amazingly white 
by cleansing more thoroughly. 
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Is It Safe For You to Fly? (Continued from page 91) 

against the rules. It was taking unneces- 
sary risks not only for the flier but for the 
innocent bystander. She was disciplined. 

Likewise, I happened to be talking to the 
commandant on a middle-western field not 
long ago. As we chatted a plane swooped 
down so close to the ground its wheels almost 
touched. Then it took to the air again. At an 
altitude of only a few hundred feet the pilot put 
the plane through several stunts, which are 
safe only at an altitude of at least a thousand 
feet. ‘He doesn’t know it,” the commandant 
remarked to me, “but that’s the last ride he 
will enjoy for weeks.” 

The moment the plane came down, that 
pilot discovered that he had been “grounded. ” 

And then, too, your license may be revoked 
in the case of recurrent infractions. 

It would be wrong to lure you into the air 
with false assurances that everything connected 
with aviation runs like clockwork. It does not. 
The whole industry is so new it has more diffi- 
culties proportionately than any other. 

However, it is estimated even now that 
travel on regular air lines is not more hazard- 
ous, on a passenger mileage basis, than is 
automobiling. With the rapidly incr 
number of landing-fields and perfected facili- 
ties, one can reasonably feel that soon air 
travel, from the standpoint of reliability and 
safety, will rank with those older forms of 
transportation to which we are accustomed, 

If you have any questions about aviation, write to Miss Amelia Earhart, 
ie ac, 2 Magazine, 57th Street.at 8th Avenue, New York City 

Geisha Girl by P. C. Wren (continued from page 65) 
ankles, causing the upper part of Schwartz’ 
body to fall forward. And as it did so, Yato 
arose, hugging Schwartz’ ankles to his breast. 

The result of this lightning moyement was 
that the big. man pitched upon his head so 
heavily that nothing but its thickness saved 
him from concussion of the brain. And, almost 
as the body of Schwartz reached the ground, 
Yato sprang at Klingen who was in the act of 
drawing a knife. 

Seizing the wrist of the hand that held this 
ugly weapon, the Japanese wheeled so that he 
stood beside Klingen, F chouller to shoulder and ~ 
facing in the same direction. As he‘did so, he 
thrust his left arm beneath Klingen’s right and 
across his chest, at the same time pulling Klin- 
gen’s straightened right arm violenfly down- 
ward. There was a distinctly audible crack 
as the arm broke above the elbow. 

Where four burly bullies had gathered about 
a cringing little man, three ay insensible and 
one knelt whimpering with pai 

“T do not like to be couched oem handled,” 
smiled Yato. 

“T don’t-think you will be, to any-great ex- 
tent,’”’ smiled Digby Geste in return, 
But a man may be touched without being 

handled, and it was the dominating desire of 
Klingen’s life to “touch” Yato. : 

It became essential to his continuéd existence 
that he should’ avenge his broken arm, his 
humiliating defeat and utter ovérthrow. 

He was big and strong and bold, and he had 
been made to grovel, weeping, at the feet of a 
man one-half h’s size. He hated pain, and he 
had been made to suffer T agony unspeakable. 
And so he was obsessed thoughts of ven- 
geance and lived for the day when the Japanese 
should make full payment for the insult and 
injury to the bold and brave Klingen. 

Meanwhile a certain poor satisfaction could 
be obtained by lashing the unspeakable Orien- 
tal verbally; for, curiously enough, the Japa- 
nese did not resent such abuse—apparently. 
So when Klingen came out of the hospital he 
poured forth upon his quiet shrinking enemy 
all the choice epithets and insults that he had 
polished and perfected during the miserable 
leisure of his enforced retirement. 

Heassured Yato that he wasa yellow monkey, 
a loathsome “native,” a colored man, if indeed 
he were a man at all. Klingen explained fully 
and carefully that he always had drawn the 
color line, and had drawn it straight and strong; 
also that it was, to him, the very worst of all the 
horrors of life in the Legion that one was forced 
to herd with colored men. 

He explained that while he hated negroes, 
abhorred Arabs and detested Chinese, words 
utterly failed him to express the loathing horror 
with which he regarded Japs. Brown was bad, 
black was worse, but what could be said of 
yellow? That vile bilious color was disgusting 
in anything—but in human beings it was——! 

One could be but dumbly sick, and whenever 
his revolted eye fell upon Légionnaire Yato, his 

revolting stomach almost had its way and in 
crude pantomime Klingen would express his 
feelings. 

And Yato would smile. 
Furthermore, the good Klingen was at in- 

finite pains to indicate the private and per. 
sonal hideousness of Yato as distinct from hi his 
national bestiality. He would invite all present 
to contemplate the iittle man’s unspeakable 
eyes, indescribable mustache, unmentionable 
nose and unutterable ugliness. 

And Yato would smile. 
But it was noticed that Klingen never 

touched the Japanese,-or sought physical re- 
taliation for his broken arm. Nor did Messieurs 
Haff, Brandt and Schwartz. In fact, these 
three appeared to entertain feelings rather of 
reluctant admiration and sporting acquiescence 
than of hatred and vengeance; and when Klin- 
gen proposed various schemes for Yato’s un- 
doing, they would have none of them. It was 
their firm intention to leave him severely alone, 

Not so Klingen. 
Yato must die; or, better still, suffer some dire 
humiliation, lifelong and worse than death, 

Seated in a row, on a bench in the Jardin 
Public, Beau Geste in the middle, the three 
brothers contemplated the Vast Forever with- 
out finding life one grand sweet song. 

Life was hard, comfortless, small and monot- 
onous, but quite bearable as long as it yielded 
a lazy hour when they could sit thus, smoki 
their pipes in silent communion or in idle 
disjointed: conversation about Brandon Abbas. 

“Here comes old Yato,” murmured Digby. 
“T’m going to hit him, one day,”’ he added. 
“What for?” inquired John 
“Fun,” replied Digby. 
“Fun for whom—Yato?” inquired Michael. 
“Yes,” replied Digby. “I want to see what 

happens to me.” 
“You won’t see,” asserted Michael. ‘You'll 

only feel.” 
Well. you two shall watch and tell me ex- 

actly what happens,” said Digby. “Then! 
can do it to you two——” 

“Good evening, gentlemen,” said Yato, with 
a courteous salute. 

The brothers rose as one, saluted the os: 
man and invited him to be seated with them. 

“Excuse that I intrude with my insignificant 
presence, gentlemen, but I would humbly ven- 
ture to do you the honor and pay you the com 
pliment of asking a favor of you . . . Will you 
do something for me?” 

“Yes,” replied Beau Geste. 
“You do not stop to make conditions or to 

hear what the request may be. You do not 
fear that it may be something you would * 
like to do?” 

“No,” replied Beau Geste. . 
“Ah” smiled Yato, “as I thought! Well, 

I’m going a long walk one oo A soon, and I tal 
want something done for me by a friend af 
have gone.” 

If Klingen were to live, 



Hearst's International—Cosmopolitan for February, 1920 149 

4 minutes twice a day for teeth 

... that is ample to protect 
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omed. Topay, practically every woman Squibb’s ; gs protection 
t, knows that to preserve youthful- 
y ness and charm, it is health that Squibb’s Dental Cream contains 

must be guarded. So they pay more than 50 per cent of Squibb’s 

53) strict attention to details of diet, Milk of Magnesia, long recognized 
‘ of exercise and (as they believe) to as a safe, effective antacid. When 

nt A mouth hygiene. you use it, it not only neutralizes 

Unfortunately, the old-fashioned the acids at The Danger Line, but 

th method of brushing the teeth with enough remains there to protect 
d a “good cleansing dentifrice” has your teeth and gums against acids 

resi been proved inadequate. That is for a considerable time after use. 

—_ why so many people suffer from Why should you be content to 
tooth decay and gum irritation in entrust your teeth and health to 

a spite of faithful care. Think of it! a dentifrice less certain to give 
cal te: To lose beauty and perhaps health, full protection? The use of Squibb’s 
— not through neglect, but because of Dental Cream for three minutes 
ther of erroneous, old-fashioned practices. twice a day is ample to guard your 

“scence Si health and beauty against the dan- 

—— This is the danger gers of tooth rie aad gum irrita- 
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0 live, | brushing is fully effective as far as visit your dentist twice a year. 
ue it goes, it does not go far enough. You'll find Squibb’s Dental 

For no tooth-brush can reach into Cream mild and delicately fla- 
i all the pits on the grinding surface vored. Children delight in it. Get 
r with- of your teeth, or between your a tube today. Use it on the gums 
nail teeth along The Danger Line— with a soft brush. It will keep 
yielded the tiny V-shaped crevices where ther in healthy condition. It con- 
tes teeth and gums meet. As a result tains no grit, astringents or abra- 

Abbas. food particles collect there. They sives. Nothing that can hurt the 

Der ferment. Acids are formed. Un- most delicate tissues—only the 
” less these acids are neutralized, finest cleansing ingredients and 

fichaek they cause decay or dangerous gum Squibb’s Milk of Magnesia. At 
-e what infections such as pyorrhea. druggists—4o cents a large tube. 

“You'll Since mere brushing alone can- E. R. Squibb & Sons, New York. 

hot protect you fully, your denti- Manufacturing Chemists to the 

a frice must by containing a trust- Medical Profession since 1858. 

all worthy antacid. Copyright 1929 by E. R. Squibb & Sons 
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vill you The “Priceless Ingredient” of Every Product is the 

Honor and Integrity of Its Maker 

ph Your physician, your dentist and your druggist will tell you that Squibb's Milk of Magnesia, from which 
uld not Squibb’s Dental Cream is made, is the finest you can buy. It is pure and pleasant to take because it has 

no pork taste. Its unsurpassed antacid qualities and mild laxative action make it also truly valuable in 
promoting proper alimentation. 



Sherwin Cody 

Does Your 

En GLISH 
Help or Hurt 

You? 
O YOU express your thoughts in words 
which leave no loophole for misunder- 

standing? Do others give you full attention 
when you speak? 
clarity and vividness to command attention 
and win favorable action? 

Do you ever feel doubtful about your 
grammar? Are you ever at a loss for the 
right word? These are important questions. 
A thorough command of language is the 
greatest asset you can have in either business | 
or social life. It is not easy to discover whether | 
your English is helping or hurting you. 

Your friends know but won't tell. These 
questions may give a clue. 

A Remarkable New Invention 

The remarkable new invention of Sherwin 
Cody’s produces wonderful results. Mr. Cody 
quickly gives you the power to express your- 
self clearly and convincingly at all times. 
He shows you how to write letters that win 
an interested reading, how to couch your 
ideas in words that compel attention, how to 
explain your views, describe your suggestions, 
and make your requests in phrases that bring 
the minds of others into harmonious accord 
with your own. 

Free—How to Speak and Write 
Masterly English 

Sherwin Cody is probably the world’s lead- 
ing teacher of practical English. He has helped 
more than 50,000 people improve their English. 

Write for his free book, ‘‘How to Speak and 
Write Masterly English.’’ Let him describe 
to you his amazing invention. Learn how you 
can make a vast improvement in your English 
without hard work, dull exercises, or long study. 
Send the coupon, a letter, or postal card for 
the book now. SHERWIN Copy ScHOOL OF 
ENGLISH, 142 Searle Building, Rochester, N. Y. 

SHERWIN CODY SCHOOL OF ENGLISH 

142 Searle Building, Rochester, N. Y. 

Please send me your free book, “How to Speak 
and Write Masterly English.” 

Do your letters have the | 

“We shall be delighted,” said Beau Geste, 
and his brothers murmured assent. “Better 
not tell us anything about your—er—long 
walk. We shouldn’t give you away, of course, 
but we’re not good liars, I’m afraid 

“Oh,” smiled Yato, “tell them anything and 
everything that you know, should you be ques- 
tioned. The honorable authorities will be en- 
tirely welcome to me—if they can catch me.” 
And he rose to go. “‘I will leave a note under 
your pillow or in your haversack,” he con- 
tinued, addressing Beau Geste. ‘‘Good-by, 

| gentle and honorable sirs. May I have the dis- 
tinction of shaking the hands?” 

“Queer little cove and great little gentle- 
man,” observed Digby when Yato had de- 
parted. 

“Yes,” agreed Michael. “A good friend and 
a dangerous enemy, I should say. I wonder if 
he’s in the Japanese Secret Service.” 

“T don’t think I will hit him, after all,” 
mused Digby. 

Colonel the Baron Hoshiri of the Japanese 
General Staff and of the French Foreign Legion 
| (under the name of Yato), made his way along 
| the Rue de Daya with a song in his heart. 
| He was very, very happy, for he was returning 
| to his heaven upon earth at the feet of Fuji- 
| yama—the land of the cherry blossom, the 
| chrysanthemum, the geisha and the Rising 
| Sun. He was leaving this land of barbarians 
| devoid of manners, arts, graces and beauty. 
| Also, he had found a little friend, and she 
| gave the lilt to the song that was in his heart. 
| A Flower from Japan. Soiled and trodden 
and cast aside by these barbarian brutes, but 
still a flower from Japan. 
| A pitiful litile story. Heartbreaking. But 
| the little flower, picked up from the mud, di 
| in pure cleansing dew and set in a vase of fair 
| water, was reviving. He would take it back to 
Japan and it would bloom again and live, a 
thing of beauty and of joy. 

Yes, a pitiful little tale... 
Her parents had taken her to the yoshiwara 

to earn her dowry. There she had met her 
future husband, and thence she had been 

| taken—rescued rather, it seemed to her—by 
this man who so earnestly begged her to be- 
come his wife. He seemed a nice kind man, 
and her heart did not sink very much when he 
told her that they were going to travel to the 
wonderful West—for he was a merchant, and 
his business lay in Marseilles. 

This was quite true, and in Marseilles, where 
| his business lay, he sold her—in the way of 
business... Mr. Ah Foo (born in Saigon of a 
Chinese woman and a French marine) did 
very well out of his little bride Sanyora—as he 
did out of all his other little brides, for he was 
what one might call a regular marrying man 
and had entered the bonds of matrimony scores 
of times, and each of his wives had entered 
a bondage unescapable. 

From .Marseilles, Sanyora had been sold to 
a gentleman who traveled for his house in 
Algiers, and had been taken to that house. 
Thence she had been appointed, without her 
knowledge or consent, to a vacancy (created 
by death and a knife) in Oran. From there she 
had been sold into an even fouler bondage in 
Sidi-bel-Abbés. 

Could she have done nothing for herself? 
Yes; fight like a tiger-cat until d and 
scream appeals for help—in Japanese, the only 
language she knew. And in that 3 
Colonel Hoshiri had heard her cry to God for 
death, as he passed below the open shutters of 
a house in a slum of the Spanish quarter. He 
had entered, made his way to the room, ad- 
dressed her in Japanese and told her he only 
wished to be a friend and deliverer. 
And now Sanyora had her own pretty 

room in a private house in a respectable 
quarter, and the colonel had a haven of rest and 
peace—a refuge and quiet place in which he 
could take his ease and hear his own language 
from beautiful lips. Between them, they had 
made it a tiny corner of Japan; and day by 
day Sanyora grew to be more and more the 
dainty, charming and delightful geisha, wholly 
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attractive mistress of the arts that delight ang 
soothe and charm the eye and ear—and 

As usual, Légionnaire Yato was watched and 
followed by his bitter and relentless e 
Klingen. A stab in the back as he passed 
through some dark alley would be simple 
enough, but it would be éoo simple. To a deyij 
like Yato it would have to be a death-s 
and he might die without knowing who had 
killed him. That would be a very poor sort of 
vengeance. 
What Klingen wanted was to hurt him and 

hurt him and hurt him—humiliate him to the 
dust, degrade and shame him, torture him to 
death—but a long, slow, lingering death. 

One night Yato might go to the Village 
Négre. Anything could happen there. There 
was no foul and fearful villainy that one could 
not buy, and a very little money went a 
long way in the Village Négre. One certainly 
could have a man waylaid, knocked on the 
head, gagged and bound and tied down ona 
native bedstead in a dark room in a native 
house. One could-hire the room and have the 
key. One could visit one’s victim nightly 
and torture him throughout the night. - One 
could let him starve to death or keep him alive 
for weeks. The things one could do! 

Légionnaire Klingen licked his lips and fol- 
lowed the distant figure of Yato with his eyes, 

Going to the same house again, was he? 
What could be the attraction here? A woman, 
of course. 

Klingen pondered the thought. There might 
be something in that—especially if he were 
fond of her. An idea of dazzling brilliance! 
Jealousy! No vengeance like it—for a start, 
Get his woman from him. 
Was there a girl alive who would give a 

second glance at that hideous little yellow 
monkey when the handsome Klingen was 
about? What an exquisite moment when the 
girl (seated on Klingen’s knee) turned languidly 
to Yato as Yato entered Yato’s own room, 
and said to him in accents of extremest scom, 
“Get out of this, you yellow monkey.” Yes, 
that would be a great moment. -And these 
women could be bought. : i y 

Ah, yes! The yellow devil was turning into 
the same house again. It must be a woman: 

Klingen reconnoitered once. again... Th: 
usual type of house with a common. stairway 
leading up to a rookery of rooms, apartments 
and flats occupied by hard-working poor peopl 
of the better sort. Klingen hesitated, and 
the first time entered the house and looked 
round the dingy entrance-hall. 

Should he climb the stairs? Why not? 
Anyone might enter the wrong house by mis 
take 

Footsteps . . . Someone coming down the 
stairs... A little man in seedy European 
clothing . . . An idea! 

“Excuse me, Monsieur,” said Klingen. “Can 
you tell me which is my friend’s room? 
légionnaire—a little fellow—Japanese.” 

The man shrugged his shoulders and made 
a gesture with his hands which showed that 
he was a Spaniard, also that he did not under 
stand a word of what was being said to him. 

Klingen mounted to the first floor, a bart | 
landing, around three sides of which were closed 
numbered doors. Should he tap at each it 
turn and inquire for some non-existent person? 
And what should he do if one of them wert 
opened by Yato? Suppose the yellow tiger 
cat attacked him again? His mended am 
tingled at the thought. This longing for ver 
geance was driving him mad .. . 

Klingen turned back, descended to the 
street and took up his stand in a doorway from 
which he could keep watch upon the porch of 
the house in which was his enemy. ; 

Another idea! What about waiting w 
Yato left the house? He could then go in 
knock at every door and ask: 

“Ts my friend Légionnaire Yato here—# 
little Japanese?” If one of the doors welt 
opened by some woman who replied, “No, he 
has just gone,” he would know that he h 
found what he sought and would get to 
forthwith. He would soon show her the 



_ she knocked at the first door. No answer. He 
“knocked again. 
~~ He knocked at the next. 

difference between a Yato anda Klingen. And 
if Klingen knew anything of women, and he 
flattered himself that he did, there was a bad 
time coming for the yellow devil. 

Yes, and Klingen would have his knife 
ready, too, and this time he’d throw it, if 
Yato made trouble. And he also flattered 
himself that he knew something of, knife- 

throwing. 
Ha! There he was. 
The retreating form of Yato turned the 

corner of the street and Klingen darted across 
into the house. Running lightly up the stairs, 

Silence. 
A fat, slatternly. 

woman opened the door and eyed-himm hardily. 
“Well?’”’ she inquired. 
“Monsieur Blanc?” inquired Klingen. 
The woman slammed the door in his face. 
The third and fourth rooms were empty. 
A child opened the door of the fifth, and 

seeing a /égionnaire, shut it instantly. Hearing 
a man’s voice within, Klingen passed on. 
To Klingen’s inquiry at the sixth reom, as} 

to whether Monsieur Blanc lived here, the) 
woman who occupied it replied that he did, 
but was at the wine-shop round the corner! 
“Then may he sit there till he rots,’’ ob- 

served Légionnaire Klingen and climbed the 
second flight of stairs, and, arriving at a land- 
ing similar to the one below, repeated his 
strategy and tactics. 
The first door was opened by a tiny dainty 

Japanese girl, and Klingen thrust his way into 
the room, closed the door, locked it and re- 
moved the key. He had found what he 
wanted. 
The girl stood staring, between terror and 
rprise. This man was in a similar uniform 

to that which her lover wore. He must be his 
friend, otherwise how would he have known 
‘she was here? But her beloved had only just 
gone. Had something happened to him, and | 
why had this man thrust in so roughly, un- | 
invited? But they were rough and rude, these | 
western barbarians. Why had he come? | 
Oh, if she could only understand what he | 

was saying and make herself understood by | 
him! He seemed to be speaking of someone | 
named Yato. Was it conceivable that he | 
might understand a word of Japanese? | 

“I am the servant of Colonel Hoshiri. What | 
do you want?” she said in her own tongue. 

And, for reply, Klingen snatched her up in | 
his arms and kissed her violently. 

Well, this was a fine affaire! She might or| 
‘ might not be Yato’s girl, but almost certainly | 
she was. Anyhow, and whoever she was, this | 
was still a fine affaire, for here was Klingen, the | 
irresistible, locked up in a room with as pretty | 
a little piece as he ever had clapped eyes on. | 
And a very nice room, too—bed, cushions, | 
hangings, flowers in a vase—yes, all very nice 
indeed. 
And now for the little woman! A pity they 

could not understand each other’s language, 
but the language of love is universal. He could 
soon make himself understood all right. 
When Légionnaire Klingen let himself out 

of the room, an hour or so later, he left a sob- 
bing, shuddering girl lying upon the bed weep- 
ing as though her heart would break, moaning 

Hearst's International—Cosmopolitan for February, 19209 

as though it were already broken. 
But Légionnaire Klingen, as he walked back 

to barracks, smiled greasily as he licked his | 
lips, and encountering Légionnaire Yato in the | 
barrack-room, laughed aloud. 
Yato was sitting on his bed engaged in 

astiquage—the polishing of his belts and straps. 
ving whispered his story, punctuated with 

loud guffaws, to a little knot of his friends who | 
evidently enjoyed the joke hugely, Klingen 
went over and stood in front of the Japanese, | 
his hands on his hips, and leered exultingly. | 
Without looking up, Yato continued waxii.¢ 
and polishing a cartridge-pouch. 

“I use it every day. It sails with me on every voyage.” 

says Captain Tuomas of the S. S. Paris 

“This skin bracer sails 

with us on every voyage” 
.. the Captain and the Purser 

of the famous S. S. PARIS say 

MPECCABLE appearance—perfect 
grooming—is as much a part of the 

job of officers of a great liner as their 
knowledge of the sea. 

“In port and out there’s nothing 
keeps your skin so ship-shape as 
Pinaud’s Lilac,” they tell us. 

Host to thousands of the most distinguished 
people in the world, E. Mallet, Purser of the 
S.S. Paris, must look his best all of the time. 
He finds Pinaud’s Lilac invaluable. “* Noth- 
ing keeps your skin so ship-shape!”’ he declares. 

Pinaud’s Lilac rouses_ circulation; 
sends the blood rushing to feed sagging 
tissues; checks pouches and wrinkles; 
keeps the skin young looking. 

Pinaud’s Lilac is a famous antisep- 
tic, too. It sterilizes razor scrapes and 
nicks—absolutely prevents after-shav- 
ing infections and blemishes. 

Shake some into the hand and slap 
it over your face. Not only after every 
shave, but whenever you feel fagged. 
Instantly your skin feels toned—in- 
vigorated! You will enjoy its fresh 
lilac odor. 

You can get Pinaud’s Lilac at any 
drug or department store. 

FREE: good-sized sample bottle of this 
famous skin bracer. Write today to Pinaud, 
Inc., Dept. B-4, 220 East 21st St., 
New York, N. Y. (In Canada, 560 King 
West, Toronto.) 

Look for Pinaud’s signature on every bottle 

Suddenly he stopped and stared at the floor P | N A i D ? S L I L A 3 between himself and Klingen. 
Beau Geste, drawing near and watching care- 

fully as he polished his bayonet, thought that Copr. 1928, Pinaud, Inc. THE FAMOUS SKIN BRACER 



152 

Yato sniffed silently, as though trying to detect 
and capture an odor. Yes, decided Beau, Yato 
could smell something, and that something 
puzzled him. Rising to his feet, the Japanese 
approached Klingen, his head thrust forward, 
his nose obviously questing. 
“What the devil!” growled Klingen. 
Yato returned to his cot without remark. 

But it seemed as though a shadow crossed his 
face. 

L‘gionnaire Klingen, smart in his walking- 
out kit, a red kepi, dark-blue tunic with green, 
red-fringed epaulets, red breeches and white 
spats, tightened his belt a little and swaggered 
from the barrack-room. 

It was “holiday” (pay-day), and he intended 
to expend on wine the entire sum of twopence- 
halfpenny which he had received. Thereafter, 
being full of good wine and good cheer, it was 
his intention to see how the little Japanese 
girl was getting on and to cheer her loneliness 
with an hour of his merry society. He would 
watch the yellow monkey go in and wait till he 
came out, and if the girl had locked her door 
he would tap and tap and knock and knock, 
without saying anything, until she did open it. 
What a fighting little spitfire she was! But 

that was nine-tenths make-believe, and the 
other tenth was ignorance of French. 

From his seat on a barrel in the corner of a 
dark wine-shop which commanded a view of the 
street in which the girl’s house stood, Klingen 
saw Yato approaching. Pulling down the 
vizor of his kepi, and bending his head forward 
so that his face was concealed, he waited until 
the Japanese had passed, and then abandoned 
himself to the pleasures of drinking, anticipa- 
tion and thoughts of revenge. 

He was absolutely certain that the girl was 
Yato’s, and, as he rolled his wine upon his 
tongue, he rolled upon the debauched palate 
of his mind the flavor of the lovely vengeance 
that combined the enormous double gratifica- 
tion of deep enjoyment to himself and dee 
injury to Yato. He honestly agreed wi 
Klingen that Klingen was a great man, and 
never greater than in this manifestation of his 
skill that made his own pleasure his enemy’s 
agony at a time when his enemy’s agony was 
his own greatest pleasure. 

“Ves, my friend,” he mused, “I hurt you by 
delighting myself, and you add immeasurably 
to that delight by being hurt.” And he laughed 
aloud. 

As the last glass of his third bottle began to 
exhibit sediment, Klingen again pulled his cap 
over his eyes. A small figure in the uniform of 
the Legion was passing on the other side of the 
road. 
Two minutes later, Klingen was knocking 

at the door of the room in which dwelt the 
Japanese girl. To his first knock no answer was 
vouchsafed, to the second a thin high childish 
voice replied unintelligibly. 

Klingen turned the handle and, to his sur- 
prise, found that the door was not fastened. 

I Wish I Were 
interests him. Once that is settled, it’s all over 
but telling her the glad news. 

It’s a pity that more women are not filled 
with that comforting, beautiful contentment, 
which is the basis of all ease, nonchalance and 
savoir-faire—and of most personal magnetism! - 

Still another thing that I envy a man is his 
cast-iron nerves. His perfect equanimity under 
all conditions and circumstances! Everything 
makes a woman nervous—nothing makes a 
man nervous! A man never gets so excited 
over anything—love, a woman, an adventure, 
or even a sudden ‘shock—that he can’t eat or 
~— or enjoy a baseball game or a round of 
golf. 

Nothing stirs his nerve-centers. He can 
stand calmly for half an hour on a street corner, 
reading ‘th. baseball bulletins, or swapping 
stories, without once skipping a pulse beat at 
the thought that the soup -is_getting cold, the 
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Entering the room, he saw a little figure on the 
remembered bed, its back toward him, its head 
and shoulders covered by a silken shawl. 
Turning, he locked the door and slipped the 
key into his pocket. 

The figure on the bed moved slightly and did 
not turn to him. 

The little hussy! What was the game! Per- 
haps-I-will-perhaps-I-won’t? Or was she pre- 
tending she hadn’t heard him come in? Going 
to make a scene, perhaps, in the hope of extort- 
ing payment. Well, she’d be a clever girl if she 
got. money out of Légionnaire Klingen! 

The other way about, more likely. 
With quickened breathing, gleaming eye and 

smiling lips, Klingen took a couple of steps in 
the direction of the bed, and from it, casting 
off shawl and covering, sprang Yato, lightly 
clad, his face devilish in its ferocity. 

Klingen’s right hand went to his bayonet and 
Yato’s right hand, open, shot upward, so that 
the bottom of the palm struck Klingen beneath 
the chin. As it did so Yato heaved mightily 
upward. It was as if the Japanese lifted Klin- 
gen by the face and flung him backward off his 
feet. But, even as his enemy was in the act of 
falling, Yato flung his arm about him, and, 
turning him sideways, fell heavily with him— 
Klingen being face downward. Instantly Yato, 
whose knee was in the small of Klingen’s back, 
his right hand on his neck, seized Klingen’s 
right wrist, and, dragging the arm upward and 
backward with a swift movement, dislocated 
the shoulder; and, as the prostrate man yelled 
in agony, Yato, with a movement of dexterous 
and powerful leverage, dislocated the other. 

As Klingen again roared with pain Yato, 
with a grip of steel, dug his thumb and fingers 
into his victim’s neck with a grip that changed 
a howl to a broken whimper . . . 

Five minutes later, Klingen’s wrists were 
bound behind him with steel wire, his ankles - 
were fastened together with a strap and he was 
bound down upon the bed in such a manner 
that he could not raise his knees or his head, or 
change his position by so much as an inch. 

A large handkerchief completély filled his 
mouth, and a piece of steel wire, passing round 
his face from beneath his chin to the top of his 
head, prevented him from ejecting it. In fact, 
the so-recently active and joyous Légionnaire 
Klingen could now move nothing but his eyes; 
could only see and hear—and suffer. . . 
Was Yato going to: carve and fillet him? 

Blind him? Cut his tongue out? Torture him 
with a red-hot iron? Cripple him for life? 
Destroy his hands and so his livelihood? .. . 
Or merely leave him there to die a dreadful 
lingering death of thirst and starvation? 

He thought of what he himself had hoped 
and intended to do, if he could have had Yato 
waylaid in the Village Négre. 

And he could not utter a word of supplica- 
tion or remonstrance, or make offer and 
promise of impossible reparation and bribe. 
What was the cruel wicked devil doing 

now? Heating an iron, sharpening a knife, 

$a fe 

boiling some water? . . . These cursed Japs 
were artists at fiendish torture and had q 
devilish ingenuity beyond the conception of 
simple honest Westerners with their kindly 
hearts and generous natures. 
What was he doing? O God, what was he 

doing? . . . Something ‘unthinkable, 
thing unimaginable. 

But strangely enough, Légionnaire Yato was 
merely engaged in 
many peaceful and lawful pursuits. 

Seated comfortably beside © Légionnaire 

some- 

Klingen, he was making a selection from a 
number of small objects neatly ked in a 
sandalwood box. A faint but ilesaing odor 
came from this; also a small oblong cake of 
some black substance in the powerful delicate 
fingers of the Japanese. : 

Taking a’ tiny saucer from the box, he 
poured into it a little water from the. vase, 
and in this placed the end of ‘the black cake 
that it might soak while he dispassionately 
studied the contorted face of his enemy. 

Anon, taking- the cake in his fingers; he 
sketched broad lines of the deepest black upon 
Klingen’s forehead and cheeks. Kilingen, ¢x- 
pecting either burn or slash, winced and shud- 
dered as the substance touched ‘his in 
Settling down to his work, unhurried, methodi- 
cal and calm, Yato rubbed and dipped ‘until, 
save for the nose, the face of Klingen: was.as 
black as soot—eyelids, lips, ears, throat. << _ 

Having completed this portion of his ‘task 
to his satisfaction, Yato again considered. the 
contents of the box, and selected a small stick 
of brilliant vermilion. With this, he car 
painted Klingen’s prominent and 
nose, so that it glowed upon his face as a hélly 
berry upon black satin. And then, changil 
his tools, Yato labored long and well to render 
indelible this striking effect. ig 
And at last he rese, an artist satisfied, ful 

filled; and gazed upon the face that, until the - 
worms devoured it; would be.a dark b 
black—save for the nose of glowing red . Bo 

Légionnaire Yato was not seen again in: the 
barracks of the Legion. But three days later, 
Beau Geste received a letter which reminded 
him of his promise to help his humble Japanese 
comrade. All the latter had to ask was’ that 
his honorable friend would proceed forthwith, 
accompanied by his two honorable brothers, to 
a described house, and there; having asked a 
certain man for the key, go to room number 
seven and give assistance to an unfortunate 
man confined therein. 

Should they fail to do this, the poor fellow 
would starve to death... 

Michael, Digby and John did as they were 
asked. 

“Good Lord!’ ejaculated Michael, as they 
gazed upon what had been the face of 

ngen. 
“The wicked devil!” murmured John. 
“What they call a ‘gentleman of color, 

observed Digby, remembering certain things. 

2” 

a Man by Helen Rowland (Continued from page 51) 

roast is drying up, and his wife is probably 
having hysterics and visualizing him on a 
stretcher. 

He can break a date at the last moment 
without a tremor of remorse at the conscious- 
ness that he has spoiled a girl’s whole evening. 
He can serenely stick a woman’s most soul- 
throbbing letter in his pocket and neglect to 
answer it for three weeks, without a quiver of 
conscience, even though he knows that she is 
running anxiously to the door seven times a 
day, looking for a word from him. 

No wonder men make better motor-car 
drivers than women! [It’s their cast-iron 
nerves—and nerve! 

Then, there is his trained memory. A woman 
is always torturing and tormenting herself by 
remembering things that she would be happier 
to forget. But a man has the most accom- 
modating trick-action memory in the world. 

It never reminds him of life’s little unpleasant- 
nesses and duties—and never lets him forget 
its triumphs and promises. 

Like a phonograph or a radio, it can -be shut 
off or turned on at will. He never forgets his 
date to play golf—and never remembers his 
appointment with the dentist. He never for- 
ets that the doctor said he could smoke if he 
iked—and never remembers the things that 
the doctor forbade him to do. He never forgets ~ 
that he was once a riot with the women—and 
never remembers his bald-spot. 

the exercise of one of his. 

No watch-dog was ever more perfectly — 
trained to lie down and go to sleep when it 
might bother him, or to wake up and protect 
him at the psychological moment. 

But the thing that I envy a man most of all 
is his complete immunity from all the little 
tiresome and annoying things in this world. 
All the boresome little details of life! 

ae 
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“Lehn & Fick Sere- 
sade’? WJZ and 14 
other stations associated 
with the National Broad- 
tasting Co.—every 

jay at 8 p. m., east- 
erm time; 7 p. m., central 
time, 

GREAT MANY BRIDES start 
their married life with only the 
vaguest understanding of the 

intimate phases of their toilette on 
which so much of their future happi- 
ness may depend. 

Ignorance of the delicate matter of 
feminine hygiene has led to much 
needless unhappiness. The use of the 
wrong disinfectant for this purpose 
has caused serious injury. 

Lucky is the bride who has a mar- 
ried sister—or an older married friend 
—to tell her frankly the truth about 
this vital subject. 

But no woman need misunderstand 
the facts. 

Send the coupon at the right and 
our free booklet, “The Scientific Side 

of Health and Youth,” will be sent to 

you. It will reach you in a plain en- 
velope. It contains sound professional 
advice and directions, written in simple 
language by an eminent woman phy- 
sician. 

Send the coupon, now, but in the 
meantime buy a bottle of “Lysol” 
Disinfectant at your druggist’s. Follow 
the directions which come with every 
bottle. 
Made by Lysol, Incorporated, a division of Lehn & Fink 
Products Company. Sole distributors Lehn & Fink, Inc., 
Bloomfield, N. J. In Canada, Lysol (Canada) Limited. Dis- 
tributed by Lehn & Fink (Canada) Limited. 

© Lehn & Fink, Inc., 1928 

LEHN & FINK, Incorporated, Sole Distributors 

Bloomfield, New Jersey— Dept. 286 

Please send me, free, your booklet, 

“The Scientific Side of Health and Youth.” 

Name 

Street 

City 
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Lucky Bride . . . to have a married sister! 



Has Added Loveliness 
—when Shampooed this way 

Why Ordinary Washing..fails to clean properly, 
Thus preventing the . . Real Beauty . . Lustre, 
Natural Wave and Color of Hair from showing 

“FRE beauty, the sparkle... the gloss and 
lustre of your hair . . . depend, almost 

entirely, upon the way you shampoo it. 
A thin, oily film, or coating, is constantly 

forming on the hair. If allowed to remain, 
it catches the dust and dirt—hides the life 
and lustre—and the hair then becomes dull 
and unattractive. 

Only thorough shampooing will . . remove 
this film . . . and let the sparkle, and rich 
natural... color tones... of the hair show. 

Washing with ordinary soap fails to sat- 
isfactorily remove this film, because—it 
does not clean the hair properly. 

Besides—the hair cannot stand the harsh 

MULSIFIE 

effect of ordinary soaps. The free alkali, 
in ordinary soaps, soon dries the scalp, 
makes the hair brittle and ruins it. 

That is why women, by the thousands, 
who value . . . beautiful hair . . . use 
Mulsified Cocoanut Oil Shampoo. 

This clear and entirely greaseless product, 
not only cleans the hair thoroughly, but is so 
mild, and so pure, that it cannot possibly 
injure. It does not dry the scalp, or make 
the hair brittle, no matter how often you 
use it. 
Two or three teaspoonfuls of Mulsified 

make an abundance of . . . rich, creamy 
lather . . . which cleanses thoroughly and 
rinses out easily, removing with it every 
particle of dust, dirt and dandruff. 

The next time you wash your hair, try 
Mulsified Cocoanut Oil Shampoo and Hoa 
see how ... really beautiful . .. your hair 
will look 

It will keep the scalp soft and the hair 
fine and silky, bright, fresh looking, wavy 
and easy to manage and it will—fairly 
sparkle—with new life, gloss and lustre. 

For Your Protection 
Ordinary Cocoanut Oil: Shampoos are 

not—“MULSIFIED.” Ask for, and be 
sure you gett-—‘“MULSIFIED.” 

COCOANUT OIL 
SHAMPOO 
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there is always some woman—usually two or 
three—to take these off his soul. Everythi 
is lifted from his shoulders, these days, except 
the padding. He has nothing on his mind but 
his job, his business and his hair tonic. 

There is his wife to write his letters to his 
mother—and there is his stenographer to take 
down his letters to his wife. There is his 
stenographer to do his Christmas shopping and 
find the present for his wife—and there is his 
wife to buy the present for his stenographer. 
There is his wife to remind him of his mother’s 
birthday, his stenographer to remind him of 
his wife’s birthday, and his mother to remind 
him of his own birthday. 

His life is just one long, sweet, irresponsible 
dream, with some woman always ready to 
relieve him of all the petty cares and harrowing 
little obligations, and to act as his memory, his 
prompter, his date-pad and his conscience! 

inally, there is man’s calm and _ beautiful 
indifference to that Great Bugaboo, Middle. 
Age, which haunts every woman from her 
thirty-fifth birthday down to the grave. A | 
man dreads growing old. That is natural. 
But he accepts, even welcomes middle age as * 

The time when he. the fruitful time of his life. 
can let down from the high tension, let out his: 
waistband, take up golf and enjoy the fruits . 
of his hard work. 

Never for an instant does he doubt his 
personal charm. Never, so long as he can look 
in a mirror and see a few strands of hair above 
his face and a brilliant cravat beneath it, does 
he feel that his fascination is on the wane or 2 
let middle age put him out of countenance. 

Oh, yes, there are seventy-seven good reasons - ts 
why I envy the baby in the blue bassinet! 

It must be delicious never to have to think '' 
about what to order for dinner, or to worry 
about whether or not the laundry has come: 
home, or to see that your winter clothes are.’ 
put away in tar-bags, or to have to tidy up the «: « 
room and pick up things after yourself! 

It must be wonderful never to worry about 
your hair coming out of curl, and to feel that 
no matter how fat or bald or old you may get, | © 
you will always be “somebody’s darling,” and 
some woman will always be willing to marry you! : ' 

It must be great to be able to walk into any © 
restaurant or any hotel and know that you~ 
will get the best service and all the attention ~ 
of the bell-boys and waiters! ( 

It must be glorious to go — life blithely 
and light-heartedly—free from all social obliga- 
tions, all domestic annoyances and even all the 
responsibility for your own morals! And to 
feel that if you manage to keep out of jail, debt 
and the newspapers, the world will call you a 
good man, and your wife will see that you get 
into Heaven! 

That’s why I wish that my father had as- 
serted his rights and had a son—and that my 
mother had not prayed so hard for a daughter! 
(At least, that’s a few of the reasons.) All the 
laws and all the franchise and all the feminism 
in the world never can make life as fair and free 
and thrilling for a woman as Nature has made 
it for a man. Ever since Eve fed Adam that 
first apple, woman has had to go on feeding 
man and suffering from his indigestion. 

Ever since Eve pinned Adam up in fig-leaves, 
woman has had to take care of a man’s clothes 
and count his laundry. Ever since Eve took 
the blame for the first sin, woman has felt 
responsible for a man’s morals, 
Woman will always insist on doing all a 

man’s worrying for him—and he will always 
let her. That’s the way Nature made them— 
and you can’t beat Nature! Call this country 
a matriarchy, say that this is a woman’s world 
and a woman’s government, if you like. But 
man is Nature’s Pet, today, yesterday and 
forever. And every woman knows it! Oh, 
for a man’s wonderful, buoyant, self-compla- 
cent, care-free, irresponsible nature! 

But there! I must tune off. I smell some- 
thing burning—and I don’t know whether it’s 
the muffins in the oven, or ann darling 
has dro his live cigaret on the Chinese 
and fa’ ae a beautiful doze. He should 
worry! Not while I’m here to do it for him! 
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The Crime at 
Queer Creek 
(Continued from page 53) 

ing for the two surviving bank robbers, 
they rode boldly up to a remote homestead at 
the edge of the desert and bargained with the 
homesteader for mounts for themselves and for 
a pack-animal and for camping equipment. 

ir story was that they believed the 
bandits were on ahead of them in the rough 
country nearer the Coast. They meant to 
follow, being minded, they said, to earn for 
themselves the rewards which were offered for 
the capture of the criminals. To give color of 
plausibility to their tale, they asked if they 

ight leave their car in the custody of the 
resident until they got back or could send for it. 
Their real intention was to lose themselves 

from local pursuit in the broken waste-lands 
on beyond and work their way through the 
shore range and then make for some sizable 
place on salt water—Seattle, for choice. 
The native suspected nothing. He pro- 

visioned them and rather scantifully outfitted 
them and sold them three head of indifferent 
stock. 

So they set out on what proved to be a four- 
day trudge across a dismal and arid expanse. 
They missed one water-hole, couldn’t find it at 
all. So that night they made what Connors 
called a dry camp. On the third day they got 
traveling instructions from a forlorn settler on 
a barren claim; and in the late afternoon of the 
fourth day they came to the cleft at the base 
of the hills and alongside the pleasantly roaring 
creek of which he had told them. 
From the hour of taking to horseback, 

Connors openly assumed the leadership. As 
a matter of fact, his had been the directing 
mind all along but now he was in full command. 
He quit consulting with Bauer on this point or 
that. Immediately he assumed a hectoring 
attitude; very soon it was domineering, over- 
bearing, was full of sneerings and faultfindings. 
In Chicago or some other great city, the re- | 

lations between them might have been re- 
versed, probably would have been reversed. 
There Bauer would have had the Westerner at 
a disadvantage. But here the advantages, all 
of them, were on Connors’ side. He could ride | 
well; he could throw a hitch on a pack; he | 
understood the care and handling of horses; 
he could cook; could make a camp; could | 
wield an ax or a spade expertly; could take care | 
of himself in a waste or a wilderness; could steer | 
for their flight by the sun or the stars or, lack- | 
ing these, by landmarks. 

Bauer, the tenderfoot, could do none of these | 
things; was dependent in nearly every regard; | 
was obviously frightened by their isolation, by | 
their remoteness from the facilities and com- 
forts upon which all his life he had depended. 
Connors’ scornfulness for Bauer grew by the 

hour. He cursed the city man for his ineptness, 
for his clumsiness, for his sulkiness; at frequent 
intervals reminded him that in the duel outside 
the bank he alone had fired no shot, and that 
thereafter he had been merely a hindrance 
and a nuisance. And Bauer, circumstanced 
as he was, dare not physically rebel. 
On the evening of their first day in the desert, 

the oppressor had delivered an ultimatum 
from where he lay under his tarp. 

‘Tve. been figgerin’,” Connors said. “I 
figger that out of your split you’re goin’ to owe 
me quite a chunk of money before we’re done 
with this here trip.” 
“Money for what?” asked Bauer, raising a 

surprised head from a huddle of blankets. 
“Why, fur lookin’ after you, fur takin’ care 

of you, fur wet-nursin’ you along. Where’d 
you be without me? In one devil of a fix, that’s 

we ‘ou’d be. So I’m aimin’ to charge you 
fur it. He went blithely on: 

fore we git out of this here mess back 
into Civilization, we’ll square up the books. 

§ see, now, my guidin’ fee will be two 
hundred and fifty dollars a day. And fur 
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saddlin’ up fur you and unsaddlin’ and fur 
cookin’ and fur wranglin’ the plugs single- 
handed and fur general service and all these 
here other roustaboutin’ jobs, big and little 
—well, I reckon about two hundred and fifty 
more a day would be about right fur that. 
Call it five hundred a day, without somethin’ 
extry should come up. [ll collect it, too, bo; 
don’t worry none about that part of it.” 

There had been more of that mental arith- 
metic on the next night and the next, and this 
night there would be still more. Regarding the 
mounting indebtedness there had been other 
references from time to time. Not content 
merely with rubbing a thing in, Connors was 
the kind who liked to rub it all the way through 
and out on the other side. On Connors’ part, 
this was a fatal defect. By overplaying his 
hand he lost the pot and along with it his life. 

That following morning he was bending over 
the fire to hearten the flame under the coffee- 
pot, when Bauer came softly up behind him 
and bored him between the shoulders—whang, 
whang, whang!—three times, like that. He died 
very quickly with his. face among the live 
ashes and his booted toes drumming gro- 
tesquely against the turf. 

Since the second night before, Bauer had 
been planning this killing. He had meant, 
though, to hold in until they were out of the 
woods. For him, that would be the safer and 
therefore the more sensible course. But the 
si, :t of the bully with his back turned and 
he all unsuspicious—that, plus a particularly 
aggravating sneer utteréd by Connors half a 
minute before—had been too much for him. 
Tempted beyond all restraint, he drew and 
crept close and cut down. 

But the moment the act was completed, with 
the victim quietly sprawled in the hot embers, 
Bauer began to feel that he had been overly 
impulsive. This was a swell revenge, all right, 
but it had been poor judgment; he had to admit 
as much in communion with himself there in 
the daunting and subtly uncomfortable hush 
which had fallen upon the small empty glade. 
It. would have been better-had he withheld his 
hand until they were within easy striking dis- 
tance of one or another of the seaports. That 
had been his original idea. 

Still, it was done and he was the richer by a 
gratifying sum of money, and the nagging of 
Connors was ended. For the last time Con- 
nors had sounded that grating rackety horse- 
laugh, which thought for the moment was a 
pleasant thought to contemplate. 

His, though, was not the place nor was 
T it the hour, either for regrets over the fit of 
impetuosity or for celebration of the accom- 
plished result. The next thing to do and the 
important thing to do was to catch up the 
mare and the pony and load essential parts of 
the gear and get on away. Already this spot, 
with its eternally silenced occupant, was get- 
ting on Bauer’s nerves. 

He holstered his gun. He rummaged from 
the victim’s bed-roll the small leather satchel 
containing the money, which was in currency 
and therefore compact and light. Heretofore 
Connors had constituted himself the custodian 
of the fund. 

While doing this, Bauer was spying about 
for the plugs. They should be browsing some- 
where close at hand. The mare wore hobbles 
on her forelegs at night to keep her from stray- 
ing far, and the others stayed with her. Con- 
nors never seemed to have any trouble in 
rounding them up of a morning. Now Bauer 
was annoyed because he could see no sign of 
them. Yet he was positive he had seen them 
not five minutes before. Perhaps the shooting 
had scared them a little bit; they must be near 
by, though. 

That, precisely, was what had happened— 
the shots had scared them, or rather had 
startled them. As the maré gave a jump, one 
of her leather hobbles snapped, leaving her 
free except for the short chain trailing from her 
left foreleg. It hampered her, this dangling 
fetter, but did not check her gait to any great 
extent, and at this moment she and her two 

corral-mates were shoving through the jack- 
pines. Homesickness went with them. Jaded 
though they were, the instinct to return where 
they belonged was upon them. 

Bauer, making search, heard them now 
threshing and stamping on beyond somewhere. 
He pushed into the labyrinth, calling soothing 
words to them. Possibly the truants might 
have heeded the sound of Connors’ voice, which 
had become familiar to them. But Bauer's voice 
meant nothing to them except the prospect of 
interference with their liberty. They snorted, 
picked up speed, drew away from that strange 
voice bleating behind them. 

Although he hurried along, following by ear, 
Bauer spent nearly half an hour in crossing the 
belt of jack-pines. When he emerged into the 
clear, the cayuses were three steadily moving 
dots at the farther end of the mesa. 

S HE watched them, straining his eyes to 
peer into the glare of the sunrise, they 

vanished altogether; and by that he knew they 
had entered the dip of land leading on out into 
the desert. From the elevation where he stood, 
the desert was spread below him, dim and 
gray in the distance except for certain patches 
of it which shimmered faintly, and it was very 
flat-looking, except for certain low ridges 
which seemed to heave gently under the white 
brilliance which filled the eastern horizon. 

Something told him he never could hope to 
overtake them; that the brutes were gone and 
gone for good. Yet a desperation growing out 
of his alarm led him on. He ran across the 
plateau. He was still running as he went down 
into the draw, was walking, though, and pant- 
ing hard when he emerged from it. He 
stopped -then, his hands against his heaving 
short ribs, his eyes blurred, his feet aching. 
When his vision had cleared and his breath- 

ing was easier, he looked for hoof-marks and 
saw none at all. He had had prints to guide 
him almost to this point but now these had 
disappeared. He retraced his steps a few rods 
and picked them up, but immediately they 
petered out on a ledge of hard-baked earth. 

He did venture out on the desert proper, 
being moved by a faint hope of coming un- 
awares upon the runaways just over the next 
swale. In this way he traveled perhaps three 
miles farther. Then something daunting, some- 
thing which never before had entered into his 
scheme of things, brought him up short. 
Away up yonder above the sky-line, he saw 

green trees, many green trees, a whole double 
line of them, in fact; and he saw among the 
trees what appeared to be a row of buildings 
dotted along a road. But the whole lot—trees 
and road and buildings—were turned wrong 
way to, were floating upside down above the 
bleak and empty sage-brush of the desert; 
were suspended between the heat-waves below 
and the burnished heavens on high. 

Never having beheld such a phenomenon be- 
fore, never having heard that such optical il- 
lusions are not exactly uncommon in these 
parts, Bauer stared, amazed and confounded. 
As he stared, his imagination played him a 
trick. He took it into his head that this cap- 
sized picture was the identieal picture of the 
cottonwood-shaded side-street through which 
he and Connors had sped so fast after Mat- 
tingly and the police chief passed out. 

Now, that town must be at least four hun- 
dred miles away; it was fully that far away, 
maybe more than that. And here it was danc- 
ing and shimmering on its head in the sweep 
of a zenith that had gone crazy and turned 
itself into a blazing mirror. 

Bauer was in no fit frame of mind for calm 
consideration of any causes whatsoever. The 
superstitious side of him rose and took pos- 
session of him. This must be a sign, a super- 
natural warning foretelling disaster, a notice 
to him that he must go no farther along that 
return route. 

No, he must get away-from this spot—go 
back to the camp place and make new plans. 
He turned about and shambled away on his 
chafed feet. Presently he looked back, cau- 
tiously. The reflected presentment was gone 
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from the sky. Bauer figured his interpretation 
of the thing had been the right one. 

He had trouble in the confusing maze of the 
jack-pines. It was past noontime, so he 
ey, 20 by the gnawing in his stomach, before 

broke through the last of them and came 
out in the glade. Hae 

While he was making a hurried meal of 
tinned beef and stale crackers, he kept his eyes 
and his thoughts steadfastly turned from the 
spot where Connors’ shape lay, half in and half 
out of the dead camp-fire. Having fed, he 
canvassed the situation and reached the con- 
clusion that, the transformed conditions bei 
what they were, there remained for him but 
one logical line of action to follow. 

Afoot, he must move on through the foot- 
hills, then must find the pass in the mountains 
and make his way down the slope to the ocean, 
He would carry a blanket and the hand-ax; 
would take along as heavy a load of provisions 
as he could pack on his back. If he ran out 
of supplies before he made the grade, he must 
subsist on the country. There ought to be 
berries and edible roots in the woods. 4 

If the worse came to the worst, he could go 
hungry for a spell. Having food in him, he felt 
at the moment that he dreaded the solitude 
more than the possibility of starving for a day 
or two at the latter end of his adventure. 

One thing was certain: He did not intend 
to let the sun go down on him and he still in 
this lonesome ae with only the stiff of the 
man he had killed for company: Besides, he 
needed the sun to steer by. For the remainder 
of this day, at least, he had only to head for 
where the sun would set. His path was west- 
ward, almost due westward, according to his 
understanding. : 

In half an hour he had waded across the 
creek and was on his way: He had wit enough 
to hold a swinging course which kept the sun 
slightly to his left. After it disappeared below 
the timbered rim, he traveled as straight as he 
could toward its afterglow. He kept on until 
the last reddish tinge faded, until walking be — 
came difficult in the growing darkness and then, - 
well content with the progress he had made, 
Bauer started a camp-fire, ate something, took - 
a swig from his canteen and slept under “his 
blanket against the lee of a low bank. © 

Those next two days wete prolonged repéti- — 
tions of what the first afternoon’s tramp ‘had 
been—with this exception: Those two days 
he had no sun to guide him; there was an im- 
penetrable haze over the sun. In this latitude 
it almost was time for the autumnal rainy spell 
to set in, so the clouds were thickening, were 
draped across the firmament in heavy masses. 

Even so, Bauer figured he must be trudging 
in the right direction. He got into mazes 
foot-hills, traveled through thick underbrush, 
crossed many small cold streams, or perhaps 
it was that he recrossed the same stream many 
times; regarding this he couldn’t be definite. 

At times doubts assailed him, as was to be 
expected, he being a novice at woodcraft, but 
in the main he kept telling himself that 
eventually he must reach the gap in the moun- 
tains an 
simplified. What puzzled him was that the 
mountains seemed to be as far distant as they 
had been at the beginning. 2 

There were times when, through breaks in 
the timber, or when he had scaled intervening 
ridges, he could see the tips of two tall peaks— 
sort of twin peaks, they were. They did not 
shift about; always when he caught peeps at _ 
them, they approximately were where, accord- 
ing to his calculations, they should be. And 
that was comforting, even though he appeared 
to be making such slow headway toward them. 

But he remembered having been told that 
in this country objects far off often seemed 
closer than they really were, and vice versa; 
which reflection also had its comfort. He was 
bothered in his mind but he wasn’t r 
bewildered. He kept saying to himself that 
he was not bewildered, was not growing — 
flighty. Terribly tired, that was it, but not 
light-headed. 

after that his travels ought to be’ 
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In the forenoon of the following day of his 
travels, which would make it the third day 
since the shooting, he strayed into an inter- 
minable and perplexing girdle of jack-pines. 
He spent hours limping in and out among the 
trunks, while spiny, springy boughs lashed his 
face, before he saw a thinning in the tree tops 
that betokened an opening on ahead. 

Moreover, the land here was almost flat, 
with a gentle downward slant toward the 
right. Now, to the right was the quarter 
where the woods thinned. Perhaps the be- 
ginning of the pass was there. He limped 
along faster. 
He came out of the trees and stood on the 

edge of a natural clearing which somehow 
seemed vaguely familiar. He stared harder 
across the space, and then a terrifying con- 
viction fixed itself in his brain. There could be 
no mistake about it. Yonder, not fifty yards 
away, was the rummaged heap of heavy duffel 
that he had abandoned. On beyond was the 
tumbling creek. He was back where he had 
started. 

He stilled a desire to turn and run awa 
from this haunted vista. That would be fatal. 
Torn by conflicting emotions, he forced himself, 
foot by foot, across the glade until he halted 
a stone’s throw from the body in the ashes. 
Coyotes or other vermin had been at the body, 
but it was Connors’ body, all right anak 
He recognized the boots on the spraddled legs, 
the holstered gun on the upturned flank. 

Bauer sat down in the grass, his head in his 
hands and the head rocking to and fro. What 
dreadful agency, what hostile power or force 
was it that had thrown up an apparition in the 
sky to drive him off the desert, that then had 
translated him back again to the very spot 
which he had been trying so hard to get away 
from? Bauer did not believe in any God but 
he did believe in what his sort called hunches, 
meaning by that, nemesis or fate or luck. 

Panic racked him as he squatted there. By 
a supreme effort of his will, he summoned a 
measure of calmness. 
Was it altogether bad iuck that had returned 

him hither? That was the question. Assuredly 
there was a store of food here; the scavenger 
animals had pawed over the edibles but the 
tinned stuff was safe from their teeth and their 
claws. And he was practically out of food 
despite his careful husbanding. 

He could reprovision h'mself; he rose up and 
proceeded to do so. He could make a fresh 
attempt to get across the range. But how 
would he shape his second flight? 

All at once an inspiration came to him, and 
in a cracked voice he shouted aloud for joy. 
Connors had said on the night before the 
shooting that, having passed over the Second 
Divide, they now were where al streams ran 
westward to empty into the Pacific Ocean or to 
empty into larger streams which did empty 
into the ocean. 
No matter how tortuous a course any given 

stream might pursue, no matter how it might 
meander and wind and twist, eventually its 
waters found their way to tide-water—Connors 
had said that, and at the moment he, Bauer, 
had paid small heed. Connors had added that 
only an idiot would try to follow a watercourse 
when he could go dry-shod. So, naturally, the 
statement had not registered deeply—then. 
But now—now things were different. 

Here was this creek—tough traveling but, in 
the long run, a sure road to escape. Quickly he 
made a new pack, taking as much food as he 

| could roll in his blanket and sling on his back. 
| He made sure he had plenty of matches. He 
| took his hand-ax in one hand and his precious 
| satchel in the other and he stepped into the 
creek and was off downstream. 

Immediately, by experiment, he found that 
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Chicago, Illinois. Please send sample to | to force a path along the shores. There were 

| rounded loose boulders on ‘the bottom, there 
| were swift little rapids, there were occasional 
| unsuspected deep pools where the water rose 
| thigh-deep on him, but with all that, he soon 
realized that he could make better time.in the 
stream than in the dense thickets bordering it. 

Even so, his progress necessarily was slow 
and difficult and painful. Possibly he aver- 
aged a third of a mile in an hour. at was at 
the beginning.. Later his average would be less, 

That night he had no camp-fire. His - 
matches, which he had been carrying in a 
breast et of his shirt, were wet as a result 
of a fall. Before embarking on this sort of trip, 
a woodsman would have corked his matches in 
a bottle, or at least would have made sure the 
receptacle which held them was water-tight; 
but Bauer, in his ignorance, had taken no such 
precautions. So, in his soaked garments, he 
slept cold, and next morning was so stiff that 
for a while every wincing movement meant a 
stab of pain through his joints. 

He went on, though. For days he went on. 
He lost count of days, lost all notion of compass 
points. The thing turned into a continuous 
nightmare. His boots became so much slimy 
pulp. His feet, inside the boots, rubbed raw 
and swelled and got very sore. 

The small rapids made him dizzy; the pools 
were pitfalls, full of scoured-out deep holes into 
which he tumbled, studded with treacherous 
small round stones over which he tripped, and 
with bigger stones against which he bruised 
his legs. At irregular intervals he scrambled 
ashore, chopped open a can of beans or a can 
of beef, made a meal—if you could call it that. 

Presently he had put himself on short 
rations, for his stock was running low. In this, 
however, was a small compensation. The less 
that he had to carry, the lighter the weight 
upon his back. To a man growing steadily 
weaker, that meant something. After every 
stumble it was harder for him to regain his feet. 
Even in still water he tottered, leaning heavil 
upon a staff which he had cut for himself. 

sture was that of a very old, very feeble man; 
is movements were stiffly mechanical, his 

thoughts disordered and mixed. - 
He kept on, though. 

There was an afternoon when he reached one 
of the comparatively clear meadowlike patches 
past which, once in a while, the stream flowed. 
Bauer was only half aware of this break in the 
overhanging growth. He was entirely out of . 
food, and had been since the night before. 

That morning he had chewed at twigs, had 
gnawed at roots which he hoped might con- 
tain sustenance. There wererno berries or, if 
there were, he hadn’t been able to find any of 
them. He was on the verge of delirium; had 
seen things which weren’t there; had curious 
hallucinations as he crept along downstream. 

He was cognizant of little bright-colored 
fishes racing over the shallows. Some of them 
almost brushed his legs. He stooped, and with 
his right hand tried to grab one of the swift 
fingerlings. There was a way to catch these 
baby trout but it was a way known only to 
deft experts. Greenhorn-like, Bauer snatched 
and clutched, and the small creatures eluded 
his fingers and fled away. It was no use. 

The exertion made him faint. On all fours, 
he crawled to the bank and lay face downward 
in the sunshine. Its warmth was very grateful 
to him. His blanket was gone and his ax, too. __ 
He didn’t remember when or where or how he 
had lost either or both. 

Also he had thrown away his pistol; but he 
dimly remembered about that. Dragging at 
his hip, it had felt as though it weighed a ton. - 
He still had the leather satchel containing the 
eighteen thousand dollars. Through every- 
thing, he had clung fast to that. 

- When. he was somewhat rested and recov- 
ered, he lifted his head and sniffed. A reek as 
of carrion had come to his nose. He sniffed 
again and raised his head higher, looking 
about him. 

He did not have to look far. Not sixty 
feet from him was the body of Connors—what 
was left of it—and there, on beyond, was the 
tumbled remnant of the camp equipment cen- 
tered in the familiar setting of the little park. 
His eyes gaped wider and wider in a frozen 
stare, and his mouth fell open and stayed s0, 
but no sound issued from it. 

After all his travail, after all his tortured 
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erings, he was, for the third time, back 
per he had started. The third time would 
be the last time for Bauer. This jinx was un- 
beatable. Dumbly, as though answering a 

yestion in the affirmative, he nodded, then 
sd backward down the low bank into the 

water and held his head under until he drowned. 
With his last conscious thought he believed 

that it was his destiny which had licked him, 

whereas it merely was his lack of acquaintance 
with purely natural causes. To begin with, he 
didn’t know about mirages being fairly com- 

mon manifestations in these parts and explain- 

able on scientific grounds. In the second place 

he didn’t know that a man afoot arid lost in 

a wild country almost invariably moves in a 
circle, by reason of the fact that one foot— 
usually it’s the left foot—is longer by an almost 
infinitesimal degree than the other foot, thus 
causing the pedestrian to go in an orbit rather 
than on the straightaway. 
And finally he did not know—how was he to 

know it?—that on the charts of the state 
forestry service, this particular creek was 
called by the name of Queer Creek because 
hereabouts it made a long freakish loop, circling 
back to within a scant hundred yards of itself 
before sliding down the continental watershed 
toward the seaboard—or, in other words, you 
could save thirty-odd miles of creek travel by 
a three-minute stroll through the grass. 
But then of course, ignorance, before now, 

has been the ruination of better men than 
Bauer was. 

I 

Widow’s Weeds 
(Continued from page 49) 

just pride in his Biblical acquisitions. It was 
not every purveyor of mourning who could com- 
fort the widow with spiritual as well as sartorial 
consolation. It would be pleasant always to 
hear just such applause for his pertinences as 
Mademoiselle Lejeune was evidently so well 
prepared to give him. 
But on the other hand, she had given him 

the impression that she was penniless—de- 
pendent upon the bounty of her half-brother 
and her perishing brother-in-law. It was a 
pity. Although Monsieur Grosjean’s own 

ers were crammed, he would no more have 
thought of taking unto himself a dowerless wife 
than he would of scattering his money among 
the gamins of the street. One had to be sensible 
about such things. 
Promptly, therefore, though a little regret- 

fully, as’ between these two desirable women 
who had come so suddenly into his purview, he 
decided to pay his court to Madame Oudin. 
Having adopted such a course, Monsieur 

Grosjean lost no time about pursuing it. If 
Madame Oudin was so forehanded in provid- 
ing for her funeral equipment, she might be 
equally provident in facing other problems that 
one can expect to arise when an attractive wo- 
man finds herself in her first widowhood. At 
any rate, Monsieur Grosjean brought up the 
point—delicately, one can assure himself— 
— Madame Oudin in turn came to be 

“Never, Madame,” he began, after the an- 
ticipant widow had in the mirror surveyed her- 
self in her first basted weeds, “would I put in 
question the good faith of your gesture in tak- 
ing the precautions to be well made up at the 

eral of a loved husband. Sublime, Madame! 
But we others are F rench, is it not? Therefore, 
one demands himself if there might not be some 
other at the obsequies—not the mortal rests, 
you comprehend, but some other, living and 
assisting at that sad affair—upon whom it 

uild be as well if one’s chic imposed itself.” 
Monsieur, there is no one,”” Madame Oudin 

‘emphatically to his insinuation. “My 
Poor husband, he is all with me.” 

yes,” Monsieur Grosjean pursued the 
theme; but there might be someone.” 

“Monsieur, you doubt yourself of my word?” 

The start of many 

serious ills... 
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TOXICITY 

Many of us are 
constantly risking the 
priceless gift of 
health because of 
faulty intestinal hy- 
giene. Not that we 
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headache, the tired digestion, the fa- 
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tinal toxicity, we take a cathartic— 
and consider the matter settled. 

It is not. A drastic cathartic may 
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$1.25 a bottle. Prepared only by J. C. 
Eno, Ltd., London, England. Sales 

Agents: Harold F. Ritchie & Co., 
Inc., Belmont Building, Madison 
Avenue at 34th Street, New York. 
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chocolate treated with tasteless, harmless 
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is safe, gentle in action, effective and 
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EX-LAX 
TASTES: LIKE CANDY 

“It would depend upon the invitation,” 
hinted Monsieur Grosjean. 

“Tt appears, Monsieur, that you are a little 
premature.” 
“Madame, I am célibataire.” 
“Never married at all, Monsieur?” she in- 

quired with quick sympathy. 
“At all,” echoed Monsieur Grosjean con- 

firmingly. ‘Never, Madame, have I seen the 
woman that I have wished sufficiently to 
espouse—it is to say, never until now.” 

“T recall to you, Monsieur, that my husband 
is not yet dead.” 

“Tt is not good, Madame,” quoted Monsieur 
Grosjean, disregarding her protest, “that the 
man be alone.” 
“From the Saint Bible, Monsieur?” 
“But yes, Madame,” confessed Monsieur 

Grosjean. “I demand pardon.” 
“It is not the pain,” Madame Oudin be- 

littled his offense. ‘Me, I find such counsels of 
the Saint Writing more supportable than those 
relative to funerals.” 

“Then,” beamed Monsieur Grosjean ar- 
dently, “there is a further injunction, Madame 
—to be the eye of the blind and the foot of the 
limping; to fill full of consolation the heart of 
the widow .. .” 

“But one attends, Monsieur, until she is 
widow.” 

“But Madame,” argued Monsieur Grosjean, 
| “you have already anticipated your mourning. 
| Is it a crime that I also give you the premoni- 
| tion that when the sad hour arrives I intend to 
| put myself at your disposition?” 

“It is worse than a crime, Monsieur. It is 
| bad taste.” 

“Then you are offended, Madame?” 
“A woman is never offended, Monsieur, when 

a man tells flowery things to her.” 
“Then, Madame, what is one to think?” 
Madame Oudin cast a speculative eye about 

the smart shop and at the three clients to 
whom the saleswomen were ministering. 

“At least, Monsieur,”’ she replied, “you will 
be an invited to assist at the obsequies.” 

In the days that followed, Madame Oudin re- 
mained equally difficult but also equally in- 
spiriting. Monsieur Grosjean felt that when 
the auspicious moment should arise he might 
proffer his suit with every chance of its being 
accepted. 

Meanwhile all the fittings had been con- 
cluded, the two trousseaux of mourning were, 
in fact, complete, even reposing in their various 
boxes waiting only for the momentarily ex- 
pected word; and still the tenacious Francois 
failed to die. But one afternoon Madame 
Oudin entered the shop of mourning with a face 
so pathetically sad that Monsieur Grosjean 
knew that the hour had come. 

“‘Hélas, Monsieur,” she began, “the agree- 
able association which we have had heré in your 
charming establishment is at last over.” 

“Your husband, then, he is dead,” said Mon- 
sieur Grosjean. 

“On the contrary. He is cured.” 
“Cured!” gasped the arbiter of mourning. 
“The same thing,”’ she amended. “At least 

he is well convalescent.” 
“But how—how could that be?” stuttered 

Monsieur Grosjean. “Of what malady, Ma- 
dame, was your husband suffering?” 

“Something with a color. For the moment I 
forget what it calls itself. Ah, yes, the jaundice.” 

“The jaundice!” gasped Monsieur Gros- 
jean. “But one does not die of the jaundice!” 

“So it appears,” she replied. “But Monsieur, 
if you could have seen his color! One would 
have thought no one could recover from such a 
color.” 

Monsieur Grosjean was a man of resource, 
one not to be thrown off his balance by any 
calamity. His true nature now asserted itself. 

“Eh, well,” he stoically accepted the inevi- 
table. “At least, Madame, you have the cos- 
tumes of mourning. One never knows when 
one is going to have need of such vestments. 
Man is born for the pain, as the bird to fly.” 

She regarded him with sudden glad surprise. 
“By a singular coincidence, Monsieur,” she 
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announced, “I discover that my nerves are 
longer annoyed by the lugubrious citations,” 

“Or else,” Monsieur Grosjean went on, in his 
abstraction scarcely noticing the applause from 
this unexpected quarter, ‘one might 
the trousseaux for street wear. Ah, yes, thatis 
better. Black, Madame, is a convenient oly 
for you, and for your sister, too.” 

“A question of preference,” shrugged th 
lady. “Me, I do not esteem the black.” — 

“But Madame,” expostulated -Monsiey 
Grosjean, “then what is it that you are goingty 
do with those trousseaux?” 

The violet eyes gazed at him innocently, byt 
in them he detected a hardening look. 
“Why, nothing, Monsieur.” ; 
“You wish to say that I must make exped}. 

tion of them as they are?” 
“Expedition, Monsieur? But where?” 
“To your house.” 
“But I have no need of them, Monsieur? 
“You abandon them then?” 
“Not at all. I do not accept them.” 
“But Madame, the bill—the facture!” 
“There can be none, Monsieur. I have al 

ready explained that I do not have need of 
mourning at this moment.” 
“Madame,” pleaded Monsieur Grosjea 

desperately; “‘all those creations have heen 
made upon your particular measures.” 

“That scarcely regards me, Monsieur,” was 
the lady’s final word. “You have a sufficiently 
large clientele, Monsieur. Without doubt yo 
will be able to find others of our cuts.” 

The pain of seeing a lost bride depart, even 
the anguish of being deserted with two u- 
salable mourning outfits on his hands. and an 
unpaid bill for twenty-five thousand frang, 
were tempered by Monsieur Grosjean’s ad 
miration for the lady whose self-assurance jas 
capable of attempting such a commercial out- 
rage. Whatatype! What a number! : Whata 
helpmeet she might have been to him, if oly 
the jaundiced Francois had not been indelicate 
enough to get well! on 

That evening Monsieur Grosjean sat don 
and wrote a letter to Madame Oudin.  -« » 

Monsieur Grosjean informed Madame that 
as following upon their anterior conversatign, 
he was permitting himself the advantage of ie 
mitting to her enclosed her account with him, 
showing in her debit the sum of Frs: 24,920. 

Monsieur Grosjean pronounced himself-as 
about to be very obliged to Madame if she 
would pass by his shop on a near day, having 
previously furnished herself with her excheguet. 
Monsieur Grosjean permitted himself to. 
to Madame that if she should happen to 
to pass by, he would be compelled to send the 
bill for two trousseaux to her husband. 

Monsieur Grosjean had the hope that these 
purely business negotiations would not be per 
mitted to interfere with the esteem in which, he 
flattered himself, he and Madame and Made 
moiselle Lejeune held each other. 

Monsieur Grosjean prayed Madame to wish 
to accept the assurance of his sentiments the 
most distinguished. ; 
He signed this letter importantly “Grosjean, } cell, a 

” 

dropped it into the postoffice him 
next day received an answer in the person d 
Mademoiselle Claudine Lejeune. = 

“You are all in fact intransigent, Monsieur” 
she wanted to know—“convinced to recovét 
this sum from us?” ; 

“All in fact,” affirmed Monsieur Grosjeai. 
“Even though my sister and I have no 

more of mourning?” 
“That is scarcely my fault, Madame.” _ 
“Upon pain of sending the bill to my 

ful-brother, Monsieur Oudin?” 
“One has no other recourse, Madame.” 
“That would be fatal, Monsieur.” “ 

_ “One believes so,” admitted Monsieur Gros- 

“Well,”’ surrendered Mademoiselle Lejeune, 
“St rests then only to find the silver.” A 

“That should be easy for you, Madame. 
“Not so easy as one believes, Monsieur. To 

obtain it from Monsieur Oudin is im 
He would be furious if he knew that one 
had anticipated his decease—especially at the 
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moment, when, being convalescent from his 
yellowness, he growls always.’ 

“Well?” waited Monsieur Grosjean. 
“There is only a small pension which my 

demi-brother gives to my sister and me,” she 
ined. “Only a small little of silver, you 

end—silver of pocket—but each month. 
From that we could spare, let it be, three 
thousand francs per month as payments.” 
“With interest,” he suggested. 
His client sighed. “If you insist.” 
“And a preliminary payment of three thou- 

sand francs,” added Monsieur Grosjean. 
Mademoiselle Lejeune opened her purse. 
“You are not in choler with me, Madame, 

you and your sister, for my insistence?” Mon- 
sieur Grosjean wanted to know. 

“But no, Monsieur,” answered Mademoi- 
selle Lejeune in a surprised tone. ‘The affairs 
are the affairs. One had supposed that it 
would be like this, but at least one could try.” 
“You have reason,” Monsieur Grosjean com- 

mended her. “Well, Madame, it will be a 
pleasure in supplement that you are going to 
come each month to make me a visit.” 
“But it is not to make the visit that I will 

come.” 
He assumed a grieved look. 
“Then it will be only——” 
“Only,” she quoted slyly, “to render then to 

Cesar that which is of Cesar.” 
“Mademoiselle!” cried Monsieur Grosjean. 

“Then you, too, know the sacred phrases?” 
“T have acquired myself some ones,” she con- 

ceded modestly. “Au revoir, monsieur.” 
Monsieur Grosjean took an impulsive step 

after her, the nearest he had ever come to com- 
mitting a business folly. For once in his life he 
jhad the envy, almost uncontrollable, to espouse 
Ya dowerless woman. But what a woman! One 
-;who,*even if she did lack something of her 

sister’s force in affairs, had every bit as efficient 
amouth and chin, was even younger and pret- 
tier, and furthermore not only applauded cita- 
tions from the Saint Bible but could make them 
herself. If Mademoiselle Lejeune had turned 
or looked around, Monsieur Grosjean would 
have been lost; but she did neither, and some 
final reserve of resistance in his nature glued 
his feet to the floor. 

It was not one month afterwards that Made- 
moiselle Lejeune returned, but no later than 
the next morning. 

Monsieur Grosjean hurried forward to meet 
this disturbing lady. 

“My sister, Monsieur,” called out Made- 
moisel le Lejeune as he approached, “has after 
all need of her trousseau right away.” ° 

“For cash, then?”’ assumed Monsieur Gros- 
, thinking that in some way the two women 
found the money to pay their debt. 

“Naturally,” answered Mademoiselle Le- 
jeune, slightly annoyed. 
“But your own trousseau, Madame?” asked 

the mystified merchant. “You are going to 
leave it still with me?” 
~ “One can utilize most of it, perhaps,” she 
replied. ‘For the rest, it is necessary that I 
have a new trousseau, Monsieur—one in twen- 
ty-four ae you comprehend—one more 

It dawned upon Monsieur Grosjean that his 
client was looking pale. 
“What is it that has arrived, Madame?” 
Mademoiselle Lejeune reached for a hand- 

. “My poor demi-brother!” 
“Dead? Suchly all at a blow?” 

, “Inverted in a taxicab, Monsieur, yesterday 
in the evening.” 

“Hélas!” mourned Monsieur Grosjean. ‘He 
will not come back again in his house, and his 

re will not recognize him any more.” 
Your proverb holds consolation for me, 

Monsieur.” 
“But you spoke of your mourning, Madame,” 

ted Monsieur Grosjean. ‘It is neces- 
sary what degree?” 

‘Of the most profound, Monsieur. I am 
eritrix—one-half —the other half to my sister.” 
,, Monsieur Grosjean hesitated not an instant. 
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The best indication of how Bathasweet accom- 
plishes its remarkable results is to be found in the 

fact that the Bathasweet bath leaves no “ring” 

around the tub. Instead it holds soap and dirt 
in solution, so that they cannot wash back into the 
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'in the world suddenly turned rich. Unless 
Monsieur Grosjean spoke, she would go out 
again into the world, perhaps to fall prey to the 
first unmarried man she met. Monsieur Gros- 
jean spoke. 

“To whom, Madame, does one now make 
representations in the regard of yourself?” 

“T do not comprehend, Monsieur.” 
“To research you in marriage,” explained 

Monsieur Grosjean. 
Mademoiselle Lejeune’s pallor warmed to 

pink. “To me, one supposes,”’ she answered. 
“Then, Madame, I, Hippolyte Grosjean, am 

going to make such proposals to you as soon as 
the sad ceremony terminates itself.” 

“That being, Monsieur, me also, I should 
have to make representations to you.” 

“But how, Madame?” 
“Understand, Monsieur, that I am at the 

moment sad,” she replied. “But understand 
also that from the first I have had esteem for 
you—even when I thought that you wished to 
espouse my sister. In that you had reason, 
Monsieur, since one had expected that she 
would inherit of her husband’s economies, 
while that I was poor. Then I should not have 
had the right to demand what I should now, 
since I come to become rich and am my own 
protector, have to demand.” 

“But what, Madame?” 
“Informations,” she amplified. “For ex- 

ample, your financial state—your figures of 
affairs.” 

made up my mind to get King when we went to 
the front.” He did not notice that Janet had 
stiffened, withdrawn into herself. This was a 
man she didn’t know. He fretted his hands 
restlessly on his knee, and went on, his eyes 
narrowed against the bland moonlight. 
‘“T made up my mind to kill him. But there 

wasn’t any chance down below Verdun, where 
we were at first. It was a quiet sector, and my 
company was in reserve the night the Germans 
raided the battalion. Those days, I used to 
pray that every shell I heard coming would 
hit King, but I stopped that after I’d thought 
it over some; I wanted to kill him myself. 
Sometimes a shell’s quick. I wanted to kill 
him so he would know he was dying.” 

Wilmer Douglas was not talking to Janet 
now; he recited an old worn tale, in a toneless 
voice. 
“We came out of there, and we were some- 

where north of Paris when we got word the 
Germans had made a big break-through, and 
we were rushed up to the front. I didn’t take 
much interest in the war; I don’t refnember 
the details. The New Haven chap did, and 
he used to talk about it; and the boys were 
all thrilled, when they weren’t growling about 
chow; but all I thought about was William 
King. It seemed to me that if I could get 
him, I could start over clean and everything 
would be right again. 

“The battalion went a long way in camions, 
and then we marched all one day. Where I 
was in the column, I could see King’s thick 
red neck and his beefy shoulders, swaggering 
along like his pack was light as a feather; and 
I watched him and figured where I would get 
him. It would have to be from behind, and 
that bothered me. I was in the second wave, 
in combat formation, and his place was behind 
the second wave, and I knew he was a hard 
man to put things over. He was a gunnery- 
sergeant now, and the platoon leader was a 
kid who took King’s say for everything. 
“We got up to the front in the evening and 

spent the night fortifying some little town or 
other in the wheat-fields. The French and 
the Germans were fighting away out in front, 
and we heard a lot of shooting, but we didn’t 
do much for several days—just worked all 
day, digging and carrying things, and moved 
around from one place to another at night. 
We got a few shells. One of them killed the 
New Haven chap; it burst in a field a long way 
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Greater Than Hate (continued from page 77) i: 

“Mademoiselle Claudine, if I dare call yoy 
that, if that is all you demand the affair isas WW ies 
good as settled. I can satisfy you with my fel pita 
figures that this is the most flourishing house of _ tdnt on 
mourning in Paris.” i ts we 

“But Monsieur——” rags 
“Say Hippolyte, cherished.” Bat - 
“Monsieur Hippolyte,” she compromised, feeling 2 

“still there would rest another thing. It would hat 11 
be necessary to be reasonable. What of the ” shoes 
future? What guaranty can you give me that pie ss 
your commerce will continue to march well?” Then 

“Guaranty?” he repeated in astonishment, ith his 
“Veritably, a sufficient one. Come with me, oa bi 
my cherished, and I will show thee.” OB Witmer | 
He led her to the door that looked cornerwise li 

down the broad avenue. The sidewalks were aoe ti 
filled with pedestrians. all that c 

“Regard, my jewel!’ he bade her. “There is “My 1 
of the world, is it not? The people, the crowd! was load 
Thousands of streets in Paris, and every one ever sinc 
like this! Millions and millions-of people, very _ ‘ng to | 
many of them rich! And listen thou well, my ooeand 
cherished: The day of man passes like the “Oh,” 
herb; it is like the flower of the fields, which not hear 
flourishes for a little of time.” “Tf T'd 

Her blue eyes were deep with admiring sur. but I wa 
render. She swayed into the arms of this mar to n 
vel of merchants who could even give his finan- oe too | 
cial rating out of the Saint Bible. was sittit 
“My Hippolyte!” she murmured. “My little to get tl 

end of cabbage! Take thy Claudine . . . she corps ma 
is thine. Veritably, my angel, thou art an ace!” de, whe 

door to s 
but they 
“They 

just befo: 

Gi, and I heard pieces of it singing ans aatond off, an eard pieces of it singing a: . HB there 
and he rolled over and coughed and died. while he 

“T’d never seen a man die before, and it ing on. 
struck me, thinking about King, that it was y cc 
too easy. I had the idea, then, that maybe @ detailed t 
King was yellow, for all his bullying. Butl § story out 
was disappointed in that, too. “3 I was sh 

“One shell came over, right close, when we and mayt 
were strung out along a road, at daylight @ me to ten 
Everybody flopped, quick. I didn’t; I stood @ sentenced 
up to watch King. He didn’t flop. He bawled §& to care w 
at the platoon to come on—that shell was too “T was 
far off to hurt anything; and he saw me stand- @ brought n 
ing, and he says—you—you so-and-so, you're & lot, and I 
too goofy to duck, you are. That was King, @ so I talke 
- — Then, one day, we attacked Belleau @ was all t 

i oat him v 
“We had to cross some open fields, with the in the wo: 

German machine guns on us. They hit a lot “The a 
of people. The lieutenant was killed, right off. {§ have influ 
Some of the boys stopped and tried to lie @ with a fu 
_ and a and get cee of it. kicking Went to ai 
ing was everywhere in the platoon, kicking § graduated 

people to their feet, bullying and swearing @ there wa: 
and raging around, and he got some of us into & sent me d 
the woods. - & Td been | 

“TI remember ramming around in the thick §% man whil 
ets, shooting at German soldiers in coal- was the ti 
helmets, and they were shooting at me, decent, y 
King was knocking them over with a pistol learned m 
each hand. We got very tired. He brought @ have my | 
us out when they relieved us. They filled and he ga 
up with green replacements and sent us “You p 
again, with King commanding the platoon. ing out he 

“One night he posted me out on a listeni ait,’ 
post, by myself, and when he turned around t@ § Today, I 
go back, there was my chance. Nobody w of the bar 
have known I did it—and I found out I didn thing tha 
want to. He was hard and he was mean, but & “Sol’m t 
he was the best fighting man I ever saw, 2 @ told Mr. 
began to think I’d been all kinds of fool thousand, 
hate him so, and I thrashed it out with m five thous 
and I decided to make friends with him.” He'll get 1 

Janet stirred in her seat. “He was a beast— BE 2 to goo 
an ugly beast. I’d never be friends with him—  & the drivin 
never!” Wilmer Douglas did not look at her, @ a such t 
“We came out, at last, and marched to tow I’ve, 

little town on the Marne, and slept two days @ Wilmer 
and got cleaned up and fed, and n to twisted t! 
like people again. We were billeted in an od @ them, 
barn that had chicken-wire bunks in it. I “T put 
lighter and better inside than I had for a yeah @ ! wanted 
and I knew it was because I wasn’t gritt caNcer in 
my teeth over King any more. 
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“y went out with a couple of replacement 
fellows and got happy-drunk on French issue 

wine, and we came in after taps; but the sentry 
didn’t see us, and it was all right. The replace- 

ments were tighter than I was, and they turned 
in with their shoes on and began to snore. 

But me—I sat down on the edge of my bunk, 
feeling awfully good, and without thinking 
what I was doing, I lighted a candle to take 
my shoes and puttees off by. I felt good and 
maybe sang a little to myself. é 
“Then I looked up, and there was King, 

with his lip drawn back so his teeth shone 
under his nose. He lit into me. He said——” 

Wilmer Douglas repeated what he said. “Of 
course lights were against orders. But all he 
needed to do was tell me to put it out. Then 
all that cursing, and he took a step towards me. 
“My rifle was alongside my bunk, and it 

was loaded. I said, ‘You’ve been riding me 
ever since I came in this outfit. You’re not 

ing to ride me any more’—and I grabbed my 
rifle and let him have it.” 
“Oh,” said Janet, in a tight voice. He did 

not hear her. His words were bleak with regret. 
“Jf I’d fired from the hip, I’d have got him; 

but I wanted to be sure, and I brought the 
gun to my shoulder. 
was too quick for me. 

side, who had heard us and come up to the 
door to see what the noise was. He was hurt, 
but they told me he got well. 
“They tried me by general court martial, 

just before the Division went up to Soissons. 
King told them just what happened; I sat 
there and watched him talk. He looked at me 
while he talked, like I was the chair I was sit- 
ting on. 
“My counsel was a little lieutenant the court 

detailed to defend me. He wormed the whole 
¥y out of me and pleaded to the court that 

I was shell-shocked or insane or something, 
and maybe that did some good; they sentenced 
me to ten years in prison, and they could have | 
sentenced me to death. I was too disgusted | 
to care what they did, right then. 

“T was in an SOS jail awhile, and then they 
brought me over to Portsmouth. I was sick a 
lot, and I used to dream about King, and I got 
9 I talked to myself about him. I think he | 

I was going to was all that kept me alive. 
him when I came out, if I could find him 

in the world. 
“The armistice came along, and my folks 

have influence, you know. They got me out, 
with a full pardon, about Christmas time. I 
went to another school and got my credits and 
graduated. People hadn’t heard about me— 
there was too much else happening. They 
sent me down here to your father. I told him 
Td been in military prison for shooting at a 
man while I was drinking—what I told him 
was the truth, as far as it went. He’s mighty 
decent, your father. He said I’d probably 

my lesson and that I was too young to 
have my life spoiled by youthful indiscretions, 

gave me a job. You know the rest.” 
_ "You poor thing,” Janet breathed, stretch- 
ye hands to him. “You poor boy.” 

ait;” he said harshly. “That isn’t all. 
Today, I ran into William King, coming out 
of the bank.” And Janet had from him the 
thing that had happened in the noon-hour. 
“So I’m to report on him Tuesday. What he 
told Mr. aie is cas Ps wanted three 

» for a year. He’d do better with 
five thousand. It’ll set him on his feet for life. 

get what he goes after. His children will 
8 to good schools when they grow up. With 

driving power he’s got, he’ll be a rich man, 
% such things go, and a solid citizen. And 
tow I’ve got him. I’ve got him.” 

Wilmer Douglas clenched his hands and 
gg them, as if he had a throat between 

‘T put him out of my mind, ten years ago 
I wanted to start over, clean. It was like a 
cancer in me; I knew it was bad. Then I met 
you, and after a while I never thought about 

He dived under it; he | 
When I came to, he} 

was sitting on my head and telling somebody | 
to get the officer of the day and a hospital | 
corps man. My shot hit the poor sentry out- | 
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eee gen relieves 

indigestion quickly—with no 

aftermath of hiccups or gas 

“Like many bachelors, I eat at irregular hours and pay the usual penalty of 
occasional indigestion,” writes Mr. William Black of 123 West 75th St., New 
York. “Frankly, I almost preferred an attack of indigestion to the distress from 
gas and hiccups that invariably followed a dose of soda. But one day a druggist 
recommended Gastrogen Tablets. Since then [' ve never been without them, for 
they relieve indigestion without leaving the slightest trace of gas or hiccups.” 

Ir you've ever taken a preparation con- 
taining bicarbonate of soda, you know 
as well as does Mr. Black the embar- 
rassing hiccups and belching that usually 
follow. 

For soda is chemically an alkali. It 
releases gas in the presence of acid. This 
brings on the hiccups and rumblings that 
are so distressing and embarrassing. And 
the slightest excess of soda acts as an 
irritant to the stomach, hampering nor- 
mal digestion. 

But Gastrogen contains only neutral 
antacids, which cannot act except in the 
presence of acids. After neutralizing the 
acidity that causes your discomfort, they 
cease their work entirely and any excess 
passes harmlessly on. You get the 

Of Special Interest to 
Physicians and Druggists: 

This reaction shows what happens in the 
stomach when you take soda: 

HCl+NaHCOs-NaCl+CO2+H2O ‘ 

Notice the quantity of carbon dioxide set 
free, then compare it with this equation, 
which pictures the action of Gastrogen 
Tablets: 

HCl+ %CaCOs=%CaCl2+%CO2+ 4H20 

relief you wish—and avoid the embarrass- 
ments of eructation (the doctors’ term 
for the social error of belching). 

Gastrogen Tablets do not in the least 
retard normal digestion, yet they work so 
uickly that they ordinarily drive away 
he discomforts of indigestion, heart- 
burn and gas in 5 to 10 minutes. Two or 
three tablets are usually effective. Get 
them today and try them next time your 
dinner brings you discomfort. You'll be 
delighted with the comfortable relief 
they bring, and you'll thoroughly enjoy 
their spicy, aromatic flavor. 

Druggists have Gastrogen Tablets in handy 
pocket-tins of 15 tablets for 20c and in cabinet 

size bottles of 60 tablets for 60c. 

BRISTOL-MYERS CO., Dept. C-29 

73 West Street, New York City 

Please send me your FREE introductory 
packet of 6 Gastrogen Tablets. 
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RENEE ADOREE 
—applying Boncilla Clasmic Pack. See 
her in “‘His Night’”’, new M-G-M release. 

Rich Rewards 
For Beauty 

Mx stars do not depend on make-up. 
That comes last. The first step is to 

get a clear, clean basis for that make-up and 
a natural glow. For this they depend on 
Boncilla clasmic pack. This is how they 
et their fortune-making charm and the 
Gans men and women everywhere admire. 

Play Your Part As Well 
Your part may not be the stage or screen. 
Your career, however, is as important 
to you as Renee Adoree’s is to her. Do 
as she does. Apply Boncilla clasmic 
pack to the face and neck. Rest while it 
dries—a few minutes at most. You will feel 
it draw from the skin all that clogs or mars 
it. The dirt and grime, old make-up, dead 
skin and hardened oil are absorbed from 
the pores to the pack. The causes of black- 
wit and blemishes are removed. 

A Few Minutes Will Amaze You 

You will feel a tingling warmth as fresh 
blood revives and nourishes the pores. 
Remove the clasmic pack and see: 

A Clear, Clean Skin 
A Smooth, Soft Skin 

An Animated Look 
Cheeks Like Roses 

Enlarged pores are reduced. Little lines are 
eradicated. Wrinkles are softened. Weak 
muscles are made firmer. 

One “Pack Will Convince You 

All this can be proved by one test, or a 
few tests. Make them in justice to yourself. 
Judge by the results you feel and see. You 
will be amazed and delighted. Your new 
beauty will surprise you. 

At all toiletry sections in jars for $3.50 
and $1.50 or in tubes for $1.00 and soc. 

BONCILLA LABORATORIES; Inc. 
Indianapolis, U.S,A. 

Professional treatments 
at all smart beauty and é 

barber shops 

CLASMIC 
PACK 

- 
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him at all, until I saw him today. I’ve been 
happy. We were going to be happier. I’d 
buried all of it. Now it’s come back. The 
only thing I can do is ruin him. 

“Your father isn’t really interested in him. 
It just caught your father at a loose end, and 
he was amused, sort of. By Tuesday he’ll be 
thinking about something else, and he’ll take 
my recommendation and that’ll be the end of 
it. Ike Maxon handles his truck and his 
poultry in town, and Ike’s a friend of mine. 
I know the other wholesalers. I can fix him.” 

“Will! What are you talking about? What 
are you thinking about? You can’t do that!” 

“T can’t, hey?” He grinned at her. “I'll 
finish this thing for good. Shooting’s crude, 
compared to what I’m going to do to him. 
Then I can forget him.” 

She said, firmly: “Now, you listen to me. 
What you’ve told me is bad enough—I hate 
him as much as you do. But you rose above 
it; you didn’t let it break you, as it might have, 
and I can be a little prouder of you than I was, 
knowing what you’ve gone through. But 
there’s this, Will, darling: I never could follow 
that idea of turning the other cheek. If a 
person hits me, I hit him back. Heaping coals 
of fire, returning good for evil—no; I don’t 
see it. But some things are decent, and some 
things you simply can’t do. I haven’t much 
of a code, beyond that, but I have that. It’s 
just this, ‘Will. You can’t do it.” 

He shook his head wearily. “I’ve lived with 
it too long,” he said. “I thought, loving you, 
it could never touch me any more. But I was 
wrong. I’ve got to get rid of him.” 

“Will!” She leaned towards him pleadingly. 
“You said it was a cancer; and it is a cancer, 
that sort of hate. Now you can cut it out and 
cure it. I can help you, and I want to. But 
I couldn’t live with you, if I knew—if you 
were that sort of man. We just couldn’t go on. 
I wouldn’t stop loving you—at least, not right 
away, though I’d keep on trying, and I have 
a lot of life to live, and I love living it. I 
want to live it with you. Can’t you give this 
up, for me? I'll make it up to you—oh, lots 
of ways. 

“I know the kind of boy you were, and all 
the fine things in you that were warped and 
twisted. Things have bruised you so. All 
those things were horrid that you told me, 
but I won’t have you weak and mean. Now 
it’s all out, and we can cure it, dear.” 

She pulled his head down to her breast, and 
her lips moved on his hair, but he was inert 
and cold. Presently she let him go. 

“You were my man,” she said, her voice 
quivering. “You chose me, and I was glad. 
It’s important to me, what you do—but oh, 
darlingest, it’s more important to you. Now 
you’ve gone down into a place where I can’t 
go with you.” 

Later she started the car, and drove home 
through a night grown cold. When she got 
out, he said, ““Good-by, Janet. I won’t come 
in.” She went from the moonlight into the 

deep shadow of the house, and the hum of hy 
motor diminished down the drive. 

Wilmer Douglas was at his desk, Monday 
pale under his tan, and competent. Old 
Shields had no occasion to see hun. T; 
he went in, with his report. While they 
someone announced that a Mr. King waj 
by appointment, and they had him in. 

“Oh, yes, that little matter of yours, Ki 
My people give me good reports of you. . But 
Mr. Douglas, here, thinks that with two thoy. 
sand more and some details we’ll go over with 

you’d be in better shape. Mr. 
as gone into it very carefully and to 

the folks that you do business with. We like 
to take care of our depositors, you knoy, 
Now, let’s get into this.” When the affair was 
concluded, he said, “By the way, you chaps 
ought to know each other. Douglas, here, was 
in the Marines. He doesn’t say much about 
it, but I gather that once a marine, always 
a marine.” 

“TI know Mr. King,” said Wilmer Douglas 
briefly. 

“T recognized you,” said William King, with 
an unmoved face, and they did not shake 
hands. 

King went out, and old John Shields, who 
always knew more than he appeared to knoy, 
studied the younger man for an appreciable 
time. 

“T won’t ask you any questions, son,” he 
said. “I don’t often go wrong on men, though. 
Now’—his eyebrows bristled—‘‘what 
young fools been doing to each other? You 
look like you’d been pulled through a keyhole 
and Janet—Janet——” 

He cleared his throat terribly and growled: 
“You better get on down there, right now, 
Business is business, but I can’t have my house 
the way it’s been.” : 

“I was just going to say, sir,” Wilmer 
Douglas informed him smoothly, “that Pd 
like to leave early today.” 

Forty miles of concrete road never had 
seemed so long, or his very fast little car so u- 
willing on the grades. But when he arrived, 
there seemed to be no need for any words 
There was the matter of dark violet circles 
under Janet’s eyes; she said that he had put 
them there, wretch that. he was, and: he must 
kiss them away. And later she said res 
from the hollow of his shoulder, that 
known all the time what he would do. He 
considered this. oo 

“But honey, I’ve got to tell you the truth 
I didn’t do it for you. I did it for myself.” 

“Of course you did, goose,”’ she told him 
“That’s the only way it could have been worth - 

:. ” a 

e maid, with the tray, had coughed dis- 
creetly and even rattled the screen door 
opened on the gallery. Now, quite out of pa- 
tience, she withdrew. When Miss Janet 
wanted anything, it was up to her to ring for 
it. She couldn’t stand there all day . .. | 

Son of the Gods (Continued from page &3) 

my actions. You see, this is the first gate I ever 
found that was too high to jump. I suppose 
that’s why I fell so hard. That’s what drove 
me frantic.” . 

“Do you honestly care for him?” 
The girl nodded; her eyes were wide and 

dark with pain; her face was white and stricken. 
“When you’ve had everything, it comes hard 
suddenly to find yourself without anything. 
Smash! Bang! All gone! I’m a smart Aleck, 
because it makes people laugh. It’s my princi- 
pal accomplishment. This serves me right.” 

There was a pause, then the speaker inquired 
with an effort: “Did I—hurt him much?” At 
Bathurst’s answer, she flinched as if he had 
struck her. “I'll never forgive myself, of 
course. If I hadn’t cared so terribly I couldn’t 
have done it. But he hurt me and I’ve never 
been hurt. Everything came to an end ‘so 
swiftly——”” . 

“But has it necessarily come to an end?” 
“Oh, positively! There’s no way out! You 

playwrights make absurd things happen on the 
stage, but in real life people have to be prac 
tical. They have to look facts in the face and 
live up to certain fixed rules of behavior, 20 
matter how rebellious they may be. I wouldn't” 
care very much what happened to me if—— 
But in marriage you have to look ahead; you 
have to play square with the children. Animals, 
too. No. It’s a complete washout. 
that. Oe 

“T’ll end by marrying some bald-headed maa & 
with a whole page to himself in the Dine 
of Directors. When you see me grinn 
an ape and cutting ill-bred capers you'll 
I don’t mean it. You can say to 
‘there’s a kid who crac

ked up.’ ” ee 

“You're a good little sport,” Bathurst 4 
serted feelingly. ‘I apologize.” 
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“Thanks. That thing about the kittens 
hurt like the dickens. Come, take me home 
quick. I want to cry.” 

The New York newspapers devoted con- 
siderable space to the death of Lee Ying, 
Chinatown’s richest and most influential citi- 

and the stories were copied in San Fran- 
cisco and elsewhere. Mott, Pell and Doyers 
streets were in mourning and their residents 

red to pay the dead importer all the 
rs due a person of importance. His 

body, dressed in twelve white linen garments 
and resting in a splendid red lacquer coffin, lay 
in his princely home where hundreds of his 
countrymen came to view it before it was 
returned to China for burial. 

Religious ceremonials were under way, public 
rites and observances were to follow, for aside 
from his fabulous wealth, Lee Ying had gained 
a reputation for kindly deeds and his philan- 
thropies were many. Already there was talk 
of a memorial arch to him. 
The newspapers announced that Lee Ying’s 

son, who had been traveling abroad, was 
en route home by the fastest ship and was due 
to arrive in a day or so. This young man, Lee 
Sam, the sole heir to a royal fortune and the 
successor to a position of unique power in 
Chinese-American affairs, was a youth of 
university training and high culture. A delega- 
tion of his countrymen, local citizens of promi- 
nence, had arranged to meet him at Quarantine. 

This was the same Lee Sam who had figured 
in the news of the day some months before and 

in recently in dispatches from the French 
Riviera. Gossip had linked his name with 
that of a prominent California society girl, but 
their reported engagement had been denied. 
_Sam met none of his fellow passengers on 
his way home, for he remained in his stateroom 
and came on deck for a breath of air only at 
night when nobody could see the marks on his 
face and recognize him as the victim of that 
sensational affair at Paradis. A highly colored 
account of it had been in the Paris papers the 
day he sailed and it had stirred in him a 
resentment, a fury which no training in placid- 
ity, no serene philosophy of the Far East could 
lessen. His cuts and bruises were sorest then, 
and so were his feelings. Time failed to cure 
their smartings. 
Hour after hour, he paced the floor of his 

cabin, or tossed and twisted on his berth, 
unable to erase from his mind the memory of 
his betrayal and his cruel humiliation. He 
tried to think only of his father, but thoughts 
of Alanna crowded in. 

Lee Ying was dying! He was calling for his 
son! The ship rolled and wallowed in one spot; 
Sam wanted to lash it onward . . . Horse- 
whipped! Dishonored! Shamed! He could 
still see the expressions on those startled faces 
in the tea-garden. No tabus, she had said. 
No race prejudice. The liar! All women were 
liars, thieves, cheats, blackmailers. How use- 
less to urge this ship onward, faster, faster, 

m he never could run away from what 
pursued him. 

It infuriated Sam to be concerned so cease- 
y with his own affairs when his thoughts 

should be centered wholly upon that beneficent 
old man who had given him being. Fiercely he 
strove to hold his mind upon that high home 
Which looked down upon the roofs of China- 
town: in fancy he walked with his father 
through its peaceful rooms and its gardens with 

whispering fountains. 
Fountains! Fountains were chuckling in the 

gardens of Paradis; the cypresses were stirring 
over his head; his heart was choking him, for 

’s arms were around his neck, her lips 

Were damp with his kisses . . . Damnation! 
He was off again. Love was a meaningless 
Word to her, it was an emotion as short-lived 
as the wake of a ship in the moonlight. 

Tn heaven’s name, what was this chasm that 
Separated East from West? What was this 

cal barrier between the races? His 
and Alanna’s analyzed alike, their skins 

Were of similar hue, their minds were one. It 
Was the same old riddle. He gave it up. 
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“Cleans Teeth Best” 
Just ask your dentist 

When you go to your dentist to have your teeth 

cleaned . . . what does he use?—POWDER! 

If, like your dentist, you are inter- 
ested in really clean teeth—and safety 
—use what your dentist uses... for he 
knows best. 

There is nothing known that will 
clean and polish teeth so quickly, and 
leave them so gleaming white—as. 
POWDER. 

Powder—is the one thing that all 
forms of dentifrice must depend upon 
for cleaning. 

As powder is the essential cleansing 
part of any dentifrice; a dentifrice that 
is...ALL POWDER... just natur- 
ally cleans best. 

For over SIXTY YEARS, since 
1866, dentists everywhere have pre- 
scribed Dr. Lyon’s Tooth Powder, 
because—teeth ...simply cannot... 
remain dull and film coated when it is 
used. It cleans off all stains and tartar, 
and polishes the teeth in a harmless 
and practical way that gives them per- 
fect whiteness. 

It cannot esc: scratch, or injure, 
the softest enamel .. . as SIXT 
YEARS of constant use has shown. 
Dr. Lyon’s is the only dentifrice old 
ene to prove it can be safely used 
or life. 
Dr. Lyon’s Tooth Powder keeps your 

teeth REALLY CLEAN, and clean 
teeth mean firm, healthy gums and the 
least possible tooth decay. 
Brush your teeth with it regularly— 

consult your dentist periodically—and 
you will be vor. § the very utmost to 
protect your teeth. 

Once you use tooth powder, you will 
never be satisfied to use anything else. 

Tooth powder leaves your teeth feel- 
ing so much cleaner, your mouth so re- 
freshed, and your breath so sweet and 
ure, 

, Dr. Lyon’s Tooth Powder is not onl 
more efficient, but it costs .. . muc 
less .. . to use. A 35¢ package lasts 
over three months. 



ou, too.can have G 
EYES that Uharm 

A touch of ““MAYBELLINE” works beauty 
wonders. Even light, scant eyelashes are made 
to appear naturally dark, long and luxurious. 
All the hidden loveliness of ‘your eyes, their 
brilliance, depth and expression—is instant- 
ly revealed. ‘The difference is remarkable. 
Millions of women in all parts of the 
world, even the most beautiful actresses 
of the stage and screen, now realize 
that ‘‘“MAYBELLINE” is the most 
important aid to beauty and use it 
regularly. Perfectly harmless. 

Liquid Form 
( Waterproof) et Fors Solid or Waterproof 

Liquid Maybelline, 
Black or Brown, 75¢ 

at all Toilet Goods 
Counters. 

MAYBELLINE CO. 

CHICAGO 
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im writing 
p= students are successful, “I sold another story 

«+. my second to this magazine. I received $120 for 
it,” writes one Palmer student. Another writes, “My 
sales will reach $1000 by the end of the year.” Still an- 
other has had stories accepted by Red Book, American 
Magazine, National Geographic and other publications, 

125 stories and articles by Palmer students ha've been 
purchased by editors in the last few weeks, 

Gertrude Atherton, Rupert Hughes, Ruth Comfort Mit- 
chell, Jim Tully, Katharine Newlin Burt and many other 
famous authors endorse Palmer Courses, 

You have a fund of story material. If you also have the 
urge to write, the personalized Palmer training and sym- 
pathetic.criticism by experienced writers will help you 
too to produce stories that sell. Send coupon for com- 
plete information concerning Palmer training and Pal- 
mer successes, 

PALMER INSTITUTE OF AUTHORSHIP 
Dept. 35-P, Palmer Building Hollywood, Cal. 

I am interested in: O Short Story Writing O English 
and Self Expression 0 Photoplay Writing 

Name 

Address 

All correspondence strictly confidential. No salesman will call. 
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In mid-ocean came a radiogram that left him 
numb. He stared at it in anguish and in dis- 
belief. Lee Ying dead? Impossible! But so 
the message read. That morning at dawn; in 
the hour of the Tiger, he had gone on high. 
To the chanting of priests, the spirit of Sam’s 
honorable father had set forth upon its perilous 
journey to the Nine Springs. 

The young man locked his stateroom door 
and for once he ceased to “think white.” The 
blows were falling fast now, his lucky star had 
set, his charms had lost their potency. His 
prayers and his lamentations were thoroughly 
Chinese. : 

It was a Chinese youth who met the delega- 
tion of yellow men which boarded the ship at 
Quarantine and onlookers wondered who he 
might be. They assumed, by reason of the 
respect and the deference shown him, that he 
was some visiting potentate from the Flowery 
-Kingdom and they remarked upon a fresh red 
scar that ran down his face. 

Lee Ying had left a letter to his son. He 
had dictated it to Eileen Cassidy shortly before 
his death and she handed it to Sam on the day 
after his arrival home. It was a long letter; 
through it ran a tender concern, a wistful 
yearning that moved the reader deeply. Even 
at the very last Lee Ying had thought only of 
his boy, his one regret had been that he must 
die without Sam’s arms about him, and his 
farewell message voiced that poignant dis- 
appointment. 

“The scholar of small attainments is often 
mistaken for a philosopher when, as a matter 
of fact, his wisdom is only a reflection of that 
which others have learned, and when his words 
echo the sayings of thinkers long dead,” so ran 

| the letter towards its end. “In my life I have 
discovered no solitary grain of truth, no single 
fruitful fact which has not been weighed and 
tested many times by men wiser than I. 

“This is another manner of saying that the 
Tao—the Way—is a path worn deep by the 
feet of those who were guided by that supreme 
intelligence which we call inspiration. We 
follow its windings as best we can and if we 
blindly stray away from it we encounter thorns. 

“You have strayed from the path, my be- 
loved son, and it grieves me to leave you 
assailed by fears and suffering the tiger-gnaw 
of doubt, but my steps grow feeble and I must 
rest. You must push on alone. The bounds of 
my life have been fixed by Heaven, and the gods 
forbid me to guide you further. Know always 
that the path is there. Be warned by the 
thorns and the sharp stones that bruise your 
feet, and seek for it. 

“You fancy that you are in an unprecedented 
position. I shake my head, for that is not 
true. Nothing in the way of moral law is new, 
nothing in the history of human conduct is 
untried, no problem in correct behavior is 
experimental. No man can find himself in a 
situation which others have not met success- 
fully. Ponder this. 
“Remember also that when a man looks 

upon a woman’s face he beholds all her children 
not yet born and that when a woman looks 
upon a man’s face she sees only his forefathers, 
dead long before she was conceived. It is 
better to become the prey of lions than to make 
the rabbit your prey. 
“Now I must go.’ Vague fears assail me as 

the hour nears, for I was cast in a common 
mold, but I gain comfort from the words of 
one who experienced these same apprehensions 
more than two thousand years ago and who 
asked, ‘How do I know that love of life is not 
a delusion, after all? How do I know that he 
who dreads to die is not as a child who has lost 
its way and cannot find its home?’ 

“A last farewell to you, O Heaven-sent 
jewel of my heart!” 

Sam read, very slowly, this deep, spon- 
taneous outpouring of paternal love and 
sympathy and he recognized it as more than 
merely that. It was a feeble effort to comfort 
him, a troubled admonition to be what he was 
and to beware of rebellion against the manifest 
designs of Providence. He wondered what 

had prompted its tone and he asked Eileen, 
“Your letters about Miss Wagner worried .. 

him,” the girl said. “He read more in them 
than I did and—he was right. That dispatch” 
telling about your trouble with her was g 
terrible shock to him, coming so near the end.” 

“Then—it was published here?” 
“Oh, yes! It seemed to drain out what life | 

was left in him.” : 
Sam received this intelligence with Oriental, 

self-control; only a heightened pallor showed 
that he was moved. Eileen realized for the 
first time how greatly her childhood friend had 
changed. She had always declared that Sam 
did not look Chinese, but she no longer could 
say so. 

After a moment she ventured to continue 
gently: “‘We’re so sorry, Sam: Mother and * 
Father and Jim and I. We loved him. You're 
almost one of the family. You're badly broken 
up. Won’t you come to see us?” 

The young man bowed gravely; he made a 
characteristic Chinese gesture with his 
hands. “Your friendship honors me I 
shall cherish it as a precious thing. Some day, 
perhaps. Meanwhile, may I send you from 
China some gift that will serve as a symbol of 
my profound respect and as a reminder of my 
father’s affectionate regard?” 

“China? You're not going away again? Oh, 
Sam!’ 

“Tt was always his wish to lie upon some- 
happy hillside where his spirit would find . 
delight in the beauty of nodding flowers, 
whispering pines, running water. We go-to 
gether, the honorable and virtuous Lee Yi 
in his lacquered coffin made air-tight acu : 
the malicious devils who nag the soul: Lee 
Sam, his undutiful son, in grief and repentance, . 

“He will be carried in state to his final 
resting-place upon some turquoise mountain - 
slope. A thousand hired mourners will follow 
him, to the strains of plaintive music. He will 
be buried with his inlaid chop-sticks, with 
bowls of rice and cooked fowls and dried pork . 
and with rolls of paper money. All things shall 
be done in accordance with our customs.” — 

“Your customs!” cried the girl. ‘Sam dear, - 
how queer you talk! You’re not a Chinese. 
You’re an American.” é 

“Oh, no!’ Over the speaker’s face flickered 
an expression that chilled his listener. “I hop 
to bé an American. I tried to become one, b 
there were forces too strong opposing it. I 
was a fool. A fool who thought he could break . 
a new path through the thorns. All things are 
ordered by the geds, and this is one. I have. 
discovered that here are voids between the 
races which are too deep to span.” 

“But you don’t believe in all those Oriental - 
gods and those pagan superstitions. You’rea 
college man. We grew up together and I know 
you better than I know my own brother Jim.” 

“T believe in nothing,” he asserted roughly. 
“Every belief I ever had was destroyed. I 
believed in love and charity and brotherhood 
and all such pleasant nothings. Names! 
Words! Lies! Hate and greed and bigotry 
are real enough but the others——? Bah! 
My father was a noble and a benevolent man; 
he practised all the estimable Christian virtues 
and yet he was despised by you white people.” 

“That’s not so. I loved him.” 
Again Sam bowed. “I speak a general truth. 

You are one among many. The greatest Man 
of your race was crucified for being too loving 
and too lovable. I’m not of your race, Eileen, 
and I no longer wish to be. Lee Ying has made 
me proud to be of his. When I was a little boy 
in San Francisco I experienced nothing except 
kindness and courtesy and fair dealings from 
strangers. I was taught that three things 
only are honorable: nobility, age and virtue. 

“T came here to your greatest city and I 
found only treachery and contempt. Scorn, — 
derision, injustice, intolerance followed me — 
through the streets. They followed me on ta 
college; they followed me to Europe. 

“The white friends whom I trusted be . 
trayed me. My pals turned out to be grafters. 
I have never been betrayed by a Chinese 
They never grafted from me. For example, I 
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am going to China with my father’s body and 
[plan to remain there indefinitely. His affairs, 
now mine, will be left in the hands of Chinese 
men. They will carry on the business. If I 

and demand an accounting I will receive 
it and it will be precise. Not a penny will have 
been taken by those ‘dirty Chinamen.’ 
“You know what happened to me at Eastern. 

I was innocent of any wrong-doing, but what 
of that? I was a yellow man. I was told that 
my train left at eleven. I was denied the 
rivilege of pursuing the higher learning. In 
urope it was about the same: as Sam Lee, a 

white man, however wretched and humble, I 
got along; as Lee Sam, the wearer of a ruby 
button, I was publicly flogged.” The scar on 
Sam’s cheek grew more livid at the memory. 
“You say it—it hastened my honorable 

father’s end. I shall always hate them for 
that. I shall never masquerade again. I am 
a Chinese and henceforth I shall live as one.” 
A day or so later Chinatown paid its last 

tribute to Lee Ying, the well-beloved, and all 
that was mortal of him began the long journey 
towards its haven of benevolent contemplation. 
With it, into the land of nine thousand flowers 
which lies west of the sunset, went Lee Sam, 
Son of the Gods. 

Sam had been sincere in his statement to 
Eileen. He did intend to make China his 
home, for a while at least. Whether he would 
find it possible to remain there he was not sure, 
for he realized that his father’s people would no 
doubt resent his “Europeanism” and that he 
would have to live down a prejudice on their 
part not unlike that which he had experienced 
inthe Occident. On the other hand, they were 
his kin and as a people they revered culture. 
His ideas about the Chinese, as a pecple, 

were more than a little hazy, for, as a result of 
his father’s teachings, he had idealized them; 
nevertheless he assumed they would be friendly 
tohim. Lee Ying had not been the only noble, 
virtuous and broad-minded man of his race; 
surely, therefore, his son wou!d be shown honor 
and respect. 

It was a good deal of a wrench to think of 
giving up the country of his birth, and yet he 
no longer could tolerate its treatment of him. 
Lee Ying had always counseled a dignified 
resignation to the inevitable; for once it seemed 
as if Providence bad deigned to point the way 
of his destiny. 
Why struggle longer to be something that 

he was not, why try to gain a foothold where 
hands continually shoved him off? There was’ 
no good reason for doing so, and he told 

Hearst's International—Cosmopolitan for February, 1929 

himself that when the august corpse of his | 
departed father had been laid away, he would 
begin his own life anew. 
Sam found relief in this prospect, for he was 

tired, he was broken, he was a prey to un- | 
ending desires that he knew to be futile. China 
stood for peace, placidity, beatitude; it was a 
slumberous land. Where better could one find 
forgetfulness than in the land of poppies? 
In the weeks his journey occupied he strove 

manfully to make himself believe in the success 
of his experiment, but there were times when a 
terrible despondency overtook him; times when 
he raged at the injustice of his situation and 
dreaded the coming of his journey’s end. What 
mockery, that a man so blest with the things 
other men desire should find them empty. 
What good were his youth, his health, his 
accomplishments, his riches? Thus far, at 
least, they had not purchased honor, fellowship 
og And all because of an accident of 
irth. 
Of course China turned out to be as inex- 

plicable to him as to other Americans who 
saw it for the first time. Nor did it smile upon 
him, as he had expected; its face remained 
Mscrutable and unfriendly. Sam felt more 
alien than any tourist. To these other visitors 

ina was quaint, it was colorful, it was inter- 
esting; they “loved it.” Sam hated it. Dismay 

isillusionment struck him dumb. 
_The dirt, the reek of Chinese cities appalled 

him, the smells were sickening; the temples and 
the tombs which should have stirred his sleeping 
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emotions, his racial pride, were mere curi- 
gsities; the people—his people—were stranger 
to him than anthropophagi. He would have 
enjoyed it all immensely as Sam Lee, the 
American, the white man; but as Lee Sam, the 
Chinese-American, he wanted to shriek. 
Furthermore, his father’s people were no 

more foreign to him than he was to them. He 
spoke their language, to be sure, but as for 

attaining intellectual contact with them, they 
remained as unsympathetic and as aloof as 
Eskimos. Such persons of consequence as he 
met were polite, accommodating; he was shown 
much consideration, but he seldom saw the 

inside of their homes. 
His reputed wealth and his evident accom- 

plishments made him a personage, but he was 
eyed with curiosity and with distrust; nobody 
believed that he honestly wished to become 
one of them. He remained a sort of biological 
anomaly, a deviation from type, and obviously 
they resented him. In their opinion he had a 
half-breed mind and it lost him caste. This 

unwelcome conviction was borne home upon 
Sam in the course of time. 
He lived at a great hotel, in a style befitting 

his means, but he perished of loneliness. He 
knew better than to seek company among its 
guests, or among the white residents of the 
foreign settlement, for he had learned that the 
racial line was drawn even more clearly here 
than at home. Home? Yes, he thought of 
America now as home. 

Steadily he grew more homesick; he could 
not sleep; food nauseated him. One day a 
panic seized him, hurriedly he flung his things 
together and fled to the docks. It was no use: 
he was whipped. China had disowned him, 
stoned him out. Once again, in a raging fury, 
he locked himself into his stateroom. 

None but a Chinese could have returned, 
after months of absence, to find his house in 
order and his business: running smoothly, 
efficiently. Sam Lee did exactly that. 
He came unannounced, but the stately resi- 

dence on the roof was as tidy, as spotless, as 
thoroughly aired as when he had left it. Its 
treasures were in place, not a speck of. dust 
defiled the least of them. Incense smoldered 
in the secluded shrine where old Lee Ying had 
paid obeisance to his gods. 
At sound of their master’s voice the cook and 

the two houseboys, friendly, adoring souls, pat- 
tered into his presence and kowtowed before 
him. They were the prey to soul-stirring 
emotions, their eyes were streaming, agitated 
words of welcome poured from their lips. 
Moy, Sam’s valet, was even more deeply 

affected than they; an ague shook him, he 
abased himself, he laughed, he cried; like a 
shadow he followed him from room to room, 
voicing extravagant compliments. 
Sam felt a stinging in his own eyes and a 

pain in his throat. Here were love and honor 
and dignity, here was his home. Other faithful 
friends were waiting in the great bazaar to 
welcome him, already news of his arrival had 
sped thither and the place was in turmoil. 
These were his people: his wanderings were at 
an end. 

His first act, when he had cleansed and 
robed himself befittingly, was one of filial 
devotion. Alone he entered the little teak- 
wood room where the joss-sticks smoldered and 
knelt before the messiah of his father’s faith. 
On the wall beside the brooding idol hung a 
gold plate engraved with the legend of Lee 
Ying’s name and to this he bowed his head. 

“Beloved author of my being, in this hour 
of home-coming, to you I burn the incense of 
my unwavering devotion,” he whispered. In 
ushed and reverent tones he addressed the 

august spirit of his father, acknowledging the 
tter’s gracious beneficence and his own grati- 

tude therefor. 
He reviled himself for his selfishness, for his 

of piety, earnestly he vowed religiously to 
e the rituals and the ceremonials that 

devolve upon a repentant and unworthy son 
Whose anguished soul cleaves to its parent and 

not be comforted. Lee Ying’s words of 
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wisdom Sam promised to cherish as jewels. 
“My love shall renew itself day by day, for 

that love which ceases to grow is dying,” he 
concluded. “Space is not space between the 
seen and the unseen and remembrance is a 
form of meeting, so I shall always walk with 
you and feel my hand in yours. My eyes are 
wet but I lift them and read the poem of your 
life written upon the sky. 

“In me you fashioned an image out of ashes 
and breathed life into it, you whitewashed my 
faults with your virtues and permitted me to 
wipe soiled hands upon your sleeve. You gave 
me jewels and I gave you silver, thinking I 
was generous, but great sorrows reveal the 
truth. Wisdom is not wisdom when it is too 
proud to weep. Help me, O beloved benefactor, 
to sing the songs that have lain silent in your 
heart!” 

For a long time he lost himself in melan- 
choly reflections. Gentle, loving, wise Lee 
Ying! The white people had hastened his end; 
blows aimed at the son had stricken the father. 
Resentment blazed in Sam’s mind. 

Enemies! So be it! His liking for them had 
turned to loathing. In their eyes Chinese were 
sly, rapacious, vindictive and untrustworthy. 
Very well, he would live up to that reputation: 
he would use them as despitefully as they had 
used him and his father. 

The weapons with which to do so were ready 
made: he was rich, he was a man of influence. 
Lee Ying’s philanthropies in aid of their own | 
countrymen he would carry on and add to, but 
aside from that he would use his riches and his 
power against those who had humiliated him 
and his parent. 

Opportunities in this direction presented 
themselves as time went on and he seized them. 
With his own people he was easy and liberal; 
in his dealings with Americans he was hard. 
Chinatown had always looked upon him as an 
unusual person, but the gossip and the specula- 
tion he provoked had not been invariably 
flattering. Respect for his learning and his 
accomplishments was genuine, but it had been 
tempered with distrust if not with actual 
resentment. | 

All that quickly changed. When the people 
of Mott and Pell and Doyers streets became 
convinced that the son of Lee Ying proposed 
to carry on his father’s business as usual and 
to maintain, nay, add to, that man’s good | 
works, he became enormously popular. Smiling | 
faces greeted him, the blessings of health, 
happiness and longevity were called down upon | 
him. 

As the successor to a great fortune and the | 
proprietor of an important business Sam | 
naturally became an object of interest to a| 
number of people, some of whom were genuinely | 
ambitious and some of whom were merely 
unscrupulous. A college-bred Chino-American | 
in his twenties and without bus ‘ness experience 
was a target at which more than one pro- 
fessional promoter aimed a thrust. Cunning 
plans were laid to interest him in every sort 
of enterprise. Not all of these were unsound, 
but Sam so regarded them and he took derisive 
pleasure in exposing their hollowness and in 
humiliating their proposers. In this he had 
some success and as a result the acid in him 
turned more sour. 
He gained considerable satisfaction in dealing | 

as harshly as possible with the white people | 
he came in contact with and meanwhile his | 
contempt for their shams and their hypocrisies | 
grew. They were an avaricious race; nothing | 
was sacred to them: their laws were oppressive | 
and their justice was corrupt; their religion was 
a mockery and their virtue was as empty as a | 
drum. As for himself, he heeded no restraints | 
except those laid down by his father’s teach- 
ings, respected nothing but his own desires. 

Mr. Carter, his attorney, one day spoke to 
Eileen Cassidy about the change in his client. 

“Your hero, Sam Lee, isn’t much like his 
father, is he? Lee Ying was one of the finest, 
gentlest characters I ever met, but the boy is 
harder than nails.” 

Eileen nodded. “Yes. He isn’t the same | 
fellow I used to know.” | 
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“Tt’s a queer racial atavism; in spite of all 
his education and his advantages he’s more 
Chinese than his father was. He’s charitable 
enough to his own people, he’s even more 
popular with them than Lee Ying was, but he’s 
positively malevolent towards everybody else. 
Sometimes I think he almost hates me and I’m 
sure he doesn’t trust me. His own lawyer!” 

“Can you blame him?” Eileen inquired. 
“The white people have given him a pretty 
rough deal. I’d hate them, too.” 

“No doubt. And I’m sincerely sorry for 
him. Somehow I’ve never been able to think 
of Sam as a Chinese. I never forgot what his 
father was, for everything about him was 
Oriental. The boy used to be different. It 
never struck me that he had an Eastern mind. 
And of course Lee Ying always spoke of him 
so queerly: Son of the Gods! I never could 
make out what he meant. I asked him once 
but he didn’t tell me much.” 
“How dreadful if he were really white,” 

Eileen said. 
“Um-m! But he isn’t. Lee Ying was an 

honorable, a conscientious man; the thing he 
dreaded most was that Sam would marry 
some white girl. No further danger of that.” 

Now that Sam was known to be in complete 
control of his own affairs, certain of his former 
college friends endeavored to capitalize their 
acquaintance with him and among the number 
was Kicker Wade. Wade came to see him one 
day and announced in his breezy, hearty way 
that it was high time he and Sam renewed the 
bonds that had united them at Eastern. He 
had been intending for some time to drop in 
and say hello to his old pal, but—you know! 

Sam certainly had been missed at the 
university. Dirty shame he had been fired. 
All that hooey over a frail! Colleges were the 
bunk, anyhow, and about all a man got out of 
them were his acquaintances. 

Kicker was a stock-salesman now and doing 
well. He was with one of the younger, more 
aggressive houses on the Street. Fine people! 
A fellow had to be up and doing every minute 
to make good with a house like that and he 
was more than making good. But he wasn’t 
too busy to remember old times. No, sir! 

The only lasting friendships a man made 
were the ones of his youth. He and Sam must 
see a lot of each other, beginning right now. 
And how was the old boy, anyhow? How was 
he behaving himself? Not so good, maybe, 
from what the papers said, but why shouldn’t a 
guy have as much fun as he could afford? 

And how was his tennis game? Too bad to 
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let that drop. Sam had the makings of a cham) 
in him. Remember that team match wi 
Princeton? Some match, wasn’t it? Kicker 
would tell the strabismic world it was a match. 
And Sam had pulled it out of the fire for old 
Eastern. 
Now Sam was a big man of affairs! Rich! 

Living like a potentate! Hot ziggity! That 
certainly was fine. Kicker ran an iri 
gaze over the treasures of Sam’s home, and 
whistled. 
“What a room to throw a party!” he ex- 

claimed. ‘“Sound-proof and too high to jump 
off. Say! I know a bunck of step-ins that 
would dress this place up. I dare you.” 

Sam declined the suggestion with a shrug 
and a smile. He wondered how much Kicker 
hoped to borrow. 
Wade had not come to borrow, however; he 

had come to lay an offering upon the altar of 
that friendship, the memory of which raised 
a lump in his throat. Sam had been mighty 
generous to him and Kicker remembered it. 
Yes, sir. He wouldn’t be where he was now 
if Sam hadn’t helped him over those lean years 
at Eastern. Good old Eastern! And Kicker 
was one hombre who never forgot a favor. 
He wasn’t in a position to do anything at the 

moment but he had something in mind and 
when a certain deal came off he proposed to 
pay Sam back a hundred to one. No fooling. 
All right! All right! They’d say no more 
about it—for the time being. 

Kicker rang up several times during the next 

week and chatted breezily. Sam waited. The 
game amused him. He was not surprised when 
his old friend came in person finally, much 
excited, vaguely mysterious. Wade began his’ 
business by stating cryptically that fortunes 
on the Street were not made by taking chances, 
No, sir. The little fellows took chances but 
the big insiders always played safe. 
“We handle oil stocks, mostly, in our shop,” 

he explained, “‘and when a proposition is better 
than usual we sometimes underwrite it. That’s 
where the nourishment is; the public doesn’t 
get its teeth into the good things until most 
of the juice is gone. Understand? Well, we’ve 
got a sweet one, Sam, and I’ve put you in. J 
said I’d blow back——” 

“T never speculate, Kicker.” 
“Exactly. That’s where you’re smart. I 

wouldn’t let you s 
This isn’t that kind of a deal; our group never 
speculates, it just divides profits. I’ll tell you 
how it is: we’ve got an option on a big acreage 
in Texas, owned by some non-residents 
who are drilling a well. At least they think 
they’re drilling it; as a matter of fact, it’s down, 
finished, and they don’t know it. 

“The oil is there and the Standard will take 
the property at a figure that nets us a cool 
million and a half over our contract. The 
whole thing will be cleaned up in thirty days. 
I’m going in for what I’ve got and I’m taking 
this way to square my old account with you, 
You'll get a sure ten to one on your investment, 
Say boy, you ought to know I’d die before | 
I'd le t you lose.” 
Sam was sure this was true. Kicker”was 

indeed a genuine, an unselfish friend but Wall 
Street was a dangerous playground for an 
inexperienced investor. Sam asked for a day 
in which to make up his mind. 

After more discussion, further explanations, 
renewed assurances of love and confidence, the 
friends parted. They wrung each other’s hands. 

They met again on the following afternoon 
and Sam greeted his caller with an agreeable 
display of emotion. 

“Tt’s nice of you to go to all this trouble, 
and it touches me. Friends have been mighty 
rare in my life, Kicker. A man without a friend 
is a brook without a source, a tree without a 
root.” 

“Exactly!” Wade helped himself to a cigar 
and to the easiest chair in the room. “About 
this deal: I don’t want to rush you, buddy, - 
but it’s closing today.” 

“T was reared on proverbs,” Sam continued. 
‘“My father used to warn me to guard my heart 
with the same vigilance as the ramparts of a 
city. In spite of the fact that your face warms 
me like the sun and your words of affection 
evoke in me a harmonious ecstasy, I neverthe- 
less felt that I owed it to him to heed his 
admonitions. As a matter of filial duty, there- 
fore, I investigated this proposition of yours, 
Kicker.” Sam smiled queerly and Wade 
looked startled. 

“Yes? Well, I guess you found everything 
okay.” 

“On the contrary I found everything N. G.” 
“What d’you mean? I could have answered 

any questions. Good Lord, I hope you didn’t 
doubt my motives!” 

“Fortunately for me, I did and I found them 
counterfeit, as usual.” 
“As usual’!” The visitor paled and rose to 

his feet. ‘“That’s a nice thing to say to a pal. 
I don’t give a darn what you found out, or 
think you did. It’s boloney. Humph! This 
cures me of doing favors for a friend.” He 
turned to go but Sam said: 

“Permit me to tell you what I discovered.” 
- “To the devil with your discoveries!” Kicker 
cried angrily. “I ought to take a wallop at 
you for ered tack: I’m not used to insults—— 

“But you’re going to hear a few, just the 
same. Bah! Don’t bluff and bluster; you're 
a paper tiger and you always were. Times 
have changed, Kicker; I’m giving insults now- 
adays instead of taking them, and it’s very 
agreeable. I investigated that firm of yours 
and they’re swindlers.” : 

“You're crazy! But rave on, I’m leaving 

ulate if you wanted to, 



you. ‘Swindlers’! That’s a laugh.” Wade 
uttered these words on his way towards the 
door, but he halted when two Chinese men 
barred his way, staring at him from unfriendly 
eyes. “Hello! What's this?” 
“Merely a couple of my servants.” 
“Don’t you intend to let me out?” the visi- 

tor queried in amazement. 
“J intend to throw you out. But first I pre- 

sume I should call up police headquarters.” 
“Now see here, # 
“T know all about that oil enterprise. 

said the well is down.” 
“Tt is. So help me!” 
“Tt has been drilled for three months and 

it’sdry. And that option. Imaginary! You're 
just what you were in college, Kicker, just a 
cheap grafter imposing on your friends.” 
“You can’t have me arrested. You haven’t 

lost any money, have you? All right! What 
have I done? I thought it was a good proposi- 
tion, Sam. Honestly I did. Have a heart, old 
man. We used to be——” 
Sam uttered a command to his houseboys 

and they seized the caller. 
In spite of his bulk Wade was half dragged, 

half carried from the room and hustled across 
the entrance-hall. A door was opened, he was 
urgently propelled through it and a final shove 
sent him reeling down an iron stairway. 
With a dislocating jar he fetched up on a 

landing half a flight below; the door above 
him slammed with a metallic clang. Wade was 
skinned and bruised, the metal floor upon 
which he sat was painfully corrugated. 
He rose and slunk down from landing to 

landing, muttering the while. Sam Lee was 
a yellow dog. There was friendship for you! 
Served a white man right for being pals with 
a Chinaman! 

You 

Prior to his divorce Albert Wagner had 
enjoyed a certain amount of home life but 
thereafter he had experienced little, and of late 
none at all. As a result he was beginning to 
yearn for it. That California estate of his was 
expensive to maintain and he loved living there, 
but during the past year he scarcely had been 
permitted to see it, for Alanna had kept him 
on the go. 

It seemed to the father that he was destined 
to spend the rest of his days in expensive and 
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uncomfortable hotels and to breathe his last | 
ona Pullman car or an ocean liner, for no sooner 
were they established at some pleasure resort 
than Alanna tired of it and insisted upon setting 
out for another, more deadly than the last. 

If ever there was a stormy petrel it was she, 
and Wagner could not make out what had come 
over her. She made a thousand plans and 
changed them all. One day, for instance, she 
had refused to leave Paradis, the next day she 
had insisted upon leaving without a moment’s 
delay; she had arranged to spend a season of 
gaiety in New York only to change her mind 
overnight and decide on California. 

She had wired to open the house but after 
a feverish fortnight in the country she had 
proposed, nay, insisted, upon a change to the 
city. And vice versa. Back and forth they 
had gone, now here, now there. Al Wagner 
voted it a dog’s life. 
But what can the father of a flibbertigibbet 

do about it? Refuse to go along with her? 
Leave her to fly off alone? Wagner knew his 
daughter too well, distrusted her too thor- 
oughly and loved her too sincerely for that. 
He argued and he implored, he groaned and— 
he acceded. 
Alanna was never twice the same and yet 

she had the power to wrap him around her 
fingers. One moment she was loving and 
lovable, the next she was harsh and hateful. 
She was obedient and rebellious, humble and 
domineering by turns and always she was as | 
Testl€ss as some peri doing penance until it 
could be admitted into Paradise. Today she 
Was full of extravagant spirits, tomorrow she 
would be a brooding shadow, an aching com- 
Plaint. Poor Wagner was distracted. 
They were back in New York again, why 

y knew, and the girl was running with 
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open throttle. Alanna’s friends were as 
numerous as locusts, and more destructive; 
she and they were forever on the wing, settling 
only long enough to wreak havoc. Luncheons, 
teas, dinners, dances, theaters, all-night parties, 
polo, races; her hours were too short to accom- 
modate her overlapping engagements. 
Wagner had set out to keep pace with her 

for once and she had been delighted to have 
him do so. She had swept him along for a 
while, then spurred him on when he faltered 
and finally roweied him into a gallop until his 
breath failed and he dropped hopelessly behind. 
He was dead on his feet now, and in a constant 
drowse; despondency attacked him; in his 
wakeful moments he thought vaguely of suicide. 

It was not often that he saw his daughter 
long enough to engage her in conversation, for 
she was always late—permanently late, as 
Wagner put it—for something or other, and 
she was seldom alone. Some male orchid was 
usually adroop over her shoulder, or some 
shrill-voiced neurasthenic of her own sex was 
shrieking at her to “make it snappy,” “step 
on it,” “give it the gun.” 

Their hotel suite reeked of stale tobacco 
smoke and of expensive perfumes; ash-trays 
were full of cigar'stubs and mushroomed cigaret 
ends; tables, stands, mantels, window-sills 
were lined with high-ball and cocktail glasses, 
empty siphons and mineral-water bottles. 
From midday on, the place looked and smelled 
and sounded much like some convention head- 
quarters. 
When Wagner shut himself into his own 

rooms high-pitched voices, songs, shrill laughter 
pierced the walls and his raw nerves quivered. 
He started convulsively when he was called 
and leaped out of his chair at the slamming of 
a door. 
A little of this sort of thing was all right, but 

how these youthful hyenas could keep it up, 
week in and week out, was more than Wagner 
could understand. He grew very sorry for 
himself. 

Occasionally there did come a chance for a 
word with Alanna, as for instance one night 
when she returned home about twelve o’clock. 
For once she looked exhausted and her father 
was encouraged to believe there must be a 
limit even to her endurance. 

“Well, well, well!’ he began cheerily. ‘You 
certainly look rotten. In your dragging feet 
and haggard face I see hopeful signs of a 
physical collapse. How much longer do you 
think you can keep this up?” 
“How much longer can I keep what up, 

jelly-bean?” 
“This—dementia.”’ 
“Bless you, I’m just getting up a comfortable 

glow. What about a kiss? Don’t rise; I can 
make it.”’ Alanna bent over her father’s chair 
and pressed her lips to his hairless head. “What 
a nice, round, smooth head you have, darling. 
It’s just like a honeydew melon, only warmer.” 

“Tt will be cold and clammy if this con- 
tinues,” he sighed. “I’m up for the third and 
last time. Nothing but a string of bubbles will 
mark the spot where I sink. I don’t know 
what’s come over you, Alanna, but you’re 
getting more like your mother every day.” 

“That’s probably the meanest thing you 
ever said about her. She’d hate you for it and 
I couldn’t blame her. No matter how low she 
has fallen in your esteem, Albert, remember 
that you are a little gentleman.” 

“T wish you were an old lady. Aren’t you 
ever going to settle down?” 

“Horrors, no!’ 
“T wish one of these germs would marry you. 

I’d accept the worst one in the outfit.” 
“No danger. The more I consider matri- 

mony, the better I like diphtheria. No, I shall 
never marry, precious sun-kissed cantaloup. I 
am content to remain at your side, a constant 
cheer and comfort.” 

“J don’t know what I ever did to you,” 
Wagner complained. “If you really want to 
cheer me, do it in a church. Comfort me with 
orange blossoms.” 

“Ts it possible that I’m not wanted here? 
Cruel, cruel words!” 

Baie. 
aM 

“Tt isn’t that, but I’ve got my own life to 
live. I’m still young enough to have a lot of 
fun. I could start another past if I wasn’t 
worried to death about your future and too 
worn out to make a beginning. You’ve all but 
foundered me. 

“You can’t sit still long enough for a 
shot. Every place we go is terrible, d : 
unbearable. Here we are in New York again 
For what reason, I ask you? Thank heaven, 
it’s handy to a hospital. What ails you, any. 
how? What do you want? You’ve lost fl 
you look like a ghost, you don’t eat. Why?” 

“T’'ll tell you,” Alanna confided with owlish 
gravity. “I swallowed a grasshopper.” Wag. 
ner uttered an angry exclamation but she went 
on, “I want nothing but you, adorable fat 
beetle. All I crave is your love, your sympathy 
and your understanding. I yearn only to bring 

u happiness, to be your Mexican jumping 
n. What ails me? Everything! But what 

is home without a hypochondriac? How about 
a drink, keeper?” 
Wagner leaped to his feet and strode about 

the room, followed by the almost derisive gaze 
of his daughter. Up to this point he had risen 
to her banter as best he could, but now a 
change came over him and when he spoke it 
was in an altered tone: 

“T’ve an idea it’s all due to that infernal 
Chinaman.” 

“Don’t let’s talk about him,”’ said Alanna. 
“Why not?” 
In cool defiance the girl spoke: “All in favor 

of alcohol, signify in the usual manner.” 
“Honestly, if I thought you——” 
“If you thought, you’d have wrinkles. 

Never think! Intellectual people age early and 
have their faces lifted.” 

“Tf I thought you cared for that Chinaman— 
I’d smother you with a pillow.” 

“Don’t threaten.” 
“T mean it. I insist on your——” 
“Please!”’ 
“Put him out of your mind or, by heaven, 

I'll shake him out of it!” 
There was a pause. Without rising, Alanna 

lifted the telephone and called a number. 
“What are you doing? Who are you ringing 

at this time of night?” 
“Sam Lee,” said the girl. 
Albert Wagner gasped, he moved as if to 

snatch the instrument, but(Alanna turned her 
shoulder, her eyes widened, an expression. 
leaped into her face that warned him to keep 
his distance. Of a sudden she had grown as 
white as paper. 
“You know his number! You’ve called him 

before!”’ 
She nodded. “I looked it up when we came 

from Europe, and I’ve repeated it to myself a 
hundred thousand times. I called him, but he 
had gone to China.” 
“What are you going to say to him?” 
“T don’t know. If you move or make a 

sound, I’ll tell him to come and get me.” 
“Alanna! For the love of heaven!” 
“Smother me with a pillow! Shake it out 

of me! I warned you not to threaten. I—I 
want to hear his voice. I was half crazy when 
I came in and you—— _ Hello!” : 

Through the silence Wagner heard a faint 
metallic answer. : 

“Ts that you, Sam? This is Alanna.” Again 
silence. ‘Alanna Wagner. Al for allez oop, 
anna for anatomy; w as in winegar, h’a as m 

y wire, g as in jelly . . . Sure! V-o-g-n-e1. 
Pronounced ‘Beethoven.’ You haven’t for- 
gotten me already, have you? How impolite! 
. . . Oh, that explains it! But why sleep at 
this hour? Sam, you’ve been dissipating. 
The girl laughed hysterically, she was s! 
her face was strained, her eyes were wild. 
don’t know why, I’m sure. I never have @ 
reason for doing things. Impulse probably. I 
want to see you. Yes, that’s it, I want to see 
you. But—there’s something I must say 
Father and I have been quarreling over you. 
Wagner shuddered. 
Alanna went on, heedless of him now: 
“Qh, not a serious quarrel! Just our usual 

redtime battle. Nothing like a few fast rounds 
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to make you sleep. Please, Sam .. . Why? 
Because I ask it. Isn’t that enough?... 
Please! . . . Any time tomorrow. Whenever 
you say... nks, old dear. I'll expect 

” U1. 
“Oh, my Lord!” the father exclaimed feebly. 
“Now don’t turn for comfort to religion,” 

Alanna told him with a wintry smile. ‘There’s 
no help thcre. At least I’m not surreptitious, 
am I? And don’t lose your beauty-sleep, for 
nothing is going to happen, if you’ll promise 
to be a good boy. He knows and I know it’s— 
just one of those things. Only don’t nag me. 
But I must see him. I can’t go on like this. 
For one thing I want to apologize; for another 
thing I want to—— Oh, confound it! I want 

the moon but I’ll get along, somehow, without 
it.” The speaker rose wearily and made for 
her room. Over her shoulder she said in a 
sirupy voice: “Good night, sweetheart, and 
happy dreams. Sleep tight.” 

That midnight message shook Sam and he 
slept no more after its receipt. When morning | 
came he experienced a peculiar indecision: he | 
looked forward with dismay to seeing Alanna | 
again and yet the thought of doing so set his 

to racing madly, stopped his breath. 
He had been unwise to consent; it was wicked 
of her to insist upon his coming, for she must 
realize how it would torture him, but what had 
induced her to phone anyhow? What had 
occurred to change her? Quarreling with her 
father over him! 
Sam grew dizzy; the wildest thoughts leaped 

into his mind but he dismissed them without 
delay. Nonsense! No change in her could 
alter the facts. It was an impossible situation 
and she must know it as well as he did. Of 
course she knew. This was merely some whim, 
some yearning for a new and unfamiliar thrill. 

Well, he wouldn’t go. And yet she had 
begged him. She was capable of anger but 
not of deliberate malice; perhaps she really 
had something of importance to say. To 
change his mind now would be a confession of 
weakness. Torn by unruly desires, hot with 
resentment, cold with dread of the ordeal, he 
spent the morning pacing his rooms. 
When the hour he had set arrived he went 

swiftly, eagerly, as he had known he would go. 
Sam had named a time when the hotel | 

lounge was likely to be the least crowded and 
at his request Alanna met him there. Had he 
been less agitated when she came down the 
change in her appearance would have shocked 
him, for she was thin and drawn. 

It required courage on her part to meet him 
but, as usual, she came to him as straight as 
an arrow in its flight. She put an icy hand 
in his and she met his gaze bravely. He was 
unusually pale; through his pallor the old mark 
of her crop stood out like a scar and for a 
moment she could not see anything else. 
Alanna had suffered a hundred punishments 

since that afternoon in Paradis but none had 
been so poignant as this. Resolutely she 
apologized, abased herself, told him how sorry 
she was and begged him to forgive her. He 
bowed and assured her it was nothing. 

It was the worst experience either of them 
had ever endured; when it was over they 
seated themselves and exchanged common- 
places. Sam had come here in a peculiar state 
of suspended will-power; now that he beheld 
Alanna he had the odd sensation of being two 

rsons. Two men at this moment were inside 
is skin and each was trying to push the other 

out. One was cold, satiric, self-contained, and 
he was the stronger; the other was a weak, 
impulsive, hysterical creature, utterly un- 
trustworthy at the moment. He required 
watching. It was the first of the two which 
inquired politely about Alanna’s health, her 
doings, her father’s well-being. 
Only for Sam’s inward struggle, his painful 

eeccupation with himself, he surely would 
ve noticed the girl’s wistful yearning, for 

her self-possession was like a mask of gauze. 
As time went on, however, she managed to 
assert better control over herself and to take 
refuge behind an artificial flippancy. But the 
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A TRIPLE WARNING 
é wens are three places where nature sounds her 

warning in the combat with that harsh despoiler of 

loveliness, Neglect. The danger signs are a drooping un- 

derchin, a crépiness of throat and a deepening of lines 

at the corners of the eyes and mouth. 

Dorothy Gray discovered that Neglect will swiftly steal 

away a woman's youthful appearance, no matter how 

young she is in actual years. This isa needless tragedy. 

If you would retain—or regain—the youthful charm 

of a clear-cut chin-line and smooth, fresh skin, follow 

the simple scientific treatments which Dorothy Gray has 

evolved for your home use. The same exquisite prepa- 

rations which have been so carefully developed for the 
Dorothy Gray salon treatments may be had at leading 

shops everywhere and the Dorothy Gray method which 

has met with such signal success is clearly explained in 
the booklet which this coupon brings you. 

DOROTHY GRAY 
683 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 

Salons in 

CHICAGO 

© D. G. 1929 

Six Eighty Three Fifth Avenue, New York 

Please send me the new Dorothy Gray booklet,“Your Dowry 
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hour! J. Williamson, Wisc., made $5 his first hour. Mrs. 
Spain, Kans., made $9 her first afternoon. Duncan, 
Mont.. cleaned up $17 his first day. Ornoff, Va., $522 
his first month. You, too, can make big money with 
Speedo. 
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the facts about this new wonder-worker. We furnish 
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FREE! 
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No jagged edges to | 

effort spent her and when she fumbled with a 
cigaret her hand shook so that Sam proffered 
her his jeweled lighter. 

“Thanks, old darling! I must have pulled a 
tendon in my pitching arm last night. We 
were in a night club where they serve cocktails 
in teacups. I spent the evening throwing un- 
breakable china. It was wearing.” 

“I assume you go out as much as ever?” 
This was not what Sam wanted to say but it 
was the Number One man speaking. The 
Number Two man was beating his hands and 
wildly calling Alanna’s name. 
“Um-m, yes. Father says it’s as much as 

ever that I come in. That’s hardly just, for 
I’m seldom late for breakfast. Why, Sam, I 
broke a solemn engagement to see you and do 
my penance. Oh, don’t go! For the first time 
in a long while I’m in good company and it’s 
helping me. Tell me something about yourself 
and your plans.” 

““*Man has a thousand plans for himself, 
God but one.’” The speaker smiled faintly. 
“T am something of a fatalist so I cultivate an 
enjoyable tranquillity. Life is a tortoise: I sit 
upon its back and dream.” 

“TJ phoned you the day I returned from 
Europe, but you had gone to China.” 

“T went with the remains of my father. It 
| was a painful duty but I laid them to rest in 
| the happiest spot in all that country.” 

“T gathered, somehow, that you intended 
staying there.” 

“So I did. But China wouldn’t have me. 
Certain metals can’t be made to fuse, you 
know, and it’s the same with certain racial 

|elenents. It seems to make no difference 
whether they’re inherited or acquired.” 

“T presume that’s true, but I shouldn’t 
think it applied to your case.”” Sam explained 
how it did apply, and the girl nodded her com- 
prehension. ‘What a pity! How unreason- 
able it is—all this prejudice. And yet how 

| real.” 
| “Pve spent my life trying to arrive at the 
reason for it.” 

“Well, facts are facts, old dear. 
bruising our heads against them, eh?” 

For the first time Sam began to suspect that 
this girl was perhaps as unhappy as he and a 
panic swept him at the thought. He had 
never dreamed—— 

That strong man inside him was saying, 
casually: ‘China had a sick stomach for me 
and I have a sick stomach for America. It 
looked on me as a sly, avaricious, insincere 
Yankee; here I am regarded as a wicked, un- 
trustworthy Oriental. What is a fellow going 
to do about it? Having failed to live up to 
the good opinion of either, I shall live down 
to the worst of both.” 

“Atta-mandarin!” Alanna exclaimed. “Life’s 
a rotten counterfeit: if you take it in fun it 
turns out seriously; if you wear a long face it 
snickers at you. But ask me if I care. Sleep 
late and have no regrets; dance to fast music— 
there’ll be enough slow music when ‘you’re 
dead . I suppose you’ll marry some cute 

| little Chinese girl. They must be charming.” 
| Sam managed to say, “If I loved her, yes. 
| One lives up to his duty in such things.” 

“Love! Another sham!” 
| “You don’t honestly believe that, Alanna.” 
| “And why don’t I? It’s supposed to be a 
consuming passion: it dares all, it endures 
| everything, it overcomes everything. Bosh! 
| Cupid is a naked, timid, shivering little wretch. 
I hate him!” 

“No. He’s only sensitive. In Old China 
. silkworms were hatched in the warmth of 
women’s bosoms. The life in those tiny nestling 
cocoons is so tender that disquietude or dis- 

| comfort of the woman sheltering it may kill it. 
| Love is like that.” 

Alanna was staring fixedly at her companion; 
| she roused herself and abruptly changed the 
| subject. “Dad was in the room last night 
| when I called you and it threw him into com- 
plete mental and digestive disorder. He’s out 
yonder now, foaming like one of Wagner’s 
Velvet Shaving Sticks. Funny, isn’t it, how 

| parents will clutch at the wheel and risk 

No use 
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ditching the whole family? 
seat drivers ” 

“T would be honored to have him join us.” 
Alanna shook her head at this. “Repentance 

is a chastener. Besides, this is seakably the 
last time we'll ever see each other, so don’t 
let’s break up the meeting in a row.’ 

Albert Wagner was indeed outside and he 
felt precisely as if he were riding in the back 
seat of his daughter’s car. He was convinced 
that she was driving with suicidal recklessness, 
but he dared not interfere. 

He longed to stride into that room where the 
young people were and Be an end to this 
affair, once for all; several times he was upon 
the point of doing so but wisely restrained 
himself, realizing that it would only serve to 
incite Alanna to some wilder folly. Sam Lee’s 
presence here merely went to show how futile 
was opposition. 

The average outraged father would shoot 
that heathen down, Wagner reflected. But, 
to give the devil his due, Lee wasn’t really to 
blame; this was all Alanna’s doings. Of course 
one might lurk outside until the fellow left and 
then shove him under the grinding wheels of 
the Park Avenue traffic. But probably the 
scoundrel was too nimble for that. Blamed 
clever, these Chinese. 

As a matter of fact, if Mr. Wagner had over- 
heard the conversation between the two young 
people, as he longed to do, he would have felt 
much easier in his mind, for they held the 
reins tight. Alanna maintained her flippant 
pose; Sam remained artificially polite and 
casual. So far, at least, the girl pretended that 
this meeting was a voluntary penance on her 
part, and nothing more; he gave no hint that 
he suspected otherwise. It was a painful game 
of make-believe and they realized that they 
were saying farewell, hence they were slow in 
bringing it to an end. 

“On the night you left Paradis I went to 
Cyril Bathurst’s place and waited for him,” 
she announced in a desperate effort to prevent 
a pause which might induce Sam to go. “He 
may have written you about it.”” Sam shook 
his head. ‘“That’s probably because he told 
me exactly what he thought of me and couldn’t 
bring himself to repeat it. He misunderstood 
me, as everybody does. I’d like you to under- 
stand that I’m not quite as bad as I appear.” 

More gravely than he had spoken heretofore, 
Sam said: “I have never misunderstood you.” 

“T’m glad. I think that’s why we hit it off 
so well. You don’t think I’m altogether selfish, 
arrogant and unfeeling, do you? Or that I’m 
a wretched coward?” 

He shook his head. 
you appear to me?” 

“Please do, only don’t start by saying I’m 
spoiled. I know that.” 

“You were made to dance through life, 
laughing at your hurts and saying little about 
them. You’re rich in many things, but there 
is a finer fortune than money or beauty or 
position and it is yours: | the fortune of blithe- 
ness, amiability, virtue.” 
“A miability and virtue don’t go together, 

sweetheart. That’ s why so many of us honest 
girls walk home.” 
“We Chinese speak of virtue in a wider 

sense. This fortune of yours is so much more 
than money! The swifter you spend it, the 
larger it grows. Your heart is neither wise 
nor cynical: it’s the heart of a little play-with- 
dolls-girl. 

“There’s an old Chinese story about a 
spoiled goddess whose name was Wilful. She 
was the daughter of Prosperity God—a very 
powerful person—but Wilful ruled him like a 
tyrant. About all she ever said was, ‘I will! I 
will!’ and usually she screamed it. 

“One day, a good many thousand years ago, 
she decided to come to earth and visit China, 
of which she had heard a great deal, so she 
slipped away unseen and scampered down on 
a rainbow bridge of birds and_ butterflies. 
That’s how all goddesses come and go. 
course her disappearance created scandal. 

“But no evil overtook her. She played amo 
the lovely wild white roses of China and rom’ 
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its bamboo groves. A good many 
mean things are said about Chinese gods and 

desses sometimes, but one thing sure, they 
are never ungrateful. Gratitude, you know, 
is a Chinese trait. ? , : 
“Wherever little Wilful met with kindness 

from human hands she said ‘thank you’ by 
causing grains to grow more luxuriantly, vines 
to hang heavier and flowers to flame with 
brighter colors. It’s too long a story to tell, 
but finally our great Goddess of Mercy who had 
been watching the little runaway girl-god all 
the time flung down another bridge of birds 
and butterflies for her homesick feet and Wilful 
went back to her father, who was very glad 
indeed to see her.” 
A silence fell between the two when Sam 

finished speaking. Realizing its danger, he 
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rose, his face still fixed in a smile. “The 
butterflies are waiting to take you back to your 
father, Wilful. An earthbound mortal pros- 
trates himself and gives thanks for the blessings 
you have left behind. Good-by!” 

Grief looked out of Alanna’s eyes as she put 
her hand in his and murmured through trem- 
bling lips: 

““Good-by, virtuous Prince. 
life, honor and many sons.” 

Without moving she watched him go, then 
she rose, went swiftly upstairs and locked her- 
self into her room. For two days her father 
neither saw her nor heard her voice. Meals 
were brought up and sent back untouched, her 
telephone rang unanswered. But Wagner 
knew she could not be sick, for whenever he 
knocked on her door she threw something at it. 

I wish you long 

In the Final Instalment of Rex Beach’s Novel of the East and 
West, Sam Lee finds the girl who loves him for himself alone 

Why Smart Men Wr 
the, very doubtful motives of a woman so 
much younger than himself who would consent 
to marry him, and the likely failure of such a 
marriage? 
No one can doubt, I think, that from a prac- 

tical point of view he knew that it was foolish. 
But knowing that did not keep him from want- 
ing to do it. 
The stock-broker whose letter is quoted 

above diagnosed his own case, in one of his 
other letters, as follows: 

When a man loves a woman he generally 
is helpless. He is at her mercy and cannot 
do anything, so complete is his subjuga- 
tion. 

Maybe. But it is a little difficult to believe 
that these letters all originated in any such 
overwhelming passion. Men have been so 
subjugated by the attraction of some woman 
that they have destroyed empires or, in modern 
times, ruined their lives and dissipated their 
fortunes because of their infatuation. But my 
own observation has been that, to produce 
“foolish” correspondence, a man need not be 
very much in love with the woman, no matter 
what burning love his words express—although 
at the moment of writing he may be, and even 
likes to think he is. 
The noted educator, editor and author of 

numerous books—divorced—who wrote the 
following to a stenographer working for one of 
his publications, was married for a second time, 
unknown to her, during his correspondence: 

My very Own—I was so afraid you 
would have a reaction and write me a neu- 
tral little note or else not write me at all. 
Dearest, did you worry and brood over 
things yesterday, or have you just frankly 
accepted it all and made up your mind to 
be happy? Dear heart, I kiss you on your 
beautiful mouth and your dear little hands, 
and I want you all the time . . 
Somehow I cannot write, for after your 

own splendid, wonderful letter it is only 
with my arms about you that I can really 
say all that I have in mind. Even the de- 
lay, the waiting, is delicious, for the joy 
is sure for you and me. So what shall I say 
now except that I adore and admire you 
beyond expression? . . . The next time I 
shall not let you go until you have told me 
all sorts of thrilling things with your own 
lips—between kisses. 

My own opinion is that such letters, when 
written by men of achievement, originate in 

fe very circumstances of the man’s life to 
which they seem so contradictory. That is a 
cause probably quite as elemental as the “great 
Passion” which they seem to express, though 
much more prosaic. 

ey are a revulsion—supposedly secret, 
and therefore “air easiest the Self-disci- 
Pline and self-control of the man’s life in im- 
portant affairs—emotional explosions against 

ite Sil ly Letters (Cont. from p. 41) 

the strain of the business, political or profes- 
sional watchfulness which he has to exercise 
over everything he says and does. 

For relief he demands to let himself go— 
Vesuvius pent up in rocks until finally it finds 
outlet by blowing its head off! 

The emotional outburst is most frequently 
directed toward a woman probably because 
such feelings are the most persistent and the 
most easily released of human emotions. In 
business, in politics or art, a man sometimes 
explodes into a letter quite as emotionally 
“silly”; but generally over his conduct in such 
practical affairs he exercises ‘careful self-con- 
trol and repression. 

It is “safer” usually—and it always seems so 
—to explode toward a woman. 

Such men are ordinarily voluminous letter- 
writers about their business affairs, for in gen- 
eral the more important the man the bigger 
his correspondence. And they do not write 
“form” letters. Little men write form letters, 
either because expression of their thoughts is | 
difficult for them or because such letters seem 
to them evidence of their own business effi- 
ciency. ‘Referring to your favor of even date” 
has for them a most efficient sound. 

The able men who write effective letters do it, 
apparently, by visualizing their correspondents. 
Writing to an individual, they call up the char- 
acteristics of that person—his, or her, tastes, 
prejudices, hopes and fears. When they are 
writing to a woman who has excited their | 
interest they call up the woman mentally—see 
her almost as though she were present, while 
they record their rush of feelings toward her. 

For when a man like that turns for relief 
to an emotional experience, he brings to it the | 
same powers of concentration, ardency and | 
self-forgetfulness in his pursuit of an object, 
that have enabled him to attain wealth and 
high position in his business or profession. 
The same qualities that have made him a “big” 
man in his calling are likely to make him a 
“fool” in the expression of hi: emotions. 
But—however much it may hurt the feelings 

of a young woman who finds herself in that 
sort of relation to that sort of man—the wo- 
man in the case is oftcn of much less importance 
to him than one would think; or than he him 
self is likely to think for the time being. 

For it does not at all follow that, while pour- 
ing out his feelings to hér in a letter, he sees 
her as she really is. 

In fact, the studies of psychologists lead us 
to suspect that, when the emotions connected 
with sex enter into the matter, any such clear- 
sightedness is impossible. We-fall in love, o. 
into infatuation, apparently—in part at least— 
by not seeing people as they are, but by idealiz- 
ing them. We see a pretty face, a shapely 
hand, a mop of golden hair, and straightway 
we are led to gift that particular individual 
with all sorts of admirable characteristics— | 
which she may or may not have. 

Especially, in many instances, a man seems 

the young wife 
knows half the truth 

(and half only) 
—about feminine hygiene 
bY a does her information stop? 

When does it begin to be mésinforma- 
tion? It all Jepends upon her circle of friends. 
Some may know—and she may know—the 
general attitude of doctors and nurses con- 
cerning feminine hygiene. But does she know 
the dangers that follow the wrong applica- 
tion? These dangers are very real, and yet so 
easy to avoid. 

The right way is so easy, 
so safe — Zonite 

No woman need hesitate in taking advantage 
of the professional approval behind the 
regular practice of feminine hygiene. No 
longer need she fear poisonous germicides 
like bichloride of mercury or the compounds 
of carbolic acid. Today she can get Zonite, 
the great non-poisonous antiseptic of the 
World War. 

Zonite is as safe to use as pure water. It will 
not injure delicate internal membranes. It 
will not leave terrible scars on feminine 
tissue. And yet for all its harmlessness to 
human beings, Zonite is more powerful as a 
germ-killer than any dilution of even carbolic 
acid that can be used on the body. 

Booklet— mailed free 
For complete information send for new book- 
let on feminine hygiene. Frank. Scientific. 
Zonite Products Corporation, 250 Park Ave- 
nue, New York, N. Y. 

Use Zonite Ointment for burns, abrasions, skin In- 
fections or chapped skin. Also as a powerful deo- 
dorant in greaseless cream form. Large tubes, 50c. 

ZONITE PRODUCTS CORPOR ATION 40-H 
250 Park Avenue, New York, N. Y. 

Please send me free copy of the booklet or booklets checked 
below. 
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poe 4 to do this when the woman is not present 
and he calls her up in his imagination and 
writes to her. Then, it appears, the circum- 
stances surrounding her, which happen to be 
not at all what he would like them to be, drop 
away from her; and he sees her not as she is, 
but as he likes to think her, and to this vision 
of beauty and sympathy he floods out his feel- 
ings. 

As a matter of fact, the woman in such cases 
is almost always the man’s inferior in wealth 
_and usually in social position. In other words, 
| she is one on whom he can confer material or 
social favors which he feels ought to earn her 

| gratitude and make her satisfied with the rdle 
of emotional “outlet” to which he has, more 
or less unconsciously, assigned her. 

He probably seldom says openly to himself 
that there is an obligation on her to keep his 
letters secret. But it is a quite evident fact 
that he expects her not to tell. To him, betrayal 
by her of what he writes her is a breach of 
confidence. 

A newspaper man of my acquaintance has 
covered for his paper a very large number of 
“letter” cases, 
“When publicity happens,” he says, “the 

men aren’t angry. They’re hurt. They act 
like people whose feelings have been deeply 

|injured. Every one of them knew that men 
get into trouble through writing such letters— 

| but not one of the lot ever thought it was going 
| to happen to him.” 
| The man who wrote the first letter quoted 
| above grew angry when he learned his corres- 
pondence was going to be made public, but 
the next instant he recovered himself. 

“T’m afraid,” he said quietly, “that I lost my 
temper. It was not on account of myself.” 
What disturbed him was that he knew that 

| in his letters he had made frequent mention of 
|friends high in the industrial and political 
| affairs of the nation. He was, for a moment, 

enraged when he realized that their name 
would be drawn into the matter. 

But toward the girl his manner was that of 
one disappointed and hurt. Men of that sort 
are accustomed to accept the result of thei 
own mistakes; under these circumstances 
act—logically or illogically—like persons who 
have made, as they now sadly , an error 
of judgment i in trusting the wrong person, 

But this attitude on the part of the men dog 
not take into account the feelings of the 
women. 
A girl who has received letters filled with 

words of burning love cannot well help f 
that she has been deliberately deceived when 
she discovers that the emotions back of them 
were temporary, and therefore, it would seem, 
“unreal.” She becomes bitter, often rev 
ful and feels that someone ought to “pay.” 

Yet the man usually has not been consciously 
deceiving her. 

The fast train, derailed, goes farthest off the 
track; and the man capable of bringing im- 
mense concentration, vision, imagination and 
self-forgetfulness to the consummation of a 
business deal cannot help making use of the 
same qualities when the object of his interest 
is a woman. She is to him, for the time 
as wholly desirable, as much the object of his 
keenest feelings as he tells her she is. 

It would prevent many heartaches, much 
disillusionment—as well as many painful law. 
suits—if the girl who finds herself the recipient 
of such letters would inquire whether it was 
indeed her amazing beauty and overwhelming 
attractiveness that caused them. Or were they 
merely the emotional outburst of a man re 
volting from the concentration of his busi 
professional or social life, and applying equal 
absorption to another object? 

The answer she usually would find is that if 
she were not there, he would be writing exactly 
the same things to some other woman. 

100 Years From Now (Continued from page 71) 

imagination. We need not, therefore, grow 
alarmed that by harnessing the tides we shall 
so retard the rotation of the earth as to em- 

| barrass our remotest descendants. But the 
| forty-eight-hour day is a possibility in the far 
| future. 

During the next hundred years, applied 
physics will certainly develop wireless telephony 
and television beyond our present most imagi- 
native expectations. By 2029 it should be 
possible for any person sitting at home to be 
“present” at no matter what distant event. 
Stereoscopic television in full natural colors, 
and perfected wireless telephony will enable 

| him to see and hear any event which is broad- 
| cast as effectively as if he stood beside the 
transmitting apparatus. 

Such developments must influence the future 
of politics; for by their aid it will be feasible 
once more to revive that form of democracy 
which flourished in the city-states of Ancient 
Greece. 

By 2029 the chosen spokesman of each 
political party will be able to address every 
voter as effectively as he now can address the 
House of Commons. And so the electorate 
itself, rather than its representatives, may 
decide each vital political issue. After the 
spokesman of each party has had his (or her) 
say, the votes of the entire country could be 
recorded and counted by mechanism installed 
in the telephone exchanges. Within twenty 
minutes from the end of the last speech, the 
will of a national jury on any subject could be 
ascertained and announ 

Applied chemistry has not affected human 
life in a mannér comparable with the changes 
produced by physical research. So far as the 
ordinary man is concerned, chemistry is only 
useful to him when it discovers new and desir- 
able substances; or discovers a means of synthe- 
sizing a material more cheaply than it is pro- 
duced in nature. In the t, chemists have 
enriched the resources of humanity with new 

metals, dyes, drugs, explosives, and other sub 
stances useful in industry or in private life. 
2029 thousands more such new substances 
be available; aluminum will be cheaper than 
pig iron is today; malleable, unbreakable glass 
will be a commonplace of domestic life. 

It has also been suggested that chemical 
research will turn to the discovery of new 
physiologically pleasant substances. At present 
civilized mankind has discovered and adopted 
only three such substances: tobacco, 
and caffein (tea and coffee). . These certainly 
have added enormously to the amenities of 
existence; and Doctor J. B. S. Haldane has 
proposed that chemists should seriously con- 
sider a search for many more such additions 
to human enjoyment. 

Most chemical substances are either disa- 
greeable or dangerous in their physiological 
effects, though a small number, not more 
a few thousands, are valuable to medicine 
Should chemistry in the next hundred years be 
able to discover a dozen substances as pleasant 
and harmless as tobacco, yet each producing ® 
different effect on the consumer, it will have 
earned the thanks of every hard-worked man 
and woman in the world. 
Any developments in physics and chemistry 

which reasonably may be predicted to occuf 
before 2029 do no more than alter the acc 
dentals of human existence. In biology, how 
ever, developments may be predicted w: 
will change the whole nature of life as we 
experience it today. 

Even those who See least about them com 
fidently expect prodigious advances from 
cine and surgery in the near future, and 
faith will not be vain. The abolition of =P 
disease by 2029 is fairly certain, as is the 
covery of cures for such scourges as cancer 
tuberculosis. Complete and prolonged 
anesthesia will become practicable; so that 
only will operations be painless, but the patient 
will feel no pain afterwards as a result of them 
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Such an advance also entails completely pain- 
less childbirth. 2 

Biologists by 2029 will have learned the 
secrets of the living chemistry of the human 
body—or at least enough of it to achieve 
startling results. Rejuvenation will be an or- 
dinary and well-recognized matter of a few in- 
‘ections at appropriate intervals. 
The desire to keep old age at bay has ever 

been one of the dreams of humanity; at last we 
can predict that it will be achieved. “This 
mortal must put on immortality” by extending 
the length of his days on earth. 
The attraction of such an idea, especially to | 

women, who will no longer grow old quickly, is | 
too clear to require emphasis. But the univer- 
sal practise of rejuvenation will be accompanied 
by grave social problems, the least of which 
would be the immense increase in population. 
Suppose it possible to guarantee one hundred 

and fifty years of life to every healthy child, 
how will youths of twenty be able to compete 
in the professions or in business against vigor- 
ous men, still in their prime at one hundred and 
twenty, with a century of experience on which 
to draw? The benefits to humanity which will 
accrue if the lives of men of genius are so pro- 
longed is obvious. 

Before 2029 biologists will have solved some 
of the mysteries of human heredity. Heredity 
is determined by certain “‘genes” or units, con- 
cerning which science already knows much. 
They are minute bodies, so small that, if a hen’s 
egg were magnified to the size of the world, one 
of the genes in it would lie on a fair-sized dining- 
table. When biologists can control these, they 
will be able to control heredity. 
Most probably by 2029 a clever young man 

will consider his fiancée’s hereditary complex- 
ion before proposing marriage; and the young 
woman of that day will refuse him because he 
has inherited a gene from his father which will 
predispose their children to quarrelsomeness. 
By intelligent combinations of suitable genes, it 
will be possible to predict with reasonable cer- 
tainty that truly brilliant children shall be 
born of a marriage. 

It is possible, however, that by 2029 the 
whole question of human heredity and eugenics 
will be swallowed up by the prospect of ecto- 
genetic birth. 
By this is meant the development of a child 

from a fertilized cell outside its mother’s body 
—in a glass vessel filled with serum on a labora- 
tory bench. Such a proceeding is neither in- 
credible nor, indeed, impossibly remote. The 
results of much research show that the con- 
nection between a mother and her growing 
child are purely chemical; there is no valid 
reason why one day biologists should not be 
able perfectly to imitate that chemical con- 
nection in the laboratory. 
The pe of ectogenetic children will 

naturally arouse the fiercest antagonism. Re- 
ligious bodies of many different creeds will 
tally their adherents to fight such a funda- 
mental biological invention. In fact the mere 
mention of its possibility here may strike many 
Teaders as gratuitously disgusting. Neverthe- 
less the thing is possible; and since it is possible, 
it is certain that scientists will be deterred by 
no peection from straining after it. 

_ Should ectogenesis ever become an estab- 
lished part of human society, its effects will be 
shattering. Primarily it will separate repro- 
duction from marriage, and the latter institu- 
tion will become wholly changed. Further, the 
character of the future inhabitants of any 
state could be determined by the government 
which happened temporarily to enjoy power. 
By regulating the choice of the ectogenetic 
parents of the next generation, the Cabinet of 
the future could breed a nation of industrious 

tds, or leaven the population with fifty 
thousand charmingly irresponsible mural 
Painters. 

A further immediate consequence of ecto- 
Senesis would be a plea that society should be 
wowed to produce the human types it most 

needs, instead of being forced to absorb all the 
unsuitable types which happen to be born. If itwere possible to breed a race of strong healthy 
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Now, more than ever before, the modern 
woman is intolerant of overweight. Not 

only because of fashion’s decree, but moreim- 
portant, for radiant health and vigor,a figureof 
youthful slenderness is much to be desired. 

Heretofore, distasteful diets, nostrums and 
punishing exercises made weight reduction 
unpleasant and unsafe! Now, with the new 
Battle Creek Health Builder, modern woman 
keeps physically fit, pleasingly slender, easily, 
quickly and in an amazingly simple natural 
and enjoyable way. 

The Delightful Battle Creek Method 
Only 15 minutesa day of delightfully soothing 
vibratory exercise and massage—the unique 
method devised in Battle Creek, world’s health 

center—is the new way to discard. that surplus 
fat on waistline, hips, thighs, legs and ankles. 
The rapidly oscillating girdles of the Battle 
Creek Health Builder improve blood circula- 
tion, tone up the muscles, aid elimination, 
stimulate metabolism and take off weight 
wherever you wish. 

A Model for Every purpose 
There is now a Battle Creek Health Builder 
forevery individual requirement. Thenew Uni- 
versal Home Model is ideal for home use. It 
may be used on table, dresser, or wall mounting 
or with its special stand. The famous Athletic 
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Atlantic liners. The De Luxe Cabinet Model 
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creatures, intelligent to perform intricate 
drudgery yet lacking all ambition, what ruling 
class would resist the temptation? 
Many of the arguments brought against 

slavery would be powerless in such a case; for 
the ectogenetic slave of the future would not 
feel his bonds. Every impulse which makes 
slavery degrading and irksome to ordinary 
humanity would be removed from his mental 
equipment. . His only happiness would be in 
his task; he would be the exact human counter- 
part of the worker bee. Only the arguments 
of religion could be used to prevent his evolu- 
tion. His emancipation could never be con- 
sidered, for in freedom he would find only 
crushing boredom and misery. 

It seems improbable, however, that the fu- 
ture developments of industry will call for such 
a being to tend its wheels. Production will be- 
come so cheap, and, barring political or interna- 
tional upheavals, wealth will accumulate to 
such an extent, that the ectogenetic Robot will 
never be needed. It is far more likely that men 
will work as machine-minders for one or two 
hours a day and be free to devote the rest of 
their energies to whatever form of activity they 
enjoy. 

Such a condition obviously presupposes that 
all drudgery, not only the drudgery of the coal- 
mine and the machine-shop, will be abolished 
by science. It predicates the end of agriculture 
as thefundamental industry upon which human 
life rests. Probably biology, in alliance with 
chemistry, will make an end of agriculture 
even sooner than the cheapening of production 
will render a ten-hour maximum week univer- 
sal in the workshops of the world. 

By 2029 agriculture, if not abolished, will be 
in decay—at least in civilized lands. The first 
step towards the end of agriculture will be the 
production of benevolent bacteria able to “fix” 
the atmospheric nitrogen which is essential to 
the growth of plant life. 2 

Such bacilli never could develop naturally, 
since many of their ancestors will be unable to 
live except under entirely artificial conditions 
ina laboratory. But when the active nitrogen- 
fixing bacteria are at last hardened off and al- 
lowed to multiply in agricultural land, their 
immediate effect will be to act as a super-effi- 
cient manure. By their aid five or even ten 
ears of wheat will grow where one grows now; 
while the pasture which now feeds ten beasts 
will feed fifty. 

Such a development will, of course, be 
watched with anxious eyes by all governments. 
Food prices will slump; millions of laborers all 
over the world will find their livelihood vanished. 

Hard on the heels of this development will 
come the perfection of synthetic foodstuffs. 

At present we nourish ourselves by a curi- 
ously wasteful and roundabout method. Solar 
energy is absorbed by plants and stored by them 
in their structures, mainly in the form of cell- 
ulose. The human body is unable to digest 
cellulose, and so to extract nourishment from 
it. Many animals, however, aided by obliging 
bacteria, are able to perform this feat; and we 
keep herds of sheep, cattle and pigs, all en- 
gaged in the task of digesting cellulose and 
transforming it into the meat and milk upon 
which we live. 

Already it is possible to convert indigestible 
cellulose into digestible sugar, but as yet the 
cost of the operation prevents its being carried 
out except as a laboratory experiment. Such 
processes as this will certainly be further in- 
vestigated and developed, so that by 2029 
starch and sugar (two of our most valuable 
foods) will be as cheap as sand or sawdust 
today. 

Concerning proteins, the other most impor- 
tant human foods, two possibilities exist. 
Either they too will be produced synthetically; 
or else the more highly prized varieties of ani- 
mal foods—such, for example, as beefsteak or 
chicken’s breast—will be grown in suitable 
media in the laboratory. 

From one “parent” steak of choice tender- 
ness, it will be possible to grow as large and as 
juicy a steak as can be desired. So long as the 
parent is supplied with the correct chemical 

nourishment, it will continue to grow indef- 
nitely and perhaps eternally. Whenever it is 
sufficiently large a few pounds can be cut from 
it and sent to market. 

Synthetic foods and the production of animal 
tissues in vitro will finally set at rest those 
timid minds which prophesy a day when the 
earth’s resources will not feed her children, 
Though all the inhabitable surface of the globe 
were inconveniently crowded, the millions of 
mankind could still be fed to repletion by such 
means. 

This second revolution in food production 
will consummate the decay of agriculture, 
which can only survive as a rich man’s hobby, 

Probably, however, the synthetic foods of the 
next century will be so much more easily di- 
gested and appetizing than their present equiy- 
alents that agriculture will survive only in 
historical romances. 

Since the beginnings of history the city has 
been the parasite of the countryside. In 20: 
science will make the city a self-supporti 
unit, and Britain a land of laboratories capable 
of feeding no matter how many millions of 
mouths without importing a ton of foodstuffs. 
Many will bewail such a prospect, for they 

insist that a flourishing agricultural peasantry 
is the only sound basis of any political life. It 
will be necessary, when agriculture goes into 
irrevocable decay, to plan the evolution of a - 
stable industrial society. 

Such an undertaking should not lie beyond 
human wit. The agricultural basis of society, 
which has existed for so many centuries, was _ 
itself evolved from nomads and savages. To 
reconcile such folk with the peaceful static life 
of the husbandman needed a far more violent 
adjustment than will be necessary to urbanize 
the descendants of the world’s present agricul- 
turists. aes 

It is conceivable that not all these c 
will have occurred by 2029. The progress of 
scientific discovery is checkered, and subject to 
no ascertainable regularity or period. In many 
instances an applied science after a few years of 
violent progress stagnates, or, at best, is ad- 
vanced by small refinements and simplifi- 
cations. 

The history of the locomotive steam-engine 
provides an illustration. During the last half- 
century railway trains have grown steadily 
longer and heavier. In consequence larger and 
more powerful engines have_been evolved to 
draw them to their destinations. But the huge 
locomotive of today differs only in size and 
power from its parent of the 1860’s and 1870's. 
No new principle of any importance has been 
introduced into its design or construction. 

A similar stagnation may overtake the de 
velopment of airplanes or of wireless telephony. 
Such halts in the progress of any applied science, 
however, are comparative and not final. A - 
fresh mind produces a new idea or a simplifica- 
tion which inaugurates another period of rapid - 
and sweeping activity. 

I have assumed, therefore, that the rate of 
rogress in applied physics, chemistry and 

fiahey during the next hundred years will be 
maintained approximately at its present level. 
It may even be greatly accelerated by the ever- 
increasing interest in scientific research on the 
part of industrialists and governments. 

Nevertheless, unless science is able to change 
our ideas no less rapidly than our environment, 
some of the developments at which I have 
hinted may not come to pass. Unless, for ex- 
ample, the ideas of Asiatic peoples are drasti- 
cally changed, it will be impossible to stamp out 
epidemic disease from the world. P 

But it is not self-evident that all applications 
of scientific discovery deserve the support 
intelligent men and women. Because science 
has benefited humanity in the past, there is n0 
reason why it always should do so in the future. 
A biological discovery may well plunge the 
world into such a catastrophe as would destroy — 
civilization for a thousand years. As you ar 
reading these words, some disinterested Te 
searcher may detonate an atomic explosion 
which will involve the world and reduce it to# 
flaring vortex of incandescent gas. 
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Naked Truth 
(Continued from page 74) 

catalog of “Who’s Who in Oblivion,” and he | 
id not like it. 
. is heart fermented with the sour thought 
that if he could only afford a pretty model he 
couldmake prettier statues and get better prices | 

. When he thought of Zelma Sprague, 
Deis, the lyrical, the pet of all the swell 

inters. 
ee of Don’t’s for Draf tsmen. j 
His friends were frank about his decline and 

y ridiculed his latest manner. He grew 
bitter enough to plot something in self-defense. 

It struck him that if he could make a real por- 

trait of his model, his maligners would under- 
stand why he did no better. a 
He began a new nude to be called “Truth, 

the title justifying the omission of drapery, 
though few things are more heavily concealed | 
ar ithe. The irony of his work infuriated | 
him and with a savage zest he began to change 
“Truth” into an image of Cathie. Mercilessly | 

off the fine forehead and added it to | he scra) 
the dainty ears. His ruthless thumb altered 
the academic nose to a pug. The rich full lips 
became a thin straight line, the Athenian 
shoulders a scrawny coat-hanger. He smeared 
the high firm bust down upon the support of | F 
a prominent abdomen, for which he secured 
the material by indicating Cathie’s markedly 
kicked-in look. 
By a little rough work with the armature he 

divorced the plump knees nestling together aud 
presented the bow-legs of Cathie. 
He worked so long and so ardently in draw- 

ing up his bill of particulars that his wife begged 
for mercy three times before he would let her 
off. Then, without casting an eye on what had 
engrossed him so long, she flung into slippers 
and bath-robe and dashed to the kitchenette to 
scramble dinner. 
He loved the portrait and he hated it. He 

worked over it for days, taking what little care 
was necessary to prevent Cathie from studying 
it. She had long since ceased to pay any more 
attention to his output than a cobbler’s wife 
pays to his cobblings. But Raeburn took more 
interest in this statue than in anything he had 
ever made. It was his Apologia pro suo Vitio. 
At last he exhausted his wrath by expressing 

it. Yet when all was done he sighed to realize 
that he would never be cad and coward enough 
to show the statue to anybody. He put it 
back on a shelf with other discarded mistakes 
in clay, covered it with an old rag and hastily 
modeled another “Truth” along his usual lines. 
Cathie noted nothing except the uncommonly 
long time he took with that particular pot- 

er. 
He went on pouring forth sirupy nudes that 

looked like nobody since they looked like what 
everybody would like to look like. And since 
~ were in spirit mere copies from the Greek 
and were based on Cathie’s uninspiring ratios, 
they sold for smaller and smaller sums and less 
and less often. 

If Jupiter and Apollo had knocked at his 
studio door he could hardly have been more 
surprised than he was when, one most doleful 
afternoon, he found on his threshold the jovial 
art dealer Weigel and the far-slaying critic, 
Boyd Porson—whom the artists usually re- 
ferred to as “Poison.” 
Weigel and Porson both knew Carl “to speak 

to,” but not to speak of. Weigel would never 
ve dreamed of showing one of Raeburn’s 

statuettes in his exceedingly exclusive galleries, 
and Porson had never even mentioned him in 

‘titicisms. His motto was, “Murder medi- 
oerity and ignore incompetence.” 

_ , But it chanced that a very fashionable for- 
“ign painter had sublet a studio in the same 

with Raeburn, and when Weigel and 
Porson paid a formal call on him by appoint- 
ment they found a card on his door saying: 
: mpulsion to wented out. Will returned 
Ma quart of hours. Please excuse to wait.” 

his poor wife became nothing but a | 

* How does she get 

that alluring effect?” 
ER skin was exquisite—or at least 

H it appeared so. Yet the secret of 

her charming make-up, its enchanting 

smooth finish, was a simple one. She 

achieved the effect through a fragrant 

liquid powder base—Hinds Honey & 
Almond Cream. 

You probably have Hinds Cream in 
the house now. Most people have. But 

have you ever tried it this way? It’s 
a glorious base for powder. So light, 
so soft, so thin—it spreads evenly on 

your face and is absorbed instantly. 
Over it your powder smooths in a flat- 

tering, invisible film that makes the 
skin itself look clear, radiant and bril- 

liant. And, best of all,the powder clings 

for hours. 

Tomorrow morning try this 

With your fingers, smooth HindsCream 

all over your face. Smooth it in until 
all of it has been absorbed. Now, pat, 
pat, pat your powder on quite thickly. 
Then gently shake the puff free from 
powder and go over your face again to 
remove the surplus powder. Lastly, 

blend in the remaining traces with 
your fingers. Then take a good look 

| at yourself! Your skin will have a 

smooth, even, “eggshell” finish—in- 

triguing, to say the least. And it will 

keep its lovely, fresh look for hours. 

Hinds Cream is good for the skin, 

too. It protects it from weathering— 

from the parching effects of sun, wind, 

dust and cold. Actually keeps it soft 

and fine and lovely, as well as making 
it look that way. 

Try Hinds Cream as a base for your 
powder. You'll love it. If you haven’t 
a bottle of it already, the coupon be- 
low will bring you a generous sample 
by return mail. 
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and 14 other stations associated 
with the National Broadcasting 
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time. 
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Please send me a free sample bottle of Hinds Honey 
& Almond Cream, the protecting cream for the skin. 
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By IRA HILL 

MISS FRANCES HECKSCHER Beautiful and talented member of New York’s 
-younger set, says, “One of the most popular of the new fashions is the custom of a 
cigarette and a chat between acts at the theatre or opera. I know that my party is a 
success the minute my case with its fragrant Melachrino cigarettes is passed around.” 

Melachrino Cigarettes are a blend of 

the choicest types of SHEETS tobacco. ne 

‘the most prized mg all cigarette tobaccos 

using the coupon you need pay only $2.50. 

If you are a bridge player, and who isn’t? 

simply fill out the coupon and print the ini- 

tials of your monogram Clearly. The cards 

DELIGHTFUL and different way -to 

A introduce yourself to a new cigarette 

has been worked out in the Melachrino 

Introductory Offer. The offer consists of 

60 Melachrino cigarettes—Cork tip, Straw 

tip and plain ends—a bridge score-pad 
with the latest rules of contract bridge and 

two packs of beautiful cards on which we 
will imprint your own monogram. This 

offer would ordinarily cost $4.75, but by 

MELACHR ARETTE sang ganerees 

are the famous Congress cards, and natural- 

ly, have no advertising of any kind on them. 

Note :—Under a special arrangemént, 

monograms will be imprinted quicker than 

is usual. 
Tue Union Tosacco Company. 

The One Cigarette Smoked The World Over 
a 

The Union Tobacco Company 
511 Fifth Avenue, New York City 

Gentlemen: 

S 2-29 
Initials 

Name 
Please send me your introductory offer of 60 

Melachrino cigarettes, the score pad with. the 

latest rules of contract bridge and the two 
packs of the famous Congress Cards bearing 

my monogram, for which I enclose $2.50. City.=. 

Address 

Faced with the ordeal of standing up ing 
hall for a quart of hours, Weigel and Porson 
knocked at various doors and made they 
faces up for a courteous lie. Everybody | 
out except Raeburn. So they pretended to hy 
interested in seeing what he was up to. His 
wife fled from the model-stand and Caj 
brought out the synthetic gin and meekly 
exposed his synthetic art. 

Weigel sat heavily on the sinking furnituy 
and praised everything extravagantly. Which 
gave Carl no pleasure, for he knew that ar 
dealers buy only what they denounce. 

Porson mumbled nothings and made up with 
gestures what he could not conscientiously say 
to poor Raeburn’s face. He was ferocious 
when he wrote. Then he filled his pen wi 
vitriol and spurted corroding epithets. 

It was his boast that he had driven om 
painter to suicide, two architects to the mad. 
house, three sculptors to an early grave and 
forty-three assorted “artists’’ to other trades, 
All the rival critics envied him and tried to 
imitate him, but none of them equaled his 
private graveyard. 
When encountered in the flesh, he wasa 

modest and kindly person who could not bear 
to hurt a feeling verbally. Much as he de 
spised Raeburn’s output, he could not uttera 
criticism while his breath was laden with Rae 
burn’s own gin—and very good gin for a sculptor, 
When he gave out of gestures and evasions 

he rose and walked about, studying Raeburn’s 
faultless insipidities and feeling like a muzzled 
wolf in a sheepfold. He lifted a few of the 
cloths and let them fall. Finally he raised 
the old rag over the realistic portrait of Cathie 

“What’s this?” he gasped. 
“Oh, that!” said Raeburn. “That? Oh, 

that’s nothing but a—a study—an idle after. 
noon’s—er—diversion.”” 

“A mighty busy afternoon, it looks like to 
me,” said Porson. “L’aprés-midi d’un géant,” 
He loved to toss in bits of foreign phrases. 

Carl glanced at Cathie. She had returned 
in one of her long art gowns and was staring at 
the figurine, mumbling: 

“Why, I never saw that. What is it?” 
He could not answer. To have it dragged 

out to shame him before Porson and quee 
him with Weigel was bad enough, but to 
slaughter poor Cathie with it was unbearable 
Before he could check the interloper, Porson 
lifted the statue and lugged it into the full 
glare of day. When he set it on a stand Cathie 
emitted the little squeak of one who has been 
knifed in the back: 

“Carl, Carl, how could you!” 
Her still small voice was drowned by the 

uproar of Porson: 
“Ts it possible that an American is capabled 

such honesty? such ruthless veracity? such— 
such—— Why, it’s so perfect it’s—er—vir 
ginal! There is not a stain of old canonic 
classicism in it. It is emancipated from all the 
suffocations of Greek and Italian formule.” 

He struck Carl with a fist like an accolade: 
“My boy, you’re the—the messiah we've 

been waiting for. The truth has made you 
free. Buy it, Weigel, if he’ll sell it. The Met 
ropolitan will be on its knees for it when I get 
through writing the articles I feel springing 
within me.” ; 

Weigel gathered round Porson like a palsied 
rhinoceros. He never understood anything 
about the critics except that each of them was 
crazy but some of them infected moneyed pet 
ple into going mad and buying the most inet 
cusable things. Porson raved on: : 
“Remember how Rodin smote the world with 

his ‘John the Baptist’? Recall the big 
big feet, big joints, awkward stride? Remem 
ber his ‘Burgesses of Calais’?—that th 
group of fat, pot-bellied and scrawny old alr 
zens with the ropes around their necks? Have 
you forgotten Balzac in the bath-robe? This® 
greater than those. It is more valuable that 
Rodin’s immortal and unendurable ‘La Belt 
Heaulmiére.’ Remember that? Remembet 

| Villon?” 
“Vell, I knew him only slightly; a good artist 

| but—— 
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up ing « t, man, the poet! Didn’t you ever 
Fone rt sctounding ballade of the famous 
a their beauty who grew old and withered and be- 
de mar ad the disgrace of her graces. Let me see 

to. His how it goes: 

id Carl “ ‘Ha! vieillesse felonne et fiére, 9? There 
meekly Pourquoy m’as si tost abatue? ... Er-er... GIR 

Tollu m’as ma haulte franchise here 
urniture Que beauté m’avoit ordonné ” Everyw 
Which Sur clercz, marchans et gens d’Eglise . . .’ GIR 

that art E 
and so forth and so on. 2 ‘ae 

up with ‘Well, Rodin made a statue of her—a piti- 1o< onservatt¥ 
usly say less portrait of a pitiful hag, naked and shame- the ie 
US ful—obscene and senile. But Rodin is an old ta talking 
en story. As Ezra Pound says, he is for the os arment 

bourgeois only—as plebeian as Shakespeare or £. undation § 

yen One Milton or Michelangelo or Raphael. Anybody me heir swat e 
1e mad- can like his work. : : gses, Wit t pe 
ive and “This man Raeburn, though. Think of it, e a le an all-in-o 
trades, we stand here in his presence before his dawn d it. 4t5 1, lace 
tried to has broken. Grab this chef-d’auvre, Weigel, 1 jp takes thep 
led his before it gets out of your reach.” eation W L siere 

“How much you vant?” said Weigel, reach- set and ras 
> was a ing for his pocketbook. - f convenience 
ot bear Porson broke in: “Ask him a fortune, Rae- nt utter com ort, you 

he burn.” a e style, 
man Weigel shifted his hand to his check-book. 4 Fifth Avenu pe | a 
th Rae. Carl would have been glad of fifty dollars. st get ou 
culptor. He was almost excited enough to risk asking ero. an ae 
vasions sixty—so that he could come down ten. He ce Lec seh: 
eburn’s who hesitates, is made. Porson prompted him: Lucke le sizes ons “Take five hundred on account for an op- Create din singie 8 
- of the tion and settle the price later. Let Weigel pay rea a . de vari- 
> raised the expense of putting it into bronze and give 32. to 45inaw E 
Cathie, him—oh, be generous, give him half of the net | A y abr 1cS 

on a limited number of copies.” ety af ov 4 
> Oh, Weigel yanked Porson’s sleeve in mute ap- artment am 
e after. peal for mercy, but Porson was making notes leading dep 6.95 A P a a ¢ lea at $ 9 for his article. He asked: “By the way, who ea rywhere, 
like to do you call it? What’s the name of it?” lry stores every tore does not 
géant,” Raeburn faltered, “I never gave it a name. — ur favorite § ae 
8, It was just a—a——” If your = wonder P 
etuvesd He looked guiltily at his poor wife out of the this 2 s herself for 
uring at corner of his eye. She had recovered so nobly Mollie May 

from her first shock that now she cried: 
9 “The name of it is, ‘A Portrait of my Wife,’ 4 snformatio™ 
Lragged by Carl Raeburn.” g But. 
oo “Cathie!” rit ets, 
but to “Really?” said Porson, trying to stare 4 H AVENUE 
arable, through the mazy pattern of her opaque robe. yO: 717 Fi Showrooms 
Porson If Porson had doubted her word, Cathie was Offices and T 
the full ready to strip to prove it, but a glance at her 7 318 S 
Cathie face satisfied him. ae asked no more evidence. ae yORK 

been He simply murmured: ‘ oH 
" “Ex pede Herculem. Ex ore Dianam.” In CaneeERS. TORONTS 

“Oh!” said Cathie, who always pretended to ouGH CO 
by the know everything. ae 

“How?” said Weigel. But Porson never _ wn z 
eee ow TERE e: oe Mollie Mayers 
such— e distraug sculptor dragge athie 
r—vit- aside: “But darling! surely you don’t mean to et: 717 Fifth Ave., New York City 
canonic let that thing go out under your name?” — Kindly send me the unusual, illustrated booklet, 
all the She snapped back at him: “Do you suppose which you have prepared, telling all about Luckee 

le.” I'm going to let anybody else have the credit Girl,” and which also discusses The Figure Beautiful. 

colade: for it? or let the public imagine that my hus- eh PO a rR ene os SE ee Beg oe 
we've band studied any other woman as closely as Add ee ee eA ee ae 
de that? It goes out as mama’s portrait, or it RS 
e Met- doesn’t go out at all.” a iS Bic seo PY 
n I get ae bes - were arma off a memo- > 

i tandum which Porson dictated, and Carl signed Y B ~~ in a daze while Weigel wrote a check for five Hei hten our eauty 
palsied hundred dollars. 
rythi When they had gone, Raeburn sank into a : aE? em was rad ae the pegs og scsggcuge 9 Cathie with the finest, purest, most flattering  Valaze pi eee 8 fra- 
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Fi to say. = we oo wee etionns when she imitable beauty touches. Buythem today! gay shade, and Red Geranium, 

exclaimed: te) were a sculptress so that . i i This is I could give the wold a portrait of you to If dealer cannot supply you, order direct. Dept. C2 Fer pegs Ain get le than match mine! What a couple we’d make!” is the subtle tint of Crushed Rose 1 Belle: He stared at her. She was not trying to be Leaves. 1.00, 2.00 rember Sarcastic, : : . a ; 
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| advice of the horse swappers: 
| bad points, the good will advertise themselves.”’ 

most intimate misfortune was dazzling. The 
public flocked to the gallery. 

In his introductory article Porson wrote: 
“Old King Candaules, married to the most 

beautiful of women, suffered because nobody 
else shared his treasure. He said that he was 
more of an artist than a king and it pained him 
to monopolize such beauty. So he showed her 
naked to his friend Gyges. Carl Raeburn is 
another Candaules, royally generous and too 
much of an artist to smother his wife’s in- 
tensely interesting personality in the obscurity 
of domestic seclusion. 

“Instead of reproducing for the millionth 
time the standardized stream-line torso of an- 
cient design, he reveals a figure every feature of 
which is characterized and eloquent. Who 
would not prefer Abraham Lincoln to the ef- 
feminate Apollo Belvedere? Who would not 
prefer Mrs. Carl Raeburn to the mincing Venus 
of the Medicis? Why should the body be de- 
prived of its individualities of feature any more 
than the face? 

“Tf George Eliot’s big nose and George 
Sand’s horselike face are perpetuated, why not 
the convex chest and the dominating shoulder- 
blades of Mrs. Raeburn? There are millions of 
statues with straight knees; how welcome there- 
fore the fine bow-legs of Mrs. Raeburn! Even 
the Chinese women have stopped pinching 
their feet. This is the era of solid foundations, 
like Mrs. Raeburn’s.” 

In the Weigel galleries the statue drew such 
throngs as had been rivaled only by the stam- 
pedes to heap belated praise on the mad 
Blakelock’s moonrises, or on the wholesale 
Sorolla’s blazing sunshine, or Zuloaga’s murky 
tours de force. 

The name of Raeburn was heard everywhere. 
He had created a style that created a mob of 
imitators. But Raeburn had the start and he 
had Cathie. The ugly alone was in vogue. 
Pretty models were turned away from studio 
doors. Zelma Sprague almost starved. 

Raeburn turned out portraits of his wife 
bathing, dancing, strutting, striking such poses 
as only Cathie’s joints could attain. 

The Metropolitan had to be contented with 
a “Study of my Wife Washing her Left Shoul- 
der-Blade.” The Corcoran gallery carried off 
the statue that was held to rival Rembrandt’s 
“Old Woman Paring her Finger-nails.’”’ Carl’s 
work was called “Cathie Trims her Toes.” 

He is at work now on one of Cathie powder- 
ing her armpits and is figuring how to make a 
series showing “‘Cathie Doing her Daily Dozen.” 

The poor girl has quite lost her head as well 
as her modesty. She cannot keep away from 
the gallery where the multitude still revels in 
her husband’s unrivaled candor. She wants 
people to know that she inspired the master- 
piece, that she was God’s own original model 
for what Carl merely copied. 

The costumes of the day do not quite per- 
mit her to rival the statuettes’ revelations. 
They are approaching that point, but it will 
probably be a year or two before women go up 
and down Fifth Avenue with nothing on at all. 

Cathie, however, has done the best she can. 
She wears short skirts that emphasize the fash- 
ionable arcs of her legs. Jealous women whose 
knees knock in the normal manner say that she 
pushes hers apart on purpose. She has snipped 
away the brassiére tapes and she plays up her 
gaunt hips with the motions of a castanet 
dancer. 

She carries her arms as awkwardly as she can. 
She wears no sleeves to deceive anybody. She 
cuts her armholes low enough to reveal a rib 
or two and at the back she gives her notorious 
shoulder-blades to the public to inspect. She 
sticks her little stomach out like a Rubens belle. 
Women are now wearing shoes that are really 
large enough for comfort, and some of them 
give the appearance of plodding in snow-shoes. 

A very modish dressmaker, Madame Mor- 
| phée (née Murphy) is now about to put out a 
new design, A la mode Cathie. It is meant to 

| emphasize anatomical eccentricities. 
Homely women begin to follow the wise old 
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Paddle Your Own 
a rubber cap down over her charming ears. 

“He,” thought Penelope, “is rather exclu- 
sive himself.” 
To which she would have added that she 

was darned glad of it. Only she wasn’t, 
wholly. : : 

Then, poised for the dive, she forgot him. 
Later, as she sat at the tip of the spring- 

board with her bright hair released from the 
confines of the rubber cap, he came back to 
mind again. - 

“Qh, good Lord!”’ her chief had groaned one 
morning back. in- June. “See who they’ve 
wished on me now.” 
The letter he had tossed to her was from the 

president of the Titan Company, written to 
inform: Penelope’s chief that Donald Sturgis 
was being sent to him for preliminary training 
in the art of tire-making. 

Penelope had puckered her brows over the 
name. .“‘Isn’t he something to do with foot- 
ball?” she had hazarded. 
“He is,” her chief had replied bitterly. 

“And crew and swimming and heavens knows 
what else. That’s why J. T. picked him, of 
course.” 

J. T. was the Titan’s president. A big man, 
undeniably, but like all big men apt to suffer 
from hallucinations. 
One of these—so viewed at least by his im- 

mediate and long-suffering subordinates—was 
his idea that among college graduates of current 
vintage might be discovered, annually, just 
the sort of new blood that the company should 
be infused with. 

The managers of the various Titan factories, 
to whom the delicate operation of infusion was 
intrusted, felt otherwise. 

“T feel,” J. T. had explained, “that the man 
who has made his mark in athletics and other 
student activities has revealed a capacity for 
leadership that should prove invaluable to us.” 
The managers felt otherwise. J. T.’s not 

very original idea was to start his protégés 
at the bottom of the ladder and rush them 
through an intensive course of training. 

“And,” Penelope’s chief had commented, 
“how these pampered campus pets love the 
bottom of the ladder.” 
He had glowered, briefly. Then: ‘Well, 

we'll put him at work unloading freight-cars. 
If he sticks long enough to reach the vulcan- 
izing pits he’ll be well baked, instead of just 
half baked, by the time he decides that his 
talents are wasted here.” 
The actual arrival of J. T.’s latest, one morn- 

ing in late June, had found Penelope busy 
typing the morning’s sheaf of dictation. She 
had, none the less, achieved an impression of 
him—a personable youngster, built as a var- 
sity end should be and competently, if casu- 
ally, tailored. 
That he did not lack self-assurance had been 

apparent to her. But then all J. T.’s contribu- 
tions were that way and Sturgis, at least, was 
saved from insufferableness by a nice smile— 
it had flashed at the other girl in the office when 
he had asked for the manager—and what 
Penelope had construed as an obvious desire 
to please as well as be pleased. 
At noon the next day, Penelope had seen 

Sturgis again. He was no longer competently 
tailored. He wore, above khaki trousers, only a 
sleeveless jersey that revealed the play and 
tipple of his bronzed shoulders. The day was 
hot and.so was he. He was one of a gang of 
unskilled laborers who were removing bales of 
crude rubber—a spongy, gray-colored mass— 
from freight-cars. 

“He’s getting his bumps,” Penelope had 
thought. “And I'll bet he doesn’t like them.” 

Sturgis hadn’t, particularly. He nad been 
warned that his beginnings would be unpleas- 
ant and had merely grinned. 
“We have found,” the Titan representative 

had persisted, “that the average college grad- 
uate seems to lack stamina. We can’t afford to 
waste time except on exceptional men.” 

Sturgis’ grin had widened. “Well, I’m 

Can OC (Continued from page 34) 

certainly exceptional in one way. I’m one of 
the few men in my class who aren’t going to 
sell bonds.” 

The sort of man, it seemed, that J. T. had in 
mind. So J. T.’s representative had decided, 
if not too optimistically. Varsity end, number 
four on the crew and a forward on the hockey 
team. President of the student council and 
voted by his classmates the most popular 
man on the campus. 

Such was Sturgis’ record. And with it to 
recommend him, he had spent the first day of 
his apprenticeship handling crude rubber under 
a broiling June sun. 

It had'struck him as funny then, because he 
had a sense of humor. Yet it had proved a day 
of unpalatable readjustments and it had galled 
him that he should be so tired at five o’clock. 

“There’s a trick to handling this stuff that I 
haven’t caught yet,”’ was the way he had com- 
forted himself, instinctively. 

But that was only partly true. The basic 
truth was that he was a specialized athlete and, 
as such, no more fitted for steady, unimagi- 
native drudgery than a race-horse is fitted for 
dragging an ice cart. 

They had not kept him on the freight-cars 
long. As a next step he was moved indoors 
to where the bales of rubber were put into vats 
of hot water to soften. Then along with the 
flow of the raw product he had progressed to 
the breakers—powerful machines which crushed 
the lumps between large corrugated rollers— 
and after that to the washing- and sheet-ma- 
chines. 

So from one stage to another he had ad- 
vanced until with the beginning of the hottest 
August in history he had come to the vulcan- 
izing pits. 

No one had asked him this August day if 
he intended to go to the ball game. The most 
popular man in his class was not popular with 
his fellows here. Why should he be? He was 
one of J. T.’s pets, getting shoved through to- 
ward a good job—a much better job than most 
of the men he worked with ever could hope for. 

“Hey, you big beob,” the foreman had bel- 
lowed at him that morning, “watch that 
crane—watch that crane!” 

An overwhelming desire to plant his fist 
right spang on the foreman’s nose had all but 
mastered him for a moment. Instead, he had 
set his lips and watched the crane. 

“To a place even hotter than the vulcanizing 
pit with your ball game!” he would have 
snapped at that minute had anybody asked if 
he intended to lend his support to the Titan 
nine that afternoon. 

All he had been waiting for was the noon 
whistle which*would give him respite for forty- 
two hours—and perhaps more. He wanted to 
think that out. He had, that morning, re- 
ceived a letter from Sam Bellows, his roommate 
at college. 

Sam was selling bonds—or trying to anyway. 

New York is hotter than the hinges 
(Sam had written), and bonds seem to be 
what most people prefer to hear nothing 
about these days! But even so, life has its 
compensations. 

I ran into Tommy Somers the other day 
and snagged a weekend bid out of him. 
Went down to Port Washington on nis old 
man’s twin-screw commuter—one of those 
forty-mile-an-hour birds with a Filipino 
steward and plenty of prewar stuff aboard 
—and lived like a millionaire generally 
from Friday to Monday. 

Say, do you remember Tommy’s sister 
Nan? You ought to. She asked about 
you particularly and wanted to know why 
a man of your talents and parts chose to 
bury himself in the hinterland among 
Goths and Vandals learning to make tires, 
when there certainly should be something 
nicer you could do. I agreed with her per- 
fectly and said I would tell you so. She 
said to give you her love and three kisses. 
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On the level, Don, what you’ve landed 
ourself in doesn’t sound to me like any 
d of roses and are you so sure that all 

this talk about a swell future isn’t hooey? 
Anyway, life is short and youth is fleeting, 
Why not chuck it and come down to New 
York? I’d be glad to halve my expenses 
and double my joys by sharing an apart- 
ment with you and you wouldn’t have any 
trouble landing something good. 

There’s a lot of old grads who are full of 
the old college spirit and always ready to 
give a fellow a hand. I think at that New 
York is the only place for a lad who wants 
a real future and—well, it is preeminently 
the place to get the most out of life. Think 
it over, you crab, and write or wire when 
you’re coming. 

This letter was not in Don’s pocket as he 
swam upstream, bathing-suits not being so 
equipped. It was, however, in the pocket of 
the suit that he had left, along with more inti- 
mate garments, on the bank upstream. 

There he was headed. Arriving, he produced 
cigarets and matches and, still in his bathing- 
suit, reread the letter. 

Of course—he grinned now—he remembered 
Nan Somers. She had rushed him at the 
Senior Prom the way girls frankly rush men 
nowadays. 

“Let’s not talk about the weather,” she had 
suggested coolly, as they sat on a rail under the 
stars between dances. ‘‘Let’s talk about sex.” 
They hadn’t, of course, talked about sex, 

That was just herline. Instead: 

“Coming down to New York after you gradu- 
ate?” she had asked. 

“T haven’t decided,” he had replied. 
“You'd better,” she had advised. “You'd 

get along swell in New York.” 
Don, with all due modesty, had suspected 

that. Other men had done it—Sam was even 
then planning to bestow himself on New York. 

“Get a job with some brokerage house or 
bank that will give you social connections and 
you can go anywhere, marry anybody you 
choose,”’ was Sam’s definitely stated explana- 
tion. 

Nor was he overstating it. In New York 
nowadays a young man may come from no- 
where but if he is personable and a bachelor he 
is invited everywhere. As one of a group heis, 
whenever he may choose, some girl’s guest at 
dinner, at the theater or the opera, and it is the 
woman who pays—or rather her fatner. 

The modern deb, in short, needs men in her 
business. 
“Why, one girl,” Sam had enlarged, “sent a 

special train up to Yale on the day of her début 
and brought down most of the senior class. 
It’s the old law of supply and demand and the 
pickings are darn good. Why stick your nose 
to the old grindstone when you can have the 
time of your life in New York?” 
Don felt differently about it—and said so. 
“The old Horatio Alger stuff—from rags to 

riches,’ Sam had commented disgustedly. 
“Well, live and learn, my lad!” 
They had gone their separate ways and— 

well, there was Sam, weekending at Port Wash- 
ington while he, Don Sturgis—— 

Don did not bother to finish that. He merely 
flicked away the stub of his cigaret and it was 
as if he flicked the Titan organization with it. 
Sam was right—New York was the place fora 
man. 

Not that he meant to try to achieve a repu- 
tation as the debs’ delight. It was just that he 
was beginning to suspect that there was a lot 
of hooey about this future stuff with the Titan 
organization. It wasn’t that he hated the 
town—so he assured himself—or was fed up 
with hard work; it was simply that he now 
realized that he hadn’t pinned the Titan repre 
sentative down to anything definite. = 

“The Titan organization is a big one,” J. T.’s 
emissary had said, “‘and you know what # 
tire industry is these days. Your future is all 
up to you.” 

To Don, sitting in the study he and Sam had 
shared, that had seemed persuasive eno 
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He had felt that he was capable of something 
bigger—and more original—in the way of a 

career than the selling of bonds. 
In brief, the Titan opening had seemed to 

him the more adventurous, more dramatic thing. 
But—well, just what was that future? 
“Four or five thou a year in the field ser- 

vice,” he informed himself, this August after- 
noon; “‘ten or fifteen if I get up to the general 
managership of a plant like this. The egg that 
has the job will never see forty again; he’s 
staved for the job—and I’ll bet he’s not as keen 
about his future as he might be.” 

This, he felt, was the way to go at it. He was 
now only doing what he should have done be- 
fore—considering the thing from all angles. 

“J will have a heart-to-heart talk with the 
manager Monday morning,” he promised him- 

~ did not add, “And that bimbo will have 
to go some to convince me that there is any 
sense in hanging around here,” but that was 
the way he felt. 

This much settled, he let his thoughts turn 
toward Sam—and New York. He did not pre- 
cisely picture himself seated beside Sam on 
some rich man’s commuter, ministered to by a 
Filipino steward, but he did reflect, reminis- 
cently, that Sam would get away with that 
sort of stuff. ; . 

“And,” he enlarged generously, “I wouldn’t 
be surprised if Sam cleaned up, too.” Some- 
thing more, that is, than fifteen thousand a 
year atforty. He did not add, even to himself, 
that if Sam could, so could he, but he did have 
that feeling. 

As for Nan Somers and ‘her message—that 
didn’t count. 

“She’d send the same message to Sam 
through me if the case were reversed,” he 
acknowledged—and knew that was the truth. 

Nevertheless, he was only twenty-four and 
no monk and the prospect of association with 
Nan and her sort after his sojourn here up- 
lifted him still more. 

In brief, he was no longer grim of lip when 
Penelope and her canoe again came into sight. 
She was still in her bathing-suit and, every- 
thing considered, was so fashioned and, at the 
moment, so presented, as to evoke a second 

glance from almost any masculine eye. 
The second glance he gave her was prolonged. 

Of that fact Penelope was not unconscious. 
“His second plunge seems to have improved 

his disposition,” she thought. This while she 
kept her eyes straight ahead, superbly un- 
aware of his existence. Yet he puzzled her. 
He no longer looked like a spanked boy or a 
spanked puppy. He looked—— 
“Tl bet,” guessed Penelope, at that point, 

“he’s decided to quit!” 
This was none of her business in one way. 

Yet just the same she knew that if Don Sturgis 
quit there would be ructions. Naturally J. T. 
himself never made an error in judgment. 
His ideas were always sound; when anything 
went wrong with them it was obviously the 
fault of the subordinates. 

Penelope had a sudden premonition that 
J. T. was going to be particularly nasty and 
sarcastic this time. 

Quite unconsciously her pace slackened a 
bit. And at that Don grinned. “Enjoy your 
swim?” he suggested experimentally. 

Penelope glanced toward him, her eyes cool, 
collected and disdainful. 
“What Mabe would call giving him the eye,” 

she would have explained. 
Except that Mabe, she realized, never would 

have given this young six-footer just that sort 
of eye. Mabe would have been interested and, 
had Penelope ignored the overture, irritated. 

“Say, what was the sense of being so stand- 
offish?” Mabe would have demanded subse- 
quently—Penelope could just hear her. 
And if Mabe were alone . . . 
Penelope smiled. Not at Don—although 
t was his impression—but at a suggestion 

her nimble processes had presented her with. 
Why,” this was, “not pretend to be Mabe this 

afternoon?” 
The idea intrigued her. Mabe would let 
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him pick her up in a moment—and Penelope 
knew Mabe’s line. Mabe always said any- 
thing that came into her head; she had no ret- 
icences. At the moment there was something 
Penelope ached to say to Don Sturgis. To the 
end that he at least would know what one per- 
son thought of his quitting. 

The still brilliance of the afternoon encom- 
passed her as she held her paddle poised. She 
could carry it through that way, beautifully, 

“Say, Mister Freshy!” she plunged. “When 
were you ever introduced to me?” 

Exactly as Mabe would have said it. Not as 
an ultimatum but as one who, having posed a 
question as to the proprieties, is willing to fore- 
go them if properly pressed and persuaded. 

And that was the idea Don got. His grin 
widened. He was, as has been said, no monk, 

“T thought we met down the river. Didn’t 
the spring-board introduce us?” 

“If it did,” retorted Penelope, now definitely 
cast in the réle of Mabe, “I didn’t exactly hear 
you say ‘pleased to meetcha.’ ” 

“T am very shy and easily scared,” he re- 
torted. “You looked as if you might push me 
off the spring-board if I didn’t move fast—and 
so I did!” 

“T’li say you did,”’ she affirmed. 
They had reached a.rubicon. Penelope 

sensed the slackening in his interest, a slacken- 
ing that she felt—not being overmodest about 
it—would not have been there had she not 
stepped out of character. 

The next move was hers. She twisted her 
paddle in the water, bent her sun-burnished 
head. Just as Mabe would have. 

‘Hot, ain’t it?” she experimented. 
“Tt’s a lot cooler in here,” he replied. 
Penelope pretended to hesitate. Then, 

“Can you prove it?” she demanded archly. 
“Come in and give me a chance,” he invited 

—as almost any male except a monk must have. 
“Well,” conceded Penelope, partaking of 

Mabe’s presumed liberality on that point, 
“we both work for the Titan Company and I 
know a lot about you anyway.” 

Penelope saw that he quickened at that, as 
men usually do. His curiosity was aroused as 
he sprang to assist her to the bank, but she did 
not at once appease it. 

Mabe, she felt sure, would first make it 
clear that she was a lady. 

“T don’t do this sort of thing usually,” she 
informed him in Mabe’s behalf, “only you can 
tell when a fellow is a gentleman and won't 
take too much for granted.” 

“T understand perfectly,” Don assured her, 
“Won't you sit down?” 

He spoke with lazy assurance but Mabe, 
certainly, would have taken no exception to 
that. Penelope, however, knew that he had 
appraised her, found her beautiful but pre- 
sumably dumb and was prepared to find an 
afternoon’s diversion in approving her sweet 
eyebrows while damning her intelligence— 
and feminine subterfuges. 

Nevertheless, she sat down, her slim ankles 
crossed, the suppleness and flow of her sea- 
nymph body marvelously accentuated by the 
severity of her black bathing-suit. 

“‘Besides,’”’ she went on, as persistent to the 
point as Mabe would have been—though work- 
ing in an oposite direction, “I do the office 
filing and I filed your card. So even if you 
don’t exactly know me I know you almost as 
well as your mother does.” 
Mabe did work in the filing department and 

had, in Penelope’s presence, commented on 
the card giving the record of Penelope’s com- 
panion. For the rest, Penelope felt that she 
probably did know him better than his mother, 
in some ways, at that. 

At the moment, for instance, it was apparént 
to her that he felt that anybody who knew 
about him and his record might be expected to 
approve of both. He made no comment, 
merely helped himself to a cigaret and then, as 
an afterthought, offered her one. 

“No, thanks; I don’t smoke,” she said. 
“You needn’t take it to heart,” he grinned. 

“T know a lot of really nice girls who don’t.” 
He placed the cigaret between his lips, 
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And | 
in spite of herself, something feminine in her | 

| approved of him. He had clear eyes and a 
| clean mouth and there was about him the sug- 
| gestion of an extremely nice warmth. 

He puffed the cigaret to a glow and then, dis- 
posing of the match, glanced up and met her 

furrowed hjs brows over the lighting of it. 

eyes. 
Neither spoke for an instant. She had been 

taken unawares and he was, she realized, ap- 
praising her anew. Thinking, she felt—and 
hoped—how little she looked like the kind of 
girl she sounded 

Nevertheless, she snapped the spell. Swiftly, 
“T should think,”’ she advanced, “that a swell 
athlete like you would be playing on the ball 
team this afternoon. How come you ain’t?” 
He stiffened perceptibly, then achieved a 

crooked smile. ‘Nobody asked me to,” he 
informed her. And added, “But this is much 
better, don’t you think?” 

Penelope tried to look as coy as Mabe would 
have. 

“Oh, I’ll bet,”’ she said, ‘“‘that that’s the sort 
of stuff you tell every girl. I know what you 
college fellows are like . . . Anyway, playing 
on a small-time team like the Titan’s wouldn’t 
seem much to you after playing for a college.” 

“T can play baseball after a fashion but foot- 
ball was more my specialty—when it came to 
balls,” he explained. ‘“But”—he smiled at 
her—“I got an idea that my services weren’t 
exactly being clamored for—not here.” 

“Oh, that,” said she, grasping the awaited 
opening, “is because they’re all jealous of you. 
They know you are one of J. T.’s pets and will 
be pushed ahead and all that—if you don’t 
quit. That's what they’re all trying to make 
you do.” 

“Quit?” he echoed, a bit uncertainly—yet 

| Penelope ignored that. 
indignantly. 

“T don’t suppose I 
ought to talk to you this way” —Mabe’s favor- 
ite preface to bald indiscretion, that—‘‘but 
somebody ought to tip you off. They’re all 
betting you’ll quit any day now. Why, even 

| the manager said he’d bet you’d not last until 
the middle of August.” 

He flushed under his tan and, 
Penelope informed Penelope, “‘hit home.’ 

Nevertheless, she continued to regard him as 
|Mabe might have. “And,” she added, “if 
ri was you I would quit right now and leave 
| them flat.” 

He looked his surprise. ‘What do you 
| mean?” he asked. 

“Tt would serve them right,” she assured him 
with the same feminine logic she knew “Mabe 
would display—Mabe worked for the Titan 
Company but it was her proud boast that it 
didn’t own her. “They don’t appreciate you.’ 

“T will say they don’t,” he interposed. 
He did grin, however, and that was to his 

credit. Nevertheless: 
“Or,” she went on, “the favor you are doing 

them in coming here.” 
“Oh, I don’t know as I’d call it that,” he 

protested hastily. “I——” 

“That,” } 

“Anybody who could get a job anywhere else 
would be doing the company a big favor com- | 
ing to this hole,’ she argued. ‘And a fellow 
who’s been a big athlete and has a swell record | 
like your filing-card shows must have lots of | 
friends who would just jump to give him a job 
almost anywhere.” 
He gave her a swift glance, as if suspecting 

satire. But her eyes met his openly. Cleo- 
patra, greeting Antony as the world’s greatest 
conqueror—and using exactly the same line she | 
had used with Cesar—could not have looked | 
more innocent or sincere. 

“Why, I’ll bet,” announced Penelope, “you | | 
could go right down to New York and get a| 
job this minute if you wanted to.” 

He did not deny that—only looked surprised | 
that she should realize it. 

“And that,” thought Penelope, “is just what 
he plans to do!” 

Well, pursuing her devious way, she’d give 
him something to think of. - 

“And you’d be with your own sort there,” | 
she enlarged. ‘People who appreciate you. | 

Tac Ten / 
This new _self- aoe ee 
bale not only makes 
look thinner INSTANTLY 
—but quickly takes off 
rolls of excess fat. 

IET is often weakening— 
drugs are dangerous—stren- 

uous reducing exercises are liable 
to strain your heart. The only 
safe method of reducing is mas- 
sage. This method sets up a 
vigorous circulation that seems 
to melt away the surplus fat. 
The Weil Reducing Belt, made 
of special reducing rubber, pro- 
duces exactly the same results 
as a_ skilled masseur, only 
quicker and cheaper. Every 
move you make causes the 
Weil Belt to gently 
massage your abdomen. 
Results are rapid because 
this belt works for you 
every second. 

Fat Replaced by 
Normal Tissue 

From 4 to 6 inches of 
flabby fat usually van- 
ish in just a few weeks. 
Only solid, normal tissue 
remains. The Weil Re- 
ducing Belt is endorsed by 
physicians because it not 
only takes off fat, but helps 
correct stomach disorders, con- 
stipation, backache, shortness of 
breath and puts sagging internal 
organs back into place. 

Special 10-day Trial Offer 
Send no money. Write for detailed description and 
testimonials from delighted users. Write at once. Spe- 
cial 10-day trial offer. The Weil Co., 192 Hill Street, 
New Haven, Connecticut. 
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: 192 Hill Street, New Haven, Conn. 
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i of the Weil Scientific Reducing Belt, and also 
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language. Endorsed by French 
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And to the one man in 
all the world she really 
wanted! It had been love 
at first sight with her, 
but od just couldn’t seem 
to * heratall. Then 
she a an advertise- 
ment, just like you are 
now reading this one. 
She sent for “Fascinating 
Womanhood, ” that amaz- 
ing book that tells how 

to win the man you love. You, too, can attract 
and win the man of your choice with the help of 
this wonderful book. Write your name and ad- 
dress on the margin and mail to us with 10 cents 
and a booklet telling you all about this new book 
will be sent postpaid. 

THE PSYCHOLOGY PRESS 
4865 Easton Ave., St. Louis, Mo. Dept. 42-B 



alck Safe 
Quic Relief! 

Dr. Scholl's Zino-pads give 
absolute relief from corn pain 
the minute they are applied 
by cushioning the corn and 
removing the cause—friction and 
pressure of shoes. These small, 
thin, soft, protective pads heal 
corns naturally and with posi- 
tive safety and surety. That is 
why doctors use and recom- 

mend them. Alsospecial 
sizes for Callouses and 
Bunions. Buy a box to- 
day. At all drug, shoe 
and dept. stores—35c. 
For free sample (mention size 
desired) and booklet, address 
The Scholl Mfg. Co. + Chicago 

Dr Scholl's 
Zino-pads 

Put one on—the pain is gone! 

Kill The Hair Root 
My method wl na sega a Hy goon from nen | again. Easy, 
painless, free. Write 
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10 ‘Inches Off 
Waistline In 
35 Days 

*T reduced from 48 inches to 38 
inches in 35 days,” says R. E. 
Johnson, of Akron, O., “just by 
wearing a Director Belt. Stom- 
ach now firm, doesn’t sag and I 
feel fine.” 

The Director Belt gets at the 
cause of fat and quickly re- 
moves it by its gentle, Kneading, 
Massaging action on the a 
men, which causes the fat to be 
dissolved and absorbed. ou- 
sands have proved it and doctors 
recommend it as _ natural way 
to reduce. Stop drugs, exercises 
and dieting. Try this easy way. 

Sent on Trial 
Let us prove our claims. 

We'll send a Divectes for trial. 
If you don’t get results you owe 
nothing. You don’t risk a penny. 
Write for trial offer, doctors’ en- 
dorsements and letters from 
users. Mail the coupon NOW 
LANDON & WARNER 
332 S. La Salle St., Chicago, Mi. 

Landon & Warner, Dept. A2, 332 &. LaSalle, Chicago 
Gentlemen: Without cost or obligation on my part 

please send me details of your trial offer. 
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T’ll bet’”’—she endeavored to look as much like 
Mabe as possible—“‘you know a lot of girls 
down there. Girls with rich fathers, too. You 
= probably marry one.’ 

o, thanks,” he said, with sudden violence. 
The ‘perplexity i in his eyes as they searched 

hers was more pronounced than ever. 
“What,” he added abruptly, “makes them 

all so sure that I’ll quit?” 
rs did not, Penelope saw, at all relish the 

word. 
“Because all J. T.’s prize beauties—that’s 

what they call you college fellows—always do. 
They say you’re all quitters because——” 

“T don’t agree,”. he interrupted heatedly. 
“Say,” she protested, “J didn’t say ‘that. 

Didn’t I say this was an awful hole to work in? 
I hafta, but believe me, if I was a man I’d 
get out.” 

This, apparently, suggested no comment to 
him. So: 

“And I don’t see why they call you a spoiled 
baby just because you are used to lots of at- 
tention,” she advanced warmly. “You would 
be used to it. It must be grand to be able to 
play football the way you did, with gia | 
hollering your name every time you mov 
He blushed boyishly. “Oh, I say!” he pro- 

tested. “You make me sound like—” 
“Well, it’s true, ain’t it? I feel like telling 

the manager so when he gets off that sarcastic 
stuff about no college hero ever being able to 
play the game without a lot of applause. Or 
saying that when it comes to real nerve the 
fellows that do the dirty work have twice as 
much—and don’t expect to be patted on the 
back and tucked into bed every night.” 

Don’s eyes darkened. “Did he say that?” 
Penelope hesitated. She knew just what she 
= but she had no right to involve her 
chief. 

“Well, not exactly,” she amended. “But 
that’s his idea. I guess he’s getting kind of 
touchy because every time one of J. T.’s pets 
quits, J. T. lands on him.” 

She looked at him expectantly but he said 
nothing. He seemed to be considering the si- 
lent pool that reflected the slender grace of the 
willow or perhaps the shimmer of gold on the 
tranquil river beyond. But she had a feeling 
he saw neither. 

And swiftly she felt compunction—as she 
should have, for under the veneer of partisan- 
ship every word she had said she had definitely 
barbed. 

“T suppose,” he began slowly—and surpris- 
ingly, “that there is something in what the 
manager says. But just the same——” 

He stopped there and Penelope literally held 
her breath. 

“But just the same I don’t think I’m a quit- 
ter,” he finished. 
He looked wu 

He was, she reali 
with himself. 

“I suppose,” he admitted honestly, “I do 
like popularity and applause.” 

“Y’m rather keen for both myself,” admitted 
Penelope, as honestly, and, for a moment, for- 
getting her réle. 

He did not notice her lapse. ‘The real ques- 
tion,” he enlarged, ‘‘is what it all leads to. I 
had an idea that it might lead to something 
worth while. But now—well, I’m beginning to 
wonder.” 

Penelope forgot her réle again. “It can’t 
help but be worth while—if you stick it out,” 
she broke in. “Can’t you see that?” 

“T may be dumb—but I can’t. In fact——” 
“You forget,” she interrupted again, “that 

having college men like you is J. T.’s pet idea. 
It hasn’t worked out very well yet, but that 
has made him all the more determined that it 
should. He—why, if you only stick he’ll go 
out of his way to push you ahead. I—TI only 
wish I had the same chance, I——” 

She stopped short, conscious of something 
new in his eyes. 

“Gee,” she amended swiftly, striving des- 
perately to get back into her réle of Mabe 
again, “I certainly do argue both ways, don’t 

| I? Ma says I talk like a nut sometimes.” 

but Penelope said nothing. 
» arguing not with her but 
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He, however, continued to gaze at her. He 
was, she knew, trying to fathom her. And 
suddenly she felt a perfectly preposterous, 
wholly unprecedented sense of panic. She 
rose swiftly, almost hectically. 

“T’m always butting into other people’s 
business anyway,” she added. “I guess I’d 
better paddle my own canoe.” 
He rose, his trim six feet towering over her 

slim five-feet-two. He said nothing for a mo- 
ment—a pregnant moment. 

It could not be anything but that, for he, 
after all, was only twenty-four and "she but 
twenty-two. His eyes sought her and hers 
met them, curiously defiant. But only briefly, 
They fell as he spoke. 

“ ‘Oh, wad,’ ” Phe quoted, half prog 
half wryly, «some power the giftie gie us, to 
see oursel’s as others see us’. . . Well, you 
certainly did.” 
a said nothing—what was there to 

say 
“You were very clever,’”’ he went on. “Al 

most clever enough to get away with it. I all 
but accepted you at your face value.” 
He grinned down at her and again something 

feminine stirred in Penelope. 
“Well, what’s the matter with my face?” she 

inquired, on an impish impulse. 
No use now, she knew, to pretend to be 

Mabe. 
He did not answer that but his eyes dark- 

ened, for a moment, as water does when a 
strong gust sweeps over it. Then, abruptly: 

“You did rather ache to tell me I was acting 
like a spoiled baby, didn’t you?” he challenged. . 

Penelope saw no reason to deny it. ‘“Weren’t 
you?” she asked. 

“T imagine I must have seemed so,” he ad- 
mitted. “I did expect a bit more attention— 
and approval—from the powers that be.” 

“But can’t you see that that would only be 
stressing the favoritism idea—and that 
wouldn’t have made it any easier among the 
men?” 

“Naturally not,” he conceded. Penelope 
felt his eyes seek hers again. ‘‘What made you 
pretend to be—well, the sort of girl you so 
unmistakably are not?” 

Penelope felt she might as well be direct. 
“Because,” she replied coolly, “it gave me a 
chance to sting you—without giving you a 
chance to get back.” 
He grinned swiftly, delightedly. “You dida 

thorough job,” he assured her. “But why 
should you bother? There must have been 
some reason. Something that eludes me.’ 

“There was. I’m private sec to the manager, 
you see. And I knew if you quit it would 
make trouble for the manager—at least a let- 
ter from J. T. that would spoil his day and 
mine too. Men are that way, you know.” 

He grinned anew. Then: “I had just about 
decided to quit,” he admitted—he did not, 
she noted, sidestep the verb. 

“Oh,” she said serenely, “I knew that!” 
He did not look surprised, nor did he ask 

her how she knew. 
“But I think I’ll stick around instead,” he 

added. “So our afternoon has not been 
wasted, after 

Penelope herself did not feel that it had been, 
somehow. But she did not tell him so. She 
merely smiled and moved toward her canoe. 

“Must you go?” he asked swiftly, a new note 
in his voice. 

He didn’t want her to. And he no longer 
spoke with lazy assurance. 

Penelope wavered. She didn’t, somehow, 
want to go herself. And that being so, why— 
be silly? He was, really, awfully nice and-—— 
‘Do you vasa green olives, or ripe ones?” 

she asked abruptly. 
He did not look surprised, merely grinned. 

“Ripe ones, of course,”’ he said. 
He think, ” commented Penelope, “that al- 

most constitutes an introduction.” And with 
that she reseated herself. Casually enough, to 
all outer seeming, but with a certain quickening 
in her. That was inevitable. 

Experience—or perhaps the word should be 
experiments—had made her wary. Of, that is, 
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the way a man will ever misinterpret a girl’s 
motives. This man, she had determined, 
would have no mistaken conception of what 
she thought of him. She had gone to him not 
to bind his wounds, pouring in oil and wine, 
but to apply caustic. She had done that and 
still—well, he was obviously as other men. 

Penelope stayed at her peril—and Penelope 
knew it. 
The soft sunshine and the dusky fragrance of 

the trees encompassed them as they talked of 
many things. And presently Penelope got the 
volume of verse and read bits from that. And 
still later she produced ham sandwiches and 
ripe olives and shared them with him. 
The pale enchantment that precedes the 

sunset came on and then the sunset itself 
flamed into glory across the western sky. Fora 
spell they were silent. 
Then the sunset faded and she came to her 

feet. “I must go,” she announced—and 
offered him her hand. 
He took it and held it, perhaps a bit longer 

than he should. Then: “Do you by any 
chance come here Sundays, too?” he asked. 

“Usually,” admitted Penelope—which was 
a considerable concession for Penelope. 

In fact: “Mabe herself might have said the 
same thing,” Penelope informed Penelope as 
Penelope paddled back downstream through 
the glamorous gloom. Nevertheless, she didn’t 
care. Not with the memory of that which had 
leaped into his eyes as she had spoken. 

“But supposing it rains tomorrow?” he had 
ested almost apprehensively. 

Penelope had not told him so but she had 
felt very sure it wouldn’t rain or that it 
wouldn’t matter much if it did. 
Because—well, because he was ever so nice 

and because he liked ripe olives and sunsets 
savored in silence and Edna St. Vincent Millay 
and because she knew now that he certainly 
wasn’t the sort to quit when there was any- 
thing definite in sight. 
Even if it should rain Sunday. 

to —— 

What Is White? 
(Continued from page 69) 

was Lady Alice Underwood. He stared at her 
speechless as she walked towards him, meet- 
ing his gaze calmly, without embarrassment. 

“T have come,” she said simply, “to tell you 
what you suspect already. I was Jane Smith.” 
“Why, in heaven’s name——?” he burst out. 
“Don’t you see,” she interrupted, “I must 

know what you mean to do.” 
“That’s just the abominable part of it. What 

can I do?” 
“Then you'll keep my secret?” 
Sir Humphrey opened his mouth to repudi- 

ate the suggestion that he held his professional 
honor as lightly as she had held her personal 
honor. But the impulse was checked by the 
sudden thought that he might perhaps exact 
a price for the silence nothing would induce 
him to break. If only he could persuade her 
to give Peter up! It was worth trying anyway. 
“Your secret is safe with me,”’ he answered, 

“on one condition—that you take back your 
ong to marry my son and go right out of 

e ” 

“Never’”—she spoke in a soft whisper— 
“never. I love Peter. I love him with all my 
heart and soul.” 

Peter’s father gave his indignation rein. 
“Yet you’re prepared to deceive him—to take 

name of an honest man, you who—— And 
u call that love! What I can’t understand is 
w you had the effrontery to come down here. 

I suppose you hoped I shouldn’t recognize you.” 
“TI never thought about it at all. How could 

I have dreamed you were Peter’s father?” 
“But the name—my name.” 
“I never heard your name. 

Were just one of the doctors.” 
“Well, that doesn’t alter the fact that you’re 

unfit to be the wife of any decent man.”? 
“I don’t agree with you, and what is more, 

There—you 
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BEAUTY SECRETS OF 

FAMOUS BEAUTIES 

BSTELLE TAYLOR, lovely 
as the sunrise, a vision 

of beauty whose brilliant 
acting has lifted her to 
stardom both on the stage 

and on the screen, 
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‘Lhave finally 
found the perfect 

” eye make-up 
—SAYS ESTELLE TAYLOR 

The make-up that promotes lash growth! 

| pe beauties, undisputed arbiters of the 
mode, have at last discovered the way to 

adorn the eyes with deserving loveliness. They 
have found, and appropriated for their very own 
this lash dressing that quickly makes the eyes 
seem larger, more expressive and utterly allur- 
ing. It is Cream Winx-the smart new eye make- 
up that comes in a silvery compact, wafer thin. 

The very simplicity of application makes this 
lash and eyebrow dressing the more precious. 

Just a light caress of the lashes, with dainty 
finger tips or your eyebrow brush . . . And the 
lashes now softly lustrous and shadowy, be- 
stow on the eyes bewitching beauty. 
Make this smart Cream Winx a part of your 

toilette. It will promote the growth of allur- 
ing, long lashes. Without the slightest hint 
of artificiality it will glorify the loveliness of 
your eyes. Make them enchanting: 
Wherever you purchase your beauty aids you can ob- 

tain new Cream Winx in the silvery vanitie—complete, 
only 75c, in black or brown. 
Where you find Cream Winx you'll find Cake Winx. 

For those who prefer the cake-form of lash-dressing 
there is none quite so effective. 75c complete, black or 
brown shade. RossCompany, 243 W.17th St., NewYork. 

Bestows Beauty 

Promotes Growth 

N X 
i 

Learn Our Secret 
of Earning 

Money 

by Friendly 
Visits or 

Telephone! 
F YOU can use extra money, from $5 or $10 

a week to $150 a month, and more, we can 

show you how to earn it in your spare time! 

It’s just a matter of acting as our spare- 
time subscription representative. While visit- 

ing friends or chatting over the telephone you 
can easily take care of the new and renewal 
subscriptions in your neighborhood for Cos- 
mopolitan, Good Housekeeping, and our other 

lendid zi We pay you well. 

Thousands of men and thousands of women 
of all ages have established a steady extra in- 
come through our plan. Mrs. Florence M. 

Caffee of Wyoming, the mother of five chil- 

dren, has earned as much as $150 a month. 

Why not investigate? No experience needed. 

We show you exactly how to start. Just fill 
out and send the coupon. 

Mrs. Florence M. Caffee,Wyoming, 
has earned as much as $150 a 

month through our plan. 

s 

DEPT. B229, COSMOPOLITAN, ! 
57th St. at 8th Ave., New York, N. Y. i 

Please send me full details of your Spare-Time u 
Money-Making Plan. : 
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‘Itching Skin 
If you suffer with skin itching don’t lie 
awake at night, apply soothing, cooling 
ZEMO, the antiseptic treatment which has 
helped thousands. Druggists, 35c, 60c, $1.00. 

zemo 
FOR SKIN IRRITATIONS 

OOL INFORMATION 
Catalogs of Schools in U. §. FREE. Want for 
Girls or Boys? For 22 years supported and endorsed 
by 200 leading schools: 

American Schools Association, Address 
1212 TIMES Bidg., N.Y.C. or 1204 Stevens Bidg., Chicago 

Soothes burns 
instantly! 
The cruel pain of a burn is 
conquered— almost from the 
moment Unguentine is ap- 
plied. The famous antisep- 
tic surgical dressing used by 
8 out of 10 hospitals. Helps 
prevent infection. Almost 
invariably no scar is left. 
Buy Unguentine today. 
Keep it in the bathroom, 
kitchen, shop, auto kit. All 
druggists’, 50¢. Send for 
“What To Do,” by M. 
W. Stofer, M.D. 
The Norwich Pharmacal 

Co., Norwich, N. Y. Cana- 
dian address, - 
193 Spadina E xorwich) 
Ave., Toronto, Sa 



The 
With O 
In this book six famous 
authors open their minds to 
you frankly and freely. For 
example, it tells: 

How Fannte 

Hurst Gets 

Story Ideas 
“IT was attending a concert 
at the New York Hippo- 
drome several years ago, and 
because the house was sold 
out I was only able to get a 
chair on the stage. From 
vere I sat I faced the vast, 

dim amphitheatre. 
“There appeared sudden- 

ly in the wings the young 
violinist whose fame at 
twenty-five had already 
swung around the world. A 
row of figures followed him. 
A short, stout man carrying 
the silk-swathed violin; be- 
hind this man the pale, tim- 
id face of a woman; and 
then came in steps the curi- 
ous, prideful faces of three 
young people, brothers and 
sisters, no doubt, of the 
young genius at the head of 
the group. 

“It was there the idea for 
‘“Humoresque’ was born. 
The young soloist, taking 
the violin, stepped onto 
the platform... .” 

Read Miss Hurst's whole 
account of the writing of her 
best story—one of the six 
“best stories” in this amaz- 
ing book. Read them all. 
Read the introduction, in 
which a great editor (who 
knows authors as even they 
cannot know themselves) 
sets forth his conclusions 
about how writers go about 
it to win success. 

Thrilling, 
Absorbing! 

This is a book you will en- 
joy reading again and 
again! Nowhere else can 
you get such thrilling, ab- 
sorbing pictures of creative 
ability at work. 
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aw Book—Yours 
ur Compliments! 

Ne 

We Want You to Have 
Our latest, newest and best gift book. It contains the stories of stories—it is 
like Cosmopolitan’s other famous collection; but this new book is even more 
interesting, entertaining, absorbing, revealing and delightful! 
“My Favorite Story” brings you the best work—self-chosen—of Fannie 

Hurst; of Sir Philip Gibbs; of Robert Hichens; of Ring W. Lardner; of Mon- 

tague Glass; and of W. Somerset Maugham. 

Behind the Scenes 
of Literature 

With each story is an introduction by its 
author, telling how it was written, the source 
of the idea, the way it was developed, the 
standard set, how rapidly the work was done— 
just the sort of things you have always wanted 
to know. Never before have these authors ex- 
plained thusthedetailsof their working methods. 

Only a personal friend, as is Ray Long, 
Editor of Cosmopolitan, could have persuaded 
them to select the best stories they have 
written—and then to put into print the secrets 
of the craft of writing—to take you behind the 
scenes of literature, and let you see fiction made! 

The stories in this remarkable book are en- 
tertaining; the explanations are fascinating! 

Your Copy Is Waiting 
for You 

It is not for sale—never can be, under the 
conditions of its publication. But-we can give 
it away. We'll send it without cost, if you 
inshore to Cosmopolitan for two years. 

A two years’ subscription brings you 20 full 
length novels—3oo fascinating short stories— 
200 stimulating features—romance, humor, 
mystery, adventure and interesting articles— 
everything you can possibly desire in reading 
and every word from the pen of a master! 
“My Pavorite Story”—and 24 big issues of 

Cosmopolitan Magazine, worth $8.40 at the 
35c¢ single-copy price—yours for only $4.50! 

You will not have long to wait for your book 
and magazine if you mail the coupon now. 

Cosmopolitan regular subscription price $3 a year; Canada $3.50 a year; Foreign Countries $4. 

Cosmopo.itan, Dept. 229, Fifty-Seventh Street at Eighth Avenue, New York, New York. 

Yes, please send me Cosmopolitan for two years, and “My Favorite Story.” 
$4.50 when billed O. This is a new subscription O a renewal 0. : 

(Please check to indicate mode of payment and kind of subscription) 

I enclose $4.50 O. I will remit 
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Y’m sure Peter wouldn’t agree with you 
* ” 

ay ask me to believe that Peter would 
u if he knew you had—that you were 

jane'Smith! ‘The idea is unthinkable?” 
“Of course he would marry me if I told him 

ing—all the circumstances.” 
“Then why didn’t you tell him when he first 

proposed to you?” 

“Because Lawrence—because this man was 
his friend and he is dead.” 
“That makes it all the worse.” 
“ff only I could make you understand!” 

Lady Alice murmured desperately. “This 
man, Jane Smith’s man, was a volunteer— 
gave up everything at the very beginning of the 
war to fight for England—for the women of 

. He was brave and honest. And he 
loved me, though I never cared for him.” 

“Just as I thought—a sordid war intrigue.” 
“No. A war service—part of my war ser- 

vice. I’ve always looked at it in that light. It 
ed on his last leave, the night before he 

went back to die. He knew that it was the 
end for him. ‘You’re the last woman I shall 
ever kiss,’ he said. How could I refuse him?” 
“You talk as if a woman’s honor were a mere 

? 

“Yes—compared with a man’s life. I felt it 
so and I wasn’t the only one. Most women 
were ready then to help in any way they could. 
The way was an accident. I was perfectly free, 
too, for I didn’t know Peter then. And I don’t 
regret what I did even now,” she added de- 
fiantly. “I know he found joy in my arms and 

to face death with—and I am glad.” 
“Hush—hush!”? Sir Humphrey was shocked 

to the core. “Your point of view,” he said at 
, “seems to me not only immoral but 

unnatural. To take advantage of a girl’s mis- 
taken generosity is a crime, war or no war. Ob- 
viously this man was the more to blame in this 
deplorable affair, but if I condoned it, I should 
be as bad. My duty is clear. Either you must 
give Peter up or tell him the whole story.” 

“Of course, I am in your power,” she ac- 
knowledged, with a gesture of surrender. ‘Since 
you insist upon it, I will tell Peter, but I can’t . 
stay under your roof now. Perhaps you could 
send me up to town early tomorrow before he 
comes down to breakfast.” 
“Certainly, if you prefer not to see him 

“Not till he knows, anyway. I'll leave a 
letter for him.” 
“We must not give any occasion for gossip. 

Frost can be told you had an urgent telephone 
call tonight. I’ll order the car for seven, if you 
canbe ready by then.” 

“T shall be ready. There’s no more to be 
said, I think. Good night.” 

Before Sir Humphrey could get to the door, 
Lady Alice had disappeared as silently as she 
came. Painful as the interview had been, he 
felt on the whole relieved. It had made the 
duty of saving Peter from this magdalen who 
did not even pretend to be repentant easier 
than he had anticipated. A tearful appeal to 
his generous instincts would have been much 
harder to resist than her outrageous ‘declar- 
ation of rights which, he felt, menaced the 

le edifice of male comfort and security. 
Pausing at the door of his valet’s room, Sir 

Humphrey gave the order for the car on his 
way up to bed. 

“Her ladyship asked me to give you this 
letter.” The servant’s voice startled Sir 
Humphrey from uneasy dreams on the follow- 
ing morning. 

“I hope,” he forced himself to say as he 
glanced at the envelop lying on his tea-tray, 
“she got off quite comfortably.” 

‘Quite, sir. I asked whether I should rouse 
om or Mr. Peter, but her ladyship would not 

ve anyone disturbed.” 
Sir Humphrey slipped the letter under the 

tray as his son burst into the room. 
‘What’s all this?” Peter inquired. “Frost 

says Alice went off at daybreak in your car.” 
..Yes. A telephone call came for her last 

t after you’d gone to bed. Some friend 

suddenly taken ill—anyway, she begged me to 
send her up to town early.” 
“Why wasn’t I wakened? I could have 

driven her up myself.” 
“Apparently she wouldn’t have you dis- 

turbed,” Sir Humphrey responded. 
“T can’t understand her going off like that. 

Did she say who the friend was?” 
“No. She said she’d write to you.” 
Peter dashed out of the room, leaving his 

father mystified. Was the confession Lady | * 
Alice had promised to write still lying on the 
hall table? If so, why had it not been brought 
up as usual with the morning’s mail? Locking 
the door, Sir Humphrey tore open the envel- 
op addressed to himself. 

It contained nothing but a letter directed in 
a firm upright hand to ‘Peter Mardon, Esq.,’ 
and sealed with a large silver seal. The sight of 
it intensified Sir Humphrey’s distress. He had 
not anticipated that she would make him the 
messenger of his son’s enlightenment. 
How much of the truth, he wondered, did 

this letter contain? He would, he supposed, 
have to give it to Peter after breakfast and 
explain the lie of the telephone message. *. 
Though he dreaded unspeakably the ordeal 

that awaited him, Peter would, he tried to con- 
vince himself, take the blow like the man he 
was. He would cut this jade out of his heart, 
and sooner or later another woman would heal 
the wound. 

When, sick with apprehension, he descended 
to the breakfast-room, his son was not there. 
Mr. Peter, Frost explained, had swallowed a 
cup of coffee and gone out in his car without 
leaving any message. But the feeling of relief 
which this announcement inspired died as the 
consequences of the boy’s absence grew clear. 
Peter evidently had followed the girl to Lon- 
don. He ce: A meet her and learn the exis- 
tence of the letter he had not received. 
Odious as the idea of renewing communication 

with Lady Alice was, Sir Humphrey realized 
that he must for his own sake make her aware 
of the position before Peter could reach town. 
The telephone book doubtless would supply 
her address and number. Diligent search 
failed, however, to reveal any trace of her 
name. Nor were inquiries at the head office, 
when he got through to London, more fruitful. 

In spite of its midsummer beauty the master 
of Monkshill failed for once to find in his gar- 
den balm for his distracted soul. By the time 
the sun had passed its meridian Peter must, his 
father concluded, have heard Lady Alice’s 
story from her own lips. Perhaps he had al- 
ready started home. 

Fortified by this hope, Sir Humphrey busied 
himself with plans for the future. To help the 
boy over this, his first real sorrow, must be his 
father’s chief concern, even if it involved the 
sacrifice of his own tastes and habits. They 
would fill the house with Peter’s dancing and 
hunting friends. Or if Peter preferred it, he 
would even consent to shut up Monkshill and 
travel until some pure unstained maiden should 
blot out the poisoned memory of today. 

Sir Humphrey had almost completed this 
consoling mental picture when they brought 
Peter home. It was really a miracle that he 
was alive at all. The car tearing at breakneck 
speed round a corner about half-way between 
Monkshill and London had collided with a 
lorry and overturned. It had taken some hours 
to procure an ambulance and to drive him 
very slowly back to his father’s house. 

The doctor helped Sir Humphrey to remove 
Peter’s clothes and to complete his diagnosis. 
It was a case of severe concussion complicated 
by internal injuries. He might with care and 
luck recover. 

Through the delirium of the days and nights 
that followed the name of “Alice” resounded 
like a recurrent melody. Peter’s spirit seemed 
to abide with her, now cajoling, now upbraid- 
ing, always adoring. During his perpetual 
vigil at his son’s bedside, Sir Humphrey rec- 
ognized the depth and poignancy of the passion 
this woman had inspired in him. It was a 
quality of emotion entirely outside his own 

Tired of sitting 

at home 
A beautiful bride of only last June, yet 
she found herself bored, bored to tears. 
Nearly every night Henry came home 
from the office sniffing and sneezing. 
Too irritable, too weary, too worried 
about himself to take her to a dance 
or to the theatre. What could she do 
for her heartache? 
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experience. Were there, he asked himself, 
ae an ora in human nature which he never 

d suspected, transcendent impulses not to be 
measured by the foot rule of conventional 
morality, far beyond the mere desire of the 
flesh and the tepid sentiment that is supposed 
to sanctify it? 

As the whole litany of love fell in disjointed 
phrases from his son’s lips, they evoked the 
memory of forgotten scenes in the early years 
of his own married life—scenes in which his 
wife had derided the cold comfort he offered 
her in a way he had found embarrassing and 
“not quite nice.”” Yes; Peter was his mother’s 
son, with the same romantic view of life, the 
same ardent capacity for love. And he had 
always felt himself excluded from their mutual 
confidence. 

To both mother and’son he never had been 
anything but a stranger, to be humored and 
coddled because, as a bread-winner, he was in- 
dispensable. That was just the bald, bitter 
truth. 

During those long night-watches he was 
unable to withstand the desolating sense of 
failure—failure to understand the two human 
creatures who were so dear to him. 

At intervals Peter’s unleashed mind wan- 
dered to episodes of the war wherein he had 

| played his part. One night another name shot 
ete we: | out of the rambling story. For the moment 

y | | Peter seemed quite coherent. 
“Don’t worry, Lawrence, old son,” he said; 

| you get through this, I know you’ll do the 
| right thing by her. Alice—yes, I won’t forget. 
I’ll take care of her—I swear it.” Then he 

| added, “‘Poor old Lawrence—the best ever.” 
Sir Humphrey rose and bent over the bed. 

“What Alice?” he urged softly. ‘“What do you 
mean?” But the wailing reply, “Alice—Alice, 
where are you? Why wouldn’t you come into 
the garden?” showed that the curtain had 
fallen once more. 

Waving away the nurse who came to relieve 
him, Sir Humphrey resumed his seat. To what 
did these broken phrases point? Surely, he con- 
cluded as he revolved them in his mind, to the 
fact that Peter all along had been aware of the 
character of the intimacy that had existed be- 
tween the man Lawrence and Lady Alice Un- 
derwood—an intimacy she had expiated as 
Jane Smith. Incredible as it was, no other in- 
terpretation seemed possible. For Peter, there- 
fore, “expiated” was the word. 

Was it, his father wondered as he groped 
through the maze of doubt and anguish which 
wrung his soul, after all the right word? Could 
sin be so purged by sufi “ing that it left the 

sinner not only absolved, but whiter thay 
before—lily-white? 

“Part of my war service” was the phrase she 
had used that night. He had not understood 
it then. He had hot understood that the 
of self-sacrifice can hallow any gift. Blinded 
by the letter of the law—a man-made law—he 
had not understood this woman whom Peter 
held as sacred and whom his love indemnified, 
Dawn broke with a blush. “Alice—Alice, J 

want you,” moaned the voice from the bed, 
Knowing from the beginning the best and the 
worst of Jane Smith, his son loved her 
knowing, had been hap; Ppy y in his love until his 
father had interposed petrified prejudices 
between them with such dire effect. If Peter 
should die the responsibility would be his alone’ 

Beckoning to the nurse to take his p 
Sir Humphrey went into the little sitting aaa 
to search among Peter’s letters for the address 
of the woman whose presence might yet save 
his son’s life. Upon one signed “Your own 
Alice,’ he discovered both address and tele. 
phone number. 

“But are you sure Peter wants to see me?” 
Lady Alice’s voice replied to Sir Humphrey's 
call and brief announcement of the accident, 
“He has never answered my letter.” 

“He never received your letter. He went off 
that morning before I could give it to him” 
Then he added, “‘You must come at once if you 
want to see him alive.” 

“T will come,” he could just hear her say, 
Half-way upstairs Sir Humphrey met the 

nurse. “I think the crisis has passed,” she said 
with a smile. “He is sleeping quietly now, If 

“Go and rest,” was the reply. “I will 
with him.” oe bes 
Two hours later, as he knelt beside the bed, 

Sir Humphrey felt a light touch upon his 
shoulder. “There is something I must tell you 
before Peter wakes,” he stammered, lifting 
Lady Alice’s hand to his lips. “During his 
delirium I discovered that he knew everything.” 
“He never,” she whispered, “told me he 

knew.” 
At that moment Peter opened his eyes. He 

was conscious though very weak. “Alice!” he 
murmured with ineffable content. ‘“My Alice.” 

“T suggested to Sir Humphrey,” the vicar's 
wife remarked to her husband, when the bride 
and bridegroom had left after a quiet wedding 
in the village church, “that white lilies made 
ered a cold decoration for a marriage service, 
pe he only said, ‘I want white—nothing but 
white.’ ” 

IN no 

This Madness (Continued from page 27) 
amusing group that gyrated about this home. 

None the less, for reasons of contrariness 
and vanity, I gainsaid the idea. It would not 
do. If I could afford to pay something for rent, 
but, even then—— At last Savitch, a little 
irritated by my opposition, perhaps, exclaimed: 
“Well, why not rent it, then, at any price you 
like, if you must have it that way? It makes no 
difference to me. Only take it. Surely, if I can 
bring myself to rent it, you can afford to take 
it, in order to please me.” 

He glowered affectionately upon me, and 
because I was so much taken with him, as well 
as with the idea, I said: “All right, only hush!” 
and then told him what I was paying where I 
was—forty dollars. Would that be enough? 
He laughed. ‘Forty dollars or forty cents! 
You are the one who is insisting on it. It’s 
yours for as long as you like, at anything or 
nothing. I’ll send the car for your things in the 
morning.” 

And so it was that I came to dwell with the 
Martynovs for something over a year. And 
on family or blood ties, almost. For in spite 
of my previous recessiveness, due to starved 
and defeated dreams, I fancy, I found myself 
experiencing a most engaging and comforting 
winter with this group, not only intellectually 
but emotionally. 

The charm of Madame Martynov, in spitedt 
her forty-five years and her extreme devotion 
to her husband, was able to evoke in me a 
interest which was far from platonic. Fors 
often she would sit and study me, a barely de 
cipherable smile about her mouth. I could not 
help wondering about it. 
And Aglaia. I recall now almost every d 

tail of my early contacts with her. 
And yet, I felt that I never could be 

inely enthusiastic about her, never love 
assuming that she ever should be at 
to me sufficiently to wish it to be so—as 
would naturally prefer to be loved. Yet, we 
got on most easily and cheerfully. 

I found myself, for instance, looking at het 
low forehead and green-gray brown eyes 

: Your eyes are very large and gener 
ous and wide-set. Wisdom and h 
dwell in them. You will make an ideal 
for someone. I wonder will you ever dat 
career, and if so, what will become of you. 

And then one day, towards evening, I 
in from a long walk, — somewhat 
despondent. Writi always has'beet 
for me a slow and dubious business. Seldom 
have I approached it with sufficient courage 
support. And just then I needed much mom 
encouragement than I had. I was dragging 

“ie was 
int 

‘Me, 
a haven 
» I don’t 
do you 
into yor 

(And 
ask you 

_ See wha 
¢ “Oh 

cept the 



a heavy load, I thought. Was what I was doing 
really sound? Would the public ever accept 
me? Was I writing uselessly? 

Grim, disturbing thoughts moved in shadow 
and sardonically leered upon me. I was sad. 
But now, h-re in this house, in the dusk, was 
this girl, Aglaia, singing and playing. As I 
came along the hall she heard me and turned 
her head, looking over her shoulder at me, yet 
without pausing or speaking. 

She had a way of doing that which was 
arresting. More, she had an artistic reverence 
for the mood which she herself was evoking. 
One could feel it. 

Yet, on this occasion her eyes seemed to in- 
vite me to come in and sit down. I slipped off 
my coat and sank into a chair near the window, 
and she continued playing. 

Presently, but without ending her soft im- 
provisation, she asked: “Blue?” 
“Who? Me? Oh, no! Why do you ask? 

Do I look that way?” 
“T can tell.” 
“Oh, can you?” 
“Ves,” 

I said nothing, then after a time, she added: 
“Someone must have hurt you. Or are you 
disappointed in love?” 

I did not answer, but just the same I was not 
only disturbed but a little irritated. For only 
two days before, on reading in a newspaper that 
Lenore and her mother had gone to Europe, I 
suddenly had become depressed and had set 
down on a sheet of paper some words, or rather 
the expression of a mood in connection with 
this which, inadvertently, I had left lying on 
my table. I thought of that now. It ran: 

Love 
That empty-handed 
Sits 
And dreams. 
Love 
That can make pain of songs, 
Laughter, 
Happy voices. 
Love 
That lifts its empty hands 
And curses its own need 
The while, 
Apart, 
Dancing, 
Kissing, 
Laughing. 
The world over, 
Circles 
As a saraband. 
Love— 
That wets the eyes 
And breaks the heart. 

As I say, I had forgotten all about it after- 
ward and left it lying upon my table. And 
though I had found it that same night on re- 
turning, I had the feeling that possibly other 
eyes than mine might have read it. One never 
could tell. Anyhow, here was—possibly—a 
veiled reference to such a situation. But why 
should she be in my room reading my things, 
anyhow? I felt like accusing her, but instead 
controlled myself and walked out of the room. 

“Are you staying for dinner?” she called. 
“No,” I replied curtly. 

_ But another night, feeling differently, I came 
in and joined her in the music-room again. 
And we talked, most genially, of many things, 
until finally she observed: “You were cross 
with me the other night.” 

“No, not a bit,” I lied. “Why should I be 
cross with you?” 
_ “T really don’t know,” she answered, “unless 
it was that I teased you about being dis- 
“appointed in love. I didn’t mean to.” 
’ “Me, disappointed in love? What nonsense! 
I haven’t been in love in I don’t know when. 
» T don’t think I could be any more. But why 
do you insist on the thought? What puts it 
Into your mind?” 

(And now, I was thinking to myself, I shall 
ask you about reading things in my room and 

_ See what you say about that.) 
“Oh, nothing much,” she commented, “ex- 

Hearst’s International—Cosmopolitan for February, 1929 

u did 
eight/ 4 

Astonishing n: 
If you can hum a tune, the Niagara method teaches you to 

\ Rley, by ear. No teacher—no previous instruction necessary. 
do-re-mi daily practice—just 

,ecasy to master. 

Niagara Schoolof Music, 317 Cleveland Ave., NiagaraFalls, N.Y. 

cept that you are very sad at times and you 

It is always safe to give a Bayer tablet; there is 
not the slightest harm in genuine Aspirin. You 
have the doctor’s assurance that it doesn’t affect 
the heart. And you probably know from experi- 
ence that Bayer Aspirin does banish all sorts of 
pain in short order. Instant relief or headaches; 
neuralgia, neuritis. Rheumatism, too. Nothing 
like it for breaking up a cold. At all druggists, 
with proven directions enclosed. 

SIMPLE — EASY — DELIGHTFUL 
ew way teaches you to play song hits perfectly. 

20 brief entertaining lessons 

our free copy se 
lax over 2000 illus- & 

, Watches, F: 
welry of all kinds, Silverware, Gifts, etc. Every arti- 

cle guaranteed to be exactly as represented and all goods 
delivered first 

on +, Oe ea? =t 

The rings illustrated are solid 18-k white gold 19-Jewei AdjustedWaithamNe. 
set with genuine brilliant blue white Diamonds. =, 

NATIONAL 
Dept. K-892, 108 North State Street, Chicago, lil. $1 

IF. TIS - 
CREDIT JEWELERS weeps 8 Sse special 18. 

in Leading Citi : 



194 Hearst's International-Cosmopolitan for February, 1929 

““O, Gee!— 

Grandma’s 

Able to 

Come Down- 

stairs’’ 

WELDONA 

Especially effective for Sciatica—Neuritis 
—Joint—Muscular and other forms of 
rheumatism which ordinary treatments 
fail to reach. 
Weldona tablets. 
matism from the Early Egyptian Days to 
present mailed on request to Weldona 
Corp’n, Textile Bldg., Boston, Mass. 

LARGEST SELLING RHEUMATIC TABLET IN THE WORLD 

TABLETS #FO:.R 

HEUMATISM 

Ask your druggist for 
Book describing rheu- 

SHORT STORY WRITING 
| Particulars of Dr. Esenwein’s famous forty- 

lesson course in writing and marketing of the 
Short-Story and sample copy of THE WRITER’s 

Write today. MONTHLY free. 

THUNBERGII 
THE HEDGE OF 

BEAUTY - DENSITY - PROTECTION 
The best of all hedges. 

Big Bushy Plants 
12 to 18 inch size 

$10.00 - per - 100 
The lowest price ever. 

Order at once for spring shipment 
We have prepared a most interesting catalog, illus- | 
trated in full colors, containing a wealth of informa- 
tion about trees, shrubs, roses, evergreens 
and perennials, which will help you in garden or 
landscape planning. It’s Free, ask for catalog A. 

GLEN BROTHERS, Inc. 
Nurserymen Since 1866 

1768 Main Street Rochester, N. Y. 

Reduce and Shape Your Limbs 
with Dr. Walter's Medicated 
Rubber Stockings and 
Light or dark rubber. For over 20 years they 
have relieved swelling, varicose — one = 

pao aon uateral at lalate the skanmetion 
and give a neat and trim 
give 

Remove all blemishes and discolorati ly 
pure Mercolized Wax. Get an ounce, and use as directed. 
Fine, almcst invisible particles of aged skin peel off, until all 
defects, such as pimples, ioe pape “a. freckles and large 

have disap: ° ( ti clear, soft and 
velvety, and face looks years Lacensthied Wax 

i dden remove wrink- ‘0 quick! 
: Lounce pow- 

1 half pint wi' . At Drug Stores. 

Large Spring selling catalog of coins for sale 
—free to collectors only. Catalog gueting prices 

i i esslein, 
n 

paid for coins, ten cents. William 
101C, Tremont St., Boston, Mass. 

Whooping _ 
P Cough 

For fifty years Vapo-Cresolene has re- 
lieved the Ftenrinthte.. of Whooping Co 
Use it tonight and save the from 
wracking — Cresolene is widely used 
for as ronchitis, 
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seem to like the sadder pieces of music best.” 
“T hadn’t noticed these things. But sup- 

posing them true, then what?” I persisted 
coolly. % 

“Oh, nothing. I’m not trying to pry into 
your affairs, you know. Forgive me.” 

“Oh, pry if you like,” I said. “It’s neither 
here nor there. But tell me, can one be 
only because one is disappointed in love?” 

“Oh, no, of course not. I didn’t mean that, 
only I always associate sadness with dis. 
appointment of some kind. And I thought 
yours might be like that.” 

I laughed and turned to question her about 
her past. Had she ever been in love? Why, of 
course, lots of times. 

“Oh, then you must have begun early.” 
“T did, om not very seriously. I’ve been 

in love seriously only once.” 
“Only once?” 
“Yes. I don’t mean to jest about 

either. I’m just telling you. I couldn’t jest 
about it even now.” She paused and looked as 
though she were thinking darkly. 

“Ts he still alive?” I asked interestedly. 
“Oh, no, he died five years ago.” 
“But you still care for him.” 
“Why, yes, of course I do. I shall always 

care for him.” 
(Then what of the lieutenant I had first met 

at the Christmas party, and his claims? | 
thought.) 
“And you have never seriously been in love 

since?” 
“Not seriously, no,” she returned frankly. 
‘He must have been someone worth while.” 

And I meant that. 
“He was,” she said. And then, because of 

more inquiries from me, launched into a brief 
description. The son of a wealthy manu 
facturer in Illinois, interested in letters, music, 
but studying engineering at Columbia, he had 
died very suddenly, from injuries received ina 
football game. 

That was five years ago, but her parents even 
to this day did not know how much she had 
been in love. She had not told them, had not 
wanted to make her mother and father sorry 
for her. I offered condolences, yet suggested 
that time heals. 

“Oh, I know,” she replied. “It’s true. One 
gets over those things in time, in part, anyhow, 
but it has only been recently that I began to 
feel differently.” 

(The lieutenant, I thought.) 
Her father and mother came in at this mo- 

ment, and presently also Adair. But a night 
or two after there was another opportunity for 
discussion between us. A heavy snow, had be& 
gun to fall during the afternoon, and by eleven 
that night the Drive was piled high with white 
drifts. For some reason Aglaia seemed rest- 
less, uneasy, throughout the evening. After 
the departure of some guests, she kept looking 
out of the window, and at last exclaimed: “Oh, 
what a night for a walk! How about it? Any- 
one want to come with me?” 

She looked first at Adair, whose legs were 
stretched comfortably under the library table, 
then at me, where I sat holding a book, 
tending to read, then at her father, lost in 3 
book. I thought there was something special, 
and yet evasive, in her glance at me. 

“You want to be blown into the river!” 
observed Martynov. 

this sudden daring?” inquired 
ynov. 

“Not for me,” added Adair. “It’s bad 
enough just to look at it without wanting to go 
out in it.” 

Drawn by her look and gaiety, I volunteered?’ 
“Come on, then, only I’ll need a heavy coat” 
and cap.” a 

“T’ll put on my sweater and boots,” she 
exclaimed, and disappeared from the room: 
I could tell that both Martynov and Zenia 
were thinking it eccentric, yet neither said 
anything. When I, and a moment or two later 
Aglaia, returned, Savitch was at one of the 
windows, looking out. : 

“Lunatics!” he announced genially. “Look 
out you aren’t buried in a drift.” : 
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And Madame Martynov added: “Don’t go 
too far, plesse. I really think it isn’t wise.” 

She looked at me and I thought I detected 
a slight strain of reproach in her voice. Or was 
j ? 
" oo outside with Aglaia, I felt very gay and 
yet a little diffident and embarrassed. For she 
was so vivid and high-spirited, and I eighteen 
years older. What could come of such a thing 
as this? Mere nonsense. A little queer, too. 

For was I not still married, as Martynov and 
Zenia and Aglaia herself well knew? For once, 
at table, we had entered on a discussion of the 
problems of marriage. They were this. They 
were that. But in the progress of the talk I re- 
call saying that marriage was not for me. I was 
unsuited for it, temperamentally. Writers 
should not marry. Anyone who was drawn to 
me and who should insist on allying herself 
with me would be sorry. Although Aglaia had 
smiled at this, I noted afterwards she studied 
me with a curiously concentrated look. 
But just the same, and in spite of my re- 

marks on that occasion, I found myself now 
captivated by her physical as well as mental 
vigor and gaiety and charm. Could she, by 
any chance, be really interested in me, so 
much older than herself? I wondered—and 
quite romantically. 

In her fur cap and jacket and high leather 
boots, her hands in her pockets and her brown 
hair showing below her cap, she ran ahead and 
kicked through the swirling drifts. I had to run, 
almost, to keep up with her. 
“You can almost lean against this wind!’ 

she exclaimed. ‘Look! It holds me up,” and 
she leaned forward against it. “And those 
lights in those windows up there. They look 
ike bits of dull brass’”—as they did, through 
the snow. ‘And those out on the river. What 
are they? You can scarcely make them out. 
See how they fade and come back.” They 
were ferry-boats crossing and re-crossing. 
She had paused beside me and was looking 

out over the river. For answer I looked at 
her face. In the snow, under an arc-light, it 
was exquisite. Quite moving. And I began 
to _ of her as more lovely than at any time 
so far. 
But why such thoughts! How unwise! 

Dangerous, even. For it was not likely— 
couldn’t be—that there was any reciprocity of 
mood between us. She was too young, too in- 
terested in another. Besides, I had better be 
careful. She might be a little, but at worst only 
foolishly drawn just now, and with no serious 
thought as to what she was doing. But a 
tactless word, or gesture, or look on my part, 
and presto, this pleasant family relationship 
would be blasted. Best to say nothing—smile 
and flirt lightly—although already provocative 
thoughts were crowding to my lips. 
Opposite the Tomb, beside the shore walk, 

was a granite pavilion. Inside, bounded by a 
breast high parapet, was a fairly snowless 
stone floor. And here we stood to watch the 
storm for a few moments. And with the same 
thoughts, the same mood haunting me. She 
seemed alive with romance and dreams. And 
then, suddenly, and without a word from 
either, she began to dance, and then I with her, 
some rhythmic gesture of hers suggesting it. 
Now I was privileged to hold her close and 

look into her eyes. What easy, airy grace! 
In spite of Lenore, I found myself suddenly 
reasonless and urgent. She was beautiful! She 
had a lovely, graceful body. And a lovely, 
graceful mind. 

_ Yet, why stir up romance under such difficult 
circumstances? I was about to pause to re- 
capture my equilibrium, when she seemed to 
Sense something, and hesitated. 

I know it’s getting late,” she said coolly. 
‘We are sort of ridiculous, aren’t we?” She 
tan ahead, and I followed, a little dourly. 
We entered the house, and there were 

Savitch and Zenia and Adair and Julia. How 
was the snow? How far did we go? Aglaia 

all but the dancing and went to 
change her clothes. I told of the drifts and 
targa and then, curiously thoughtful, went 
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Pauline = 

sbeaks on the 
Oth sense of 
the actress : . 

o YING in so many Cities, in so 
many different plays, I have ac- 

quired a sixth sense. I have come to 
sense coughs in the audience. I can feel 
them before I can hear them. 
“And each time a cough floats up 

from the audience I utter a fervent, 
silent wish—for the cougher’s sake 
and for mine—that somebody hand out 

Keep 2 box handy always 
5c—Two kinds: 

S. B. {Black} or the new Menthol. 

In the opinion of many theater- 
lovers she is one of America’s 

greatest actresses 

a few Smith Brothers’ Cough Drops. 
They’ll stop any cough—I know.” 

* # # 

Unpleasant and dangerous coughs and 
colds — most of winter sicknesses — 
start right in the throat. Smith Broth- 
ers’ Cough Drops protect you! They 
soothe irritation and hoarseness, re- 
lieve cigarette-dryness — stop coughs! 

No Need to “Do Without” 
if You Let Us Help You 

Earn More Money! 
WHY should you “do without” things for yourself, 

your home, and your family when we make it so 
easy for you to have them? 

Our friendly plan of earning money is so simple—so 
convenient—so pleasant in every way. 

It’s just a matter of helping us take care of the new 
and renewal subscriptions to Good Housekeeping, Cosmo- 
politan, Harper’s Bazar and our other splendid magazines, 
in your own neighborhood. 

In just an hour or two daily—while you visit friends 
or chat over the telephone—in the daytime or evenings— 
indoors or outdoors—you can easily earn enough money 

Mise Rachel H. Stannard of 
Massachusetts, who 
earned hundreds of dollars 
with us, writes: ‘The work 
has helped me to renew many 
old friendships and make 
many new ones, and has 

netted good profits.”” 

right along to buy the things you have always longed for. 

Send for Full Details TODAY 

57th St. at 8th Ave., New York, N. Y. 

Please send me full details and a FREE 
Money-Making Outfit at once, without any 5 
obligation on my part. 

™% 

Dept. A229, Cosmopolitan s 
8 
4 

Your Profits Start At Once 
Young and old, men and women, thou- 
sands are now earning with us in their 
leisure moments. You need no experi- 
ence—no training. We show you exactly 
how to begin and how to earn your first 
dollars at once! Soon, perhaps, like some 
of our helpers, you may earn as much as 
$150 a month! 

Surely a plan as fine as ours is worth 
looking into, isn’t it? It will take you 
only a minute and a postage stamp to ask 
us for full information. Why not do so at 

once—TODAY? 



ACH night, just before going to bed, take 
Dr. Edwards’ Olive Tablet and you'll be 

delighted with the way headaches vanish, for 
good and glorious health returns. For more 
than twenty years, Dr. Edwards prescribed this 
formula for patients who found grateful relief. 
It is a compound of rarevegetable ingredients, 
mixed with olive oil. Now he brings this 
formula to you. Dr. Edwards’ Olive Tablets, 
Know them by their olive color. 

Relief is Quick and Gentle 
Anefficient substitute for calomel and far more 
pleasant to take, Dr. Edwards’ Olive Tablets 
merely assist nature in restoring the bowels 
and liver (trouble starts here) tonormal action, 
thus relieving danger and protecting good 
health. They are safe, harmless, and mild in 
action. No griping. Non-habit-forming. 

If your skin is sallow; if you are tired and 
listless; if headaches bother you, take Dr. 
Edwards’ Olive Tablets. Quickly you will look 
and feel so much better. Sold by all druggists, 
15c, 30c, and 60c. 

You Carry 

i | ERE is scientific protection against bad 
breath ...amnew way that makes this 

once unavoidable offense, unpardonable. 
Few people escape bad breath. Thus most 

of us are shunned, at one time or another. 
May-Breath is an antiseptic mouth wash in 

tablet form. Just dissolve one in your mouth. 
No matter what the cause of your impure 

breath, stomach, tecth, food, smoking, drink, 
it will go... instantly. 
Never risk close contact with others without 

taking a May-Breath. Carry it with you 
always. Get at drug and cigar stores. 

May-Breath 
An antiseptic mouth wash in tablet form 

Followed a few days of remoteness and 
evasiveness between us when we met, and after 
that all becoming once more homey and genial. 
And then, verysoon it seemed, faint evidences 

of the approach of spring, much talk of the re- 
moval of the family to the country. May was 
now near, and windows open, and the river a 
dream of blue and silver. The trees were turn- 
ing green. 

There was a place near Great Neck, on the 
north shore of Long Island, to which the 
Martynovs repaired in summer. They had 
leased it for years to come. Not five hundred 
feet from the house were a cove and swimming- 
pool, and all about in the woods lovely paths 
for riding. 

Winter and summer, the small cove, a nar- 
| row Sound inlet which penetrated quite to the 

| sailboats. 
edge of the property, harbored a flotilla of 

It was beautiful. And now Marty- 
nov and Zenia were suggesting I come too 
when they went, which would be soon. It 
would be a natural part of my present relation- 

| ship to the family, my summer share of their 

| I decided not to go. 

life. It was what they had intended from the 
first, of course. 

But dubious as to this situation in general, 
For, as I tried to tell 

myself, I did not care enough about all this to 
become so involved. Zenia—Aglaia—whither 
was I drifting? And there was Martynov to 
consider. In all fairness, since he cared so 
much for me, I really should not put myself 
in a position where I would be tempted to 
betray him. I should not. Continue on here 
for the summer? It was not as pleasant as the 
country, to be sure, but it was on the Drive. A 
servant could come in twice a week to look 
after things. Once in a while one or another 
of the family would be staying in town for the 
night. (This caused me to smile.) And, of 
course, weekends I might come down to the 
country, if I would. 

So I decided to remain in the apartment 
alone. And then, lastly, a final conversation 
with Aglaia on the day before she left with the 
rest of the family. It was early in the after- 
noon, after a morning in which she had shopped 
and lunched out. The last of the servants had 
left, after giving me my luncheon. 

An hour later the sound of her playing came 
to me as I sat in my room writing and thinking 
of myself as alone perhaps for days to come. 
Although the music was dreamy and as usual 
seeking and alluring, I did not go out. Instead, 
for a time, silence. A most vigorous and alert 
and even painful silence. 
What was she doing? Thinking? Would 

she come, or call, or say good-by? Then once 
I thought I heard footsteps in the hall outside 
my door, but no knock. Instead, more silence. 
And I wondered. After that another lapse of 
time, then distinct and definite footsteps, and 
a knock. 

It was Aglaia, holding a pair of cuff-links I 
had left somewhere to be repaired. They had 
just been delivered. I noticed her face was 
pale, almost white, and her voice weak, or 
husky, her ordinary calm and assurance quite 
vanished. I was not coming down to Great 
Neck then, this weekend, was I? Too bad. I 
would be missing a lot. But the next week 
surely, or the week after. 
“Come in, come in,” I insisted, since I felt 

that she wanted to. “A perfect day, isn’t it? 
I have been writing all day. And tomorrow 
I will be all alone—no lovely music to listen to.” 

“Unless you should trouble to come to 
Great Neck,” she interpolated, and walked 
to the window and stood with her back to me, 
looking out. She was wearing a blue and white 
house dress, with very short sleeves and a 
flouncy, ruffled skirt. She was entrancing, I 
thought. Her face, now almost colorless, 
seemed all the more spiritual and wonderful. 

“You are going to like the country, aren’t 
you?” I said, but she did not reply or turn. 
She appeared to be interested in the scene, and 
I repeated my words, 

“Yes, I hope so.” 
“Golf, tennis, riding, swimming.” I was 

not a little sardonic, waving them aside as 
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trifles to one who was of so serious a turn as 
m. c 

“Oh, you could do all those things if yoy 
“7s . 
“No doubt, as an invited guest,” I replied 

half sarcastically. es. 
“Well, certainly.” She turned and looked at 

me most composedly. ‘Why not? Others do 
them as guests.” 

“Yes, I know that, too,” I answered, and 
then, meanly, “but —— (I forget the lieutep. 
ant’s name, but I used it) will be there.” 
A slight wave of defiance and resentment 

seemed to pass over her at this. She drew her. 
self together somewhat, and I fancied she was 
going to leave. Instead, though, she stood 
and looked at me as I looked at her. Just then, 
oddly enough, her name—Aglaia—haunted 
me. I wanted to say it softly, tenderly. 

I felt suddenly sorry for her and myself in 
these lovely days, this wonderful mood . 
us, and lonely too, as though I needed her and 
she me. It was very beautiful. 

Might it not be that she did want me? She 
was very pale and still and looked at me weakly, 
as I thought. And because of this I moved 
toward her, only to see her withdraw and fall 
back against the wall, with her eyes fixed on me, 

I could see now how it all was. Her desire, 
an inability to yield, her ability to yield, to 
confess, if I asked her. It was written all over 
her face. At that moment, for that reason, 
I felt suddenly very strong, gay, even, like one 
moved to laugh for sheer joy. And yet sad, too. 

She was so very youthful and beautiful and 
helpless, now. She merely gazed, like a snared 
bird, a lovely weak look in her eyes—a look of 
failure, and so surrender. Then once more her 
name came to me. I wanted to say it, and did. 

“Aglaia!” 
She looked up at me, helplessly. I saw it all, 

with a great wave of triumph, really, and put 
my arms around her. And instead of resisting 
me she reached behind where my fingers were 
now already locked and caressed my hands, 
More, she let me kiss her and kissed me in 
turn—long, clinging, feverish kisses. Only a 
few words passed between us at first—terms of 
endearment. 

“But Aglaia,” I said, after a time, “tell me 
one bane Do you know what you are doing?” 

“ es.’ 

“Your father and mother, you know what 
they would think if they knew? Do you really 
care so much?” 

“Ves,” 

“Do you think I care for you as you would 
want me to?” 

“No, no! I know youdon’t. You couldn’t” 
“You say that so positively.” 
“Oh, I know how you are. I know all, 

really.” 
“About me?” 
“Ves,” 

ze don’t need to confess anything?” 

“But what about ——?” (I mentioned the 
lieutenant’s name. As it comes back to me, 
it was something like ‘‘Pendale.”’) 

“Yes, I know, but I can’t help that, now.” 
“Are you sure?” 
“Ves,”’ 

“But you care for him?” 
“Not now. I thought I did, yes, but not 

now. Notany more. Oh, I like him, yes. I'm 
only sorry now, that’s all.” 

There was an interlude—kisses and em 
braces, whispered bits about her father, mother 
and others; what each might think if he or she 
knew—her father in particular, although, 4s 
now she confessed, it did not make so much 
difference about him, either. a 
He would understand He was so wise and 

generous. As for her mother, well, her mother 
was different, but she was prepared to 
with her mother, if she had to—but only 
No one need know if we were not indifferent 
or foolish about our actions from now on. — 

I gathered from this, as from her actions, 
that she had been thinking about all this, that 
there had been a deep mental and emo 
struggle long before this day. 
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“You care for your mother, don’t you?” I 

ae course, Ilove her. But how about you?” 
“J like her,” I admitted, half laughing at the 

ing sharpness of it. 
“As much as you do me?” 
“No. I never did.” 
At that moment I half believed myself, and 

perhaps I was right. Iam not sure, even to this 
day. She smiled unbelievingly, yet tenderly. 
UShe is beautiful, isn’t she?”’ she asked. 
“One of the most beautiful and intelligent 

women I have ever known, I think.” 
“Oh, I know you like her,” she retorted, with 

a tone of acerbity. “I know it. You needn’t 
tell me. You like her better than you do me.” 

“Aglaia!” 
“Yes, you do. Please don’t say you don’t, 

because I know better. Everybody does. I 
know you do.” 
“But that’s not true. I swear it!’ 
“But you don’t love her. I know that, too,” 

she went on, and the tone of her voice made me 
pause. There was something premonitory in it. 
“And how do you know that?” I laughed. 
“Because you love someone else. Please 

don’t say you don’t, because I know that too.” 
“Aglaia,” I reproved—thinking of the writ- 

ing on my desk. Then she had read it. How 
not nice that was! But there was such an in- 
formed look in her eyes that for the moment, 
anyhow, I gave over denying. Yet even now 
I was a little irritated, if disarmed. Why should 
she have done that? How unlike her it all 
seemed. But to get to the bottom of it I now 
demanded: “Just how do you know?” 

“Because of that poem you left in here.” 
“You read it!” 
“Ves.” 

“T thought so,” I chided amusedly. “But 
aren’t you ashamed of yourself, Aglaia? How 
could you?” ; 

“No, I’m not ashamed. I know how it looks. 
But I couldn’t help it. I came into your room 
to place some flowers on your table and there 
was the poem. I had to read it. But at that 
I don’t suppose she is so much more wonderful 
than anyone else. I know she isn’t.” 

“ Aglaia!” 

“Oh, I don’t care! It was because you 
couldn’t get her, that’s all. The poem says so.” 

“Aglaia!” 

“Oh, darling. I can’t help it! I can’t tell 
you how that hurt me the day I found it. You 
will never know.” She put her face against my 
coat. 
“You little cheat!” I scolded, turning up her 

white, strained face to kiss it. “But how do 
you know it isn’t just a poem?” 

“Oh, don’t say that. Don’t I know? I can 
feel it in the words. Besides, haven’t I seen 
how you’ve acted—sighing and all that? I 
know it’s someone you’re crazy about.” 
“You scamp!” I laughed, petting her. 
“TI wish I might see her sometime,” she went 

on. “I know she isn’t any more wonderful than 
anyone else. I know it.” 

“Aglaia, Aglaia,” I laughed. But she did 
not change her mood for the moment, just 
stood there looking down until at last, turning 
up her face, I kissed her. And for a moment 
or so, thus we contemplated each other. Then 
slowly, perhaps because I smiled, she relaxed, 
and hid her face against my coat. 

But I was thinking, thinking—what, if any- 
thing, might the future hold in store for such 
an adventure as this? To be sure, there were 
all the summer days to come. But supposing 
Lenore were really to return? Then what? 

According to Aglaia now, I was to come out 
weekends—this Saturday first of all, if I 

, would. There was to be boating, swimming, 
motoring. And better, ideal op) rtunities for 
unobserved contact. We would be so happy. 
Oh, the summer days before us! 
And as she and I had planned in that hour, 

So it was. There was at aot one golden sum- 
mer and a fall, which passed as passes a dream. 
The weekends at Stony Cove, as the place was 

» 2 roomy country place facing to the 
West a great lawn ten acres in extent and to the 
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Did YOU Ever Take 

An INTERNAL BATH? 
By M. PHILIP 

b gowy may seem a strange question. 
But if you want to magnify your energy 

—sharpen your brain to razor edge—put a 
glorious sparkle in your eye—pull yourself 
up to a health level where you can laugh at 
disease and glory in vitality—you’re going 
to read this message to the last line. 

I speak from experience. It was a mes- 
sage just such as this that dynamited me out 
of the slough of dullness and wretched health 
into the sunlit atmosphere of happiness, 
vitality and vigor. To me, and no doubt to 
ou, an Internal Bath was something that 
ae never come within my sphere of knowl- 

edge. 

So I tore off a similar coupon to find out 
what it was all about. And back came a 
booklet. This booklet was named “Why 
We Should Bathe Internally.” It was just 
choked with common sense and facts. 

What Is An Internal Bath? 

This was my first shock. Vaguely I had 
an idea that an internal bath was an enema. 
Or by a stretch of the imagination a new- 
fangled laxative. In both cases I was wrong. 
A real, genuine, true internal bath is no 
more like an enema than a kite is like an air- 
plane. The only similarity is the employ- 
ment of water in each case. 

A bona-fide internal bath is the admigis- 
tration into the intestinal tract of pure, 
warm water, Tyrrellized by a marvelous 
cleansing tonic. The appliance that holds 
the liquid and injects it is the J. B. L. Cas- 
cade, the invention of that eminent 
hysician, Dr. Charles A. Tyrrell, who per- 
ected it to save his own life. Now here’s 
where the genuine internal bath differs radi- 
cally from the enema. 

The lower intestine, called by the great 
Professor Foges of Vienna “the most 
prolific source of disease,’’ is five feet long 
and shaped like an inverted U—thus . 
The enema cleanses but a third of this 
“horseshoe,”’ or to the first bend. 

The J. B. L. Cascade treatment cleanse: 
it the entire length—and is the only appli- 
ance that does. You have only to read that 
booklet—““Why We Should Bathe Inter- 
nally” —to fully understand how the J. B. L. 
Cascade alone can do this. There is abso- 
lutely no pain or discomfort. 

Why Take An Internal Bath? 

Here is why: The intestinal tract is the 
waste canal of the body. Due to our soft 
foods, lack of vigorous exercise and highly 
artificial civilization, nine out of ten persons 

STEPHENSON 

suffer from intestinal stasis (delay). The 
passage of waste is entirely too slow. Result: 
Germs and poisons breed in this waste and 
enter the blood through the blood vessels in 
the intestinal walls. 

These poisons are extremely harmful. 
The headaches you get—the skin blem- 
ishes, the fatigue—the susceptibility to 
colds—the sluggish responsiveness of both 
mind and body—failure to get most out of 
life and many other conditions are directly 
due to the presence of these poisons in the 
system. They are the generic causes of 
high-blood pressure, rheumatism, premature 
old age and other serious maladies. 

Thus it is imperative that your system 
be free of these poisons. And the only sure 
and effective means is internal bathing. In 
fifteen minutes it flushes the intestinal tract 
of all impurities. And each treatment 
strengthens the intestinal muscles so the 
passage of waste is hastened. 

Taken just before retiring, you will sleep 
like a child. You will rise with a vigor and 
satisfaction that will insure your doing all 
the strenuous things you will want to do. 

Just one internal bath a week will re- 
make glorious vibrating health. This is 
not my experience only. It is the experi- 
ence of over 900,000 men and women. 

Send for This Booklet 

It is entirely FREE. And I am abso- 
lutely convinced that you will agree 
you never used a two-cent stamp to better 
advantage. There are letters from many 
who achieved results that seem miraculous. 
As an eye-opener on health, this booklet is 
worth many, many times the price of that 
two-cent stamp. Use the convenient coupon 
below or address Tyrrell’s Hygienic Insti- 
tute, Inc., Dept. 142, 152 West 65th Street, 
New York City. 

Sign, Tear Off and Mail 

Tyrrell’s Hygienic Institute, Inc., 

Dept. 142, 152 West 65th Street, 

New York, N. Y. 

Send me, without cost or obligation, your illustrated 
booklet ‘Why We Should Bathe Internally,” and the 
proper use of the J. B. L. Cascade for Internal bathing. 

“~ BeaNurse 
Make $30-$35 a Week 

You can learn at home in spare 
time. Course endorsed by physi- 
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north the Sound, one shimmering arm of which 
was within a stone’s throw. And east and 
north the long winding roads of Long Island, 
along which we often sped, to luncheon, to din- 
her or supper, at Manhasset, Shelter Island, 
Fire Island, Long Beach. The Vanderbilt 
Speedway to Lake Ronkonkoma had only 
recently been opened. 

And although never at any time would I 
have said that I was deeply or seriously taken 
emotionally with Aglaia, still I wasintrigued 
by her colorful, liberal and sympathetic mind, 
as well as her physical charm and her skill in 
managing this relationship. 

For it should be remembered that we were 
surrounded by the Martynovs and their many 
friends on all occasions. And at her years it 
seemed astounding at times that she should so 
caimly face it all. For there was never any en- 
counter anywhere, secret or otherwise, or any 
private gesture even, that could be calculated 
or counted upon without first taking into con- 
sideration the possibility of observation on the 
part of one or many, a fact which Aglaia was 
constantly emphasizing and guarding against. 
For, as she said, one look, let alone one word, 
and her mother would guess and try to separate 
us. Of that she was sure. 

Worse, as she clearly pointed out to me, was 
the conviction on the part of Martynov and 
his wife that she should marry the lieutenant, 
since he was wealthy and socially well placed. 

For, as she now explained, at the time I had 
arrived on the scene, the affair had already 
reached the stage where a private, if not a 
public, engagement would not have been amiss. 

| And it was only because of my presence during 
| those first days that she had begun to change, 
although she felt that she should not. 

“You will never know what I went through,” 
she once said tome. “Those nights when you 
first came there and used to go off on long 
walks by yourself. I knew you were unhappy 
or gloomy, and I used to wait for you to come 

| back. And I never went to sleep until you 
were in, although I shouldn’t have bothered or 
cared. 

“And when I would play or sing, and you 
would come out—I never admitted to myself 
then that I was playing or singing to you. But 
now I see it all so clearly. And that night that 
we walked on the Drive in the storm, I was 
trying to make you say something, and yet 
knowing that I shouldn’t. And when I ran 
away I really wanted to turn and run back.” 

Her eyes, even more than her voice or her 
words, told the story of her great fascination. 
Just the same, and for all that, the irritation, 
and at times jealousy, which my present situa- 
tion in connection with this family and its 
friends and hers caused me is something which 
borders on the fantastic and unreal. 

For although I knew so well how much she 
cared for me—had taken every pledge that an 
urgent and even self-sacrificing passion could 
give, still there remained the lieutenant and a 
crowd of other young play-boys and girls, who 
here made constant heyday of youth and de- 
sire, yet which, because of my years, it was 
difficult for me to share. 

And worse—as is the way with youth—they 
were all so much better swimmers, diners, 
dancers, yachtsmen, motorists, than ever I 
could hope to be. 
And with them, because of her years and 

experience, Aglaia was at her best. The 
parties—beach, or dinner, or supper—that 
were given here or there; the group rides, most 
of which I could not attend but of which I 
knew, and some of which she evaded in order 
to remain near me! The pangs which some 
contacts she was compelled to make or accept 
caused me—some movement when she danced 
or ran with others on the beach—or was lost 
to me in some happy group on a tennis-court, 
or golf-links, or in the drawing-room. 

But I was getting old. Youth was slipping 
away. To see all these younger souls of whan 
I was not integrally a part, although Aglaia 
was! And the situation was such that she 
was thus compelled to play, to laugh and 
jest and swim and dance, with not only the 

lieutenant but others, and all that I could as- 
sume was that it was all right and necessary, 

Yet sometimes I was made jealous and furj- 
ous by what I saw, just as she on her part was 
easily made jealous, and even furious, by 
least attention I chose to pay to any other ain, 
or her mother, perhaps—and I think, truly, to 
her mother most of all. 

Perhaps because of rather than in spite of 
all this, as I sometimes think, I was more and 
more intrigued by her temperament, innately 
and gracefully sensitive and artistic, as I saw 
her then, and still do. No least thing, in go 
far as I could see, in my deepest and most 
somber, or gay, or romantic, speculations but 
she could appreciate, and at times round out, 
with colors and moods of her own. 

I might describe so many wonderful mo- 
ments with her. There was a certain f 
night in July, I remember, irradiated, none the 
less, and in a most spectral way, by a full 
moon. And all night long, after all in the 
house had retired, a fog-horn somewhere in the 
distant shadows of the Sound mourned of im- 
minent danger or death—an eerie, lunatic cry, 

And to it, at times, some troubled vessel 
feeling its way along the wide waters of the 
Sound, replied, its somber call adding to the 
sense of uncertainty and fatality which 
seemed to pervade the night. Because of this, 
and my own uniformly brooding state at the 
time, I was at once restless and sad, stirred and 
hurt emotionally by the uncertainty and 
treachery that works forever under the walls 
of life. Why are we here? Where are we going? 
How beautiful and how elusive this mystery 
of living—the appetites and hungers of men, 
their loves and hates. 
By three in the morning I was too restless 

to endure my bed any longer, and so got up, 
looking out for a while into the white fog, then, 
in dressing-gown and slippers, slipping silently 
below, to walk barefoot in the cool dewy grass. 

At some distance from the house a soft seed- 
pebble walk ended at a pool, about. which were 
stone benches, and here I paused to rest and 
dream. The silvery mist on that pool and 
stone bench! At one hundred feet the house, 
every detail of its outline, was lost. 

But then, out of the fog and along the path, 
Aglaia. I can still see her, materializing out 
of the white shadow, her hair down, a soft gray 
silk wrap gathered about her. At first,. be- 
cause of the unexpectedness and silence of her 
approach, my nerves titillated icily. Then I 
leaned forward and slipped my arm about her. 

“Sweetheart, aren’t you afraid? And in 
those thin slippers! Have you been hearing 
the horns?” in 

“Oh, yes, I have been awake for hours. I 
have been wanting to come in to you so much. 
Isn’t it perfect out here? It is so hard to 
manage at times.” 

She sat beside me for a time and gazed at the 
pearly stillness of the pool. Then we walked 
over the wet lawn, farther and farther from 
the house, for safety’s sake. And then, be 
cause of her young beauty, love, of course— 
kisses in the white mist—repetitions of al] that 
had been said before, of all that I had been 
thinking. 

And, because of the errant urge of poetry, 
her compelling physical beauty, I urged her to 
lay aside her wrap and walk in the faint haze 
along the grass, to fade into and emerge from 
the silvery shadow, as might a nymph or d: 

And after a time she did so, hesitating at 
first because of the danger, but proud of her 
lithe, white grace at last swaying and weaving 
here and there in the pale, silvery mist. 
eerie strangeness and beauty of it all. And 
her pale, eager face in the silver mist. The 
moment, the entire scene, was, for me, 48 
something minted, never to be changed—@ 
durable, classic, changeless event. 
And I think of yet another incident related to 

these middle-May days. Beyond the smooth 
lawn, with its tennis-courts and paths and 
flower-beds, was a bordering grove of youl 
ash and dogwood and silver birch, w 
formed a thicket. Few of all those who 
visited here, as I noticed, were interested to 
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venture beyond the tennis-courts, being more 
drawn to the beach, which was to the north. 

But Aglaia and I, one Sunday morning, the 
of the various members of the family and 

guests favoring us, found ourselves alone and 
strolled over to where some dogwood was still 

in bloom. ; 3 
At this time we were still relatively strange 

to our new relation and appropriately alive to 
the danger of discovery. But we were ir- 
resistibly drawn by the beauty of the woods 
on this particular morning—the quality of the 
warm light streaming down through the trees. 
Everywhere was translucent green, irradi- 

ated by light—the perennial miracle of reviving 
life—and underfoot the brown leaves of pre- 
ceding years, starred with delicate flowers. 
But more than early summer was this com- 
pelling desire that dominated us. 

But the hazardous nature of the walk! The 
dubious significance of an appreciable absence 
in this wood! The possibility of one or several 
of the guests wandering in this direction! 
Madame Martynov was not yet up, and 
Martynov had gone for a walk. And yet here, 
because of the wonder of the day, the enforced 

ration that governed most of our hours, 
slowly but surely we wandered farther and 
farther, and then paused. 

She faced me, her eyes moist, her cheeks 
and lips blanched. ‘We are mad,” she said. 
“This might end in something dreadful! 
But I do not care.” I see her face now, haloed 
by the brown leaves. 
And then afterwards, once on the lawn near 

the house, the gay pretense of innocence— 
running toward some youth who appeared and 
proposing a tennis match, leaving me to wan- 
der as I would—and without a look. 

But these incidents spell only the easiest and 
pleasantest, or most gorgeous, phases of love. 
There were others which wore another face. 
There were days and days when, remorseful as 
to my neglected work, or taken by other affairs, 
I evaded her, leaving her to guess what she 
would. 
Furthermore, because of her parents’ watch- 

fulness and intelligence, there were times when 
she was compelled to abandon me, going on 
visits to certain families, the social necessity of 
which her mother greatly emphasized but the 
compulsion for which Aglaia herself greatly 
resented and deplored. 

She hated this silly social stuff, as she now 
called it, since it was all intended to get her 
interested in some available man, or him in 
her, and so lead to marriage, whereas the pos- 
sibility of marriage with anyone but me was 
now forever over. I had to smile at times at 
her expressed conviction in regard to this. 

Yet, in spite of these absences, and, as 
strange as it may seem to some—so much 
having been said of her lure for me—when she 
was actually away from meat these times, long 
enough, say, for me to bury myself in my work, 
I was not so conscious of her and her absence as 
one might imagine. 

Indeed, I was at this time most taken with 
the beauty and mystery of life itself—the colors 
and forms of the great city about me, as well as 
the glorious sense of being alive and a part of 
$0 great a city, a nation and an era. 
_And to such an extent was this true at this 
time that at periods I was scarcely conscious of 

The beauty of life itself! Its color. Force. 
ever. Romance. Mystery. The strong and 

the weak who mingled in this great struggle 
and were yet taken care of, after a fashion. 
The beautiful and the plain; the gay and the 

my. 
How enticing it all seemed to me just at this 

period and in this atmosphere. For never had 
I labored under more ideal conditions, intel- 
lectually or emotionally. The peace and com- 
fort of this large, silent apartment; the beauty 
of the Drive and the great river without, which, 
if I but turned my head, I could always see 
from my desk—the steamships, sailboats, 
tugs, the far Jersey shore. 

nd the interest to me of the great streets 
outside as well as the story under my pen— 
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the picture of life that I was slowly unfolding 
word by word—and the contentedness with 
which, after a long day’s work, I could la 
down my pen and, imaginatively fagged though 
I might be, wander abroad in the street to 
recuperate my mood. 

Ah, how fine to be alive at all! To have 
health, strength, a task as well as pleasures 
wherewith to relieve it! Why travel? Why 
do anything but remain here in this great y 4 

For once I was contented and at peace, the 
more so because in addition to life and the 
great city there was Aglaia, and her parents 
and their friends, with whom there was this 
freedom of personal contact. 

Yet even better than this at times, as I saw 
it—possibly because I was so sure of and at 
moments so satiated with Aglaia—was the 
pleasure of seeking, meditatively or philosoph- 
ically as you will, to peer behind the veil of 
life itselfi—to trace out its chemical and so 
emotional combinations which was all I con- 
ceived this thing to be—an immense and fas- 
cinating face whose lines were constructed of 
desire, looking into the immense and fasci- 
nating surface, by thought trying to glimpse its 
source, or, baffled there, relapsing into more 
sensory reactions to its multiple and intriguing 
facets. 

One of the things which Aglaia called to my 
attention at this time, which was early October, 
was that she believed her movements, if not 
mine, were inning to be traced, by tele- 
phone or personal inquiry in other ways— 
a system of espionage which she attributed to 
her mother’s aroused curiosity concerning her 
multiplied trips to New York during the pre- 
vious summer. 

For instance, there had been, and still was, 
her singing teacher, to whom, even in the sum- 
mer, she had been and still was accustomed 
to go for lessons at least once and sometimes 
twice a week, since she was continually seek- 
ing for opportunity to be with me in New York.. 

But now, suddenly, and upon one pretext 
and another, her mother would see to it that she 
was called at her teacher’s and asked this or 
that, seemingly unintentionally, thus estab- 
lishing her whereabouts. Similarly, if she said 
she was going shopping, or to a dentist, or to the 
house of a friend or relative, her movements 
would be timed as nearly as possible. 

Also, there were various occasions on which, 
she being in the city and yet not with me, the 
telephone bell in the apartment would ring and 
someone whose voice I did not recognize would 
ask for Martynov or Madame Martynov, pre- 
sumably in all sincerity and yet, as we two 
agreed afterwards, obviously with the purpose 
of fixing my whereabouts. 

Naturally, this gave rise to a feeling of un- 
certainty in both of us, but more especially in 
Aglaia, who dreaded even suspicion, let alone 
exposure, and finally it was concluded between 
us that it would be best if I were to move. 

She did not want this—grieved over it—but 
still considered it best for our relations in 
future, as did I at the time. Consequently, 
yet after much delay enforced by Aglaia, since 
she could riot bring herself to see me go, I an- 
nounced one day, after the family’s return to 
New York, that a publishing contract I had 
entered into would take me to Philadelphia 
and that I would be giving up my room. 
Whereupon Martynov, all unconscious of 

my real reason, grew insistent on my remaining. 
What nonsense! What would I be doing in 
Philadelphia that would k me there in- 
definitely, or from returning here eventually? 
Why give up my quarters when any data that 
I needed to gather could be obtained by trips 
to Philadelphia? It was such a short distance. 
Why not, since I would be returning here 
eventually anyhow, keep my rooms? Why 
desert them when the family had no use for 
them? Besides, I was like one of the family 
now—I would be missed. 
And here also was Zenia, and for all her 

suspicions or fear in regard to Aglaia beaming 
| upon me with that same genial, and yet unin- 
| terpretable, eye and echoing verbally her hus- 
band’s sentiments. But actually, as I feared, 

concealing another mood, by no means hostile, 
maybe, but none the less nervous and cautious, 

Yet, here was this matter of moving now 
and a sad business it was for me. I had : 
so attached to this family atmosphere, to 
Martynov, and Zenia’s and Aglaia’s coddli 
favors. My charming room, so carefully | 
after—f; flowers on my table every day— 
the latest book brought to me, the latest play 
or concert called to my attention, with the 
proffer of a ticket as part of a family party. 
And Martynov! How I knew I would miss 

him, coming in and stretching his legs under 
my table at evening before dinner, or bawling 
out to me in stentorian tones the moment he 
entered to come out and share a drink. 

d Zenia, even in the face of her latest 
suspicion, slipping in at odd moments to talk 
about people, books, music, and always with 
the hint of something which she hesitated to 
confess and which I now, because of Aglaia, 
was prone to evade. And yet, thinking of her, 
even now, as a glazed and polished Venus, as 
suave and disarming and delectable as any 
matron could hope tobe. 

But worst of all was the thought that from 
now on this colorful and sheltered intimacy 
with Aglaia would be at anend. The delightful 
sense of her presence—in her room, at the 
piano, in the general living-room or library, in 
the morning in a dressing-gown, afternoons in 
‘a lovely house frock or street dress—and 
always, whether there was opportunity for 4 
word or not, with a meaningful look or smile 
in my direction, expressive of her affection and 
delight in my presence. And the occasional, 
if nervous and guarded, opportunities for 
slipping into my room unseen, to be kissed and 
petted. -Gone—gone forever! 

For a week she had been talking of little 
but my going and how we would do once I was 
gone. Just at this time I had finally come to 
the end of the first draft of my book, and at 
the end of the last page had written: “The 
End.” Happening to enter my room, she saw 
these words. 

“The end! Oh, dear!’ she exclaimed. “It's 
finished, isn’t it? I don’t like those words. 
They are too sad. And I have loved it so!” 

For ever since this intimacy had begun, and 
before even, she had been intensely interested 
in my writing it, reading it piecemeal as I 
wrote it and helping me at times with some in- 
tricate psychological problem and another, 
or some phase of its action or continuity. 

“And now you won’t work at your little 
table by the window any more, will you?” she 
went on. “And when you first came, before! 
ever thought we ome g be together, I used to 
think of you sitting in here and writing while! 
would be playing out there, and to you. I 
thought you might guess. And you did, for 
you always came out. And, oh, I was loving 
you so, only I wasn’t willing to admit it to 
myself. It was like something in a dream. 
You were—I was. I wanted you to know, 
and yet I didn’t. Oh, dear, I will never want to 
come in here again once you’re gone. I won't 
be able to, I know that.” She joined her hands 
and looked intently away as if into the future. 

None the less, I finally moved—into quarters 
in Central Park West overlooking the Park— 
pretending, by first sending my trunks to the 
Pennsylvania Station, that I had gone to 
Philad elphia. 

But the peculiar psychic depression that ac- 
companied my actual wn. ips The strain, 
as of a great change and a great loss. Why 
should it ever have come if it was to end 80 
soon? It was like leaving home in youth. 

I remember standing in the rooms of my new 
place, once my trunks had arrived, and looking 
out over Central Park and thinking—how cold 
and uninteresting! And how lonely I’mlikely to 
be! -A charming view, but no Aglaia, not the 
Martynovs or their home. And yet I had 
scarcely said this to myself when a telegram 
from Aglaia arrived, saying: “Please don’t be 
lonely, darling,” and suggesting a given place 
and hour to meet that same day. . 

And thereafter, every day an appointment 
for somewhere where we were not likely to be 
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seen, OF @ telegram or note. And this lasting 
well on to the following Christmas, by which 

time I decided to call on the Martynovs and 
say I had returned to New York. 

But by this time also Aglaia, dissatisfied with 
the haphazard nature of our contacts and 

wing bolder with every experience, had 
Enally ventured to enter my room, although 
never with any security of mood, choosing her 
hours and deciding according to the nature of 
the traffic whether or not she would enter. 

Interestingly enough again, with my change 
to these new quarters came a change in my 
fortune. My book was accepted and a con- 
siderable advance made onit. A trip to Europe 
was proposed, which later came as a fact. 
Not only that, but because of some enthusi- 

asm for the book I had written, not a little 
magazine work was given me, and at excep- 
tional rates, which notably increased my 
revenue and made it possible for me to add an- 
other room to my one-room abode. 

More, I became artistically enthused over a 
plan for a third novel at this time—The 
Financier’—though work on that, as I saw, | 
eventually would necessitate that very trip to | 
Philadelphia which previously I had stated I | 
was compelled to make. However, since the | 
local magazine work was holding me for the | 
time being, I said nothing, since I would not | 
be ready for the new task before spring. 

But in the interim, and because of the very 
freedom and security of this union, there came 
a form of satiation most characteristic of my 
disposition—and perhaps of all nature in one 
form or another—and which caused me to 
wonder at times whether I would long enjoy 
its, or any, continuance. The changefulness 
of my moods! The cruelty of them! To 
think, and that in spite of myself, as I decided 
after reflection, that I might grow weary of 

aia. 
What process in the human cosmos produced 

that? Could one prevent the weariness of 
ennui in such a case as this by just thinking 
about it? I decided, after due reflection, one 
could not—that atoms within one—collectively 
—yet, “parties” or divisions of the same could 
decide for or against a continuance of anything. 
I thought very well of this as a thought and 
wrote it down, but it did not relieve my 
sorrow over my possible weariness of Aglaia. | 

Yet, no change at once, by any means. | 
ia was too charming, too truly beauti- | 

at times, as she slipped into my room, in | 
furs or a figure-molding wrap, her complexion | 
a rosy pink, her eyes as clear and sparkling as | 
sunlit water, her temperament colored always 
“by an intense love of life and beauty. To play 
the piano, to dance, to join a party at dinner 
or late supper, or to walk, or drive, or play 
hostess—these were among her interests, and 
yet somehow, when she was with me, she found | 
time merely to dream, talking most often of | 
what a glorious life we two would lead if only 
I thought enough of her to marry her. 
And then she added retributively, as I could 

feel that already the lieutenant, because of her 
neglect and his own conclusions, had departed, 
for the time being, to London. There was an- 
other in his place, whom her mother and father 
favored. As a matter of fact, as she here told 
me, her mother was openly dissatisfied with her 
treatment of the lieutenant and only recently 
had discussed with her the frailty of men’s 
moods, the evanescence of all beauty, and 
how necessary it was, unless she felt herself to 
be exceptionally talented in some way, to turn 
to marriage and so safeguard her later years. 

In fact, as she said, her mother “harped” 
on her belief that she (Aglaia) was the type 

_ who should avoid a career, seeing that she was 
impractical and more suited to motherhood. 
“And she would be right,” she added, “‘if I 

could have you. I would like to marry you and 
have children by you. But as for anyone else, 
I can’t even think of it. And yet I know, I 
really know, how hopeless this is, and that I 
should be thinking of what Mother says. If 
I only could persuade her to let me go on the 
Stage, or to study concert singing seriously, 

“What's Andy Blair doing now?” 
Bill—“Haven’t you heard? He’s the new sales- 

manager for Hess & Schoble and they say his 
salary is $7500 a year.” 

Tom—“He certainly has come up fast. He 
wasn’t getting over $50 a week the last time I saw 
him. How’d he do it?” 

Bill—“Took up a course with the I.C.S. and 
studied at night. That’s why the old crowd hasn’t 
seen so much of him in the last few years. I wish 
I'd had the sense to do it too. I’d be making more 
money right now if I had.” 

Why don’t you study and get ready 
for promotion too? We'll be glad to 
help you if you will only make the start. 

Thousands of men have happy, pros- 
perous homes because they had the fore- 
sight to prepare themselves for advance- 
ment through the home-study courses 
of the International Correspondence 
Schools. Hundreds of them report sal- 
ary increases of $10, $15 and $25 a 
week. Many are earning $75, $100 

and $150 a week. Some have doubled 
and even tripled their salaries. Some 
are earning $10,000 and $15,000 a year. 
Others have become owners of busi- 
nesses of their own. 

If the I. C. S. can help other men 
to raise their salaries, it can help you. 
At least find out how. It won’t obligate 
you to ask for our Free Booklets, but 
that one simple act may change your 
entire life. Do it now. Do it for HER! 
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for until you do I shall never marry anyone!” 
The pathos of it! And yet, feeling as I did, 

the hopelessness of it! For I had just finished 
hecots no before with a matrimonial situa- 
tion which had proved unendurable. And yet, 
when I suggested on this occasion, and others 
later—and quite honestly—that perhaps since 
I was such a wholly unsatisfactory prospect it 
might be best if she really did leave me, I was 
confronted by such wide-eyed dismay and 
misery as at no time was I able to endure. 
Worse, desiring her for what she was—one who 
was solely anxious to suit every mood of hers 
to mine—I never could think of enforcing the 
suggestion. 

Yet, seeing less of her at this time, I made 
other encounters, though at first I had found 
no one who interested me as much as Aglaia. 

But. there were “affairs’—sensual ap- 
proaches to and recessions from one and 
another—yet never anything that held. On 
the contrary and on account of Aglaia— 
genuine opposition to many who were not 
opposed to me. For the time being then, or 
from fall until spring, while I was doing maga- 
zine work and preliminary reading for “The 
Financier,” I still found Aglaia my strongest 
emotional, if not intellectual, interest and 
support, and even intellectually I never found 
her wanting in any true grasp or interpretation 
of life. She guessed as sanely as another at its 
processes and meanings. 

But try as I would, and delighted with her 
as I was for the first year and more, I never 
could hold to her any more than I could to any 
single woman anywhere as “the only one”— 
not even Lenore. 

And so, in the spring, and in the face of this 
strong interest in her, came a new contact— 
one not sufficient to displace her by any means 
and yet sufficient to cause her her first real 
heartache and prove what she already so well 
knew—that her path was to be anything but a 
rosy one. 

It was this way. I was invited by an artist 
friend one afternoon to a party to be given the 
same evening in one of the many bohemian 
studios which, long before Greenwich Village 
came to be a vogue, clustered about Washing- 
ton Square. 

At about eleven o’clock at night, after work- 
ing late, I ventured there. And although not 
overimpressed by the gaieties, none the less I 
encountered a girl there who interested me. 

She was, as it proved, the daughter of a 
militant suffragist who was at once a school 
principal and a more or less prominent ad- 
vocate of views which, to say the least, at- 
tracted considerable unfriendly attention from 
those above her in authority. 
Up to that time I had known but little of 

her, and that indirectly, and nothing of her 
daughter. But now here were both. The 
daughter—Wilma Scheerer, I shall call her— 
young, sylphlike, dynamic, very sensual and 
very attractive as to face and figure, and 
evincing, as I could see from the first minute 
of our contact, one of those chemical attrac- 
tions which bring together a man and woman, 
if ever they are to be brought together any- 
where. She had, for me at least, personality, 
and was seeking work on the stage at the same 
time that she was studying dancing and stage 
technique at one of the dramatic schools in the 
city. Just at this time, as anyone could see, 
she was more eager for play than for work, or 
for a combination of the two, at least, and 
since I admired her and she was drawn to me, 
it was not more than an hour before we were 
agreed upon further contacts. And with such 
implications in words and looks! 

And so it turned out. For within the week, 
after dining and dancing and going to several 
plays together, I invited her to my rooms, and 
she chose to come. Thereafter, for a period 
of six weeks or more, this new interest was 
so strong that my previously intense leaning 
toward Aglaia was reduced to a point where, at 
times, I scarcely cared whether I saw her or not. 

At others, and in spite of this new relation, 
I desired her. as before and felt sure that if, 
discovering this, she did not desert me, I would 

not, ultimately, desert her either. But beauti- 
ful and desirable as ever, as I knew, still here 
was another, with, for the moment, equal, if 
not greater, charm, and that greatest asset of 
ali newcomers in any life—newness, strange- 
ness, the intriguing quality of being different. 
How interesting and pleasant indeed to hear 

a new voice and see a new face, a different 
way of dressing, talking, laughing, where this 
was young and equally as attractive. 

Loyalty? Disloyalty? In the flush and 
fever of a new attraction, does the male or the 
female capable of such variations and chemic 
propulsions consider these? I think not! And 
on this chemic or mental fact, or state, disas- 
trously crash all theories or notions of uni- 
formity in moral conduct anywhere. They 
do not, and cannot, survive the contact with- 
out modification. 

It is a condition and not a theory that con- 
fronts man in his sex states—and nature, and 
not man, made those states which face hin— 
male or female. 

And frankly, I was one who found myself 
involved in this condition. I would not dream 
of denying it. The sting and the zest of it! 
The appeal of a face, a smile, a ringlet of hair— 
the warmth or suggestive eagerness of an eye. 

_ Indirectly, in all our literature, through all 
time, we sing of the appeal of a breast, a thigh, 
an ankle, a waist—the joy and the beauty of 
physical union with the beloved. But let one 
step up and confess it directly, saying thus it is 
with me, and there comes a pharisaical glance 
of doubt, the dubiety of one who questions the 
wisdom of one who acknowledges his own 
humanity. 

Wrong! Folly! Let not the right hand 
know what 'the left hand doeth. But not 
being one who stands content with that dic 
tum, I offer what is here written. 

In so far as my personal attitude toward 
Aglaia was concerned, I argued about as I have 
here. Thank heaven, I said to myself, I had 
never in any way misrepresented my tempera- 
ment to her. She knew me, roughly, for what 
I was, from the beginning. So why should I 
now, for the sake of a presumptive devotion 
which I could not wholly feel, ignore this newer 
interest? Actually, if I had stated to Aglaia 
that I had so done, she would have smiled— 
and in doubt, not faith. Under the circum- 
stances, I could not see the value of this de- 
votion which warred with pleasure and a large 
experience of life. My feeling for Aglaia, as. 
opposed to my desire for variety of experience, 
was not sufficiently strong. 

But it is needless to say that within a day or 
two at the most after I had met Wilma, Aglaia” 
had already sensed something. Quite obviously, 
I suppose, and instantly, my manner showed 
some suggestion of change. 

Perhaps a portion of my customary warmth 
or interest was wanting. At any rate, she was 
forward with inquiries, and at once. I was 
not caring for her as much as before, was I? 
Or what was it, dear? Had Lenore returned? 
(I could, and did, pooh-pooh that suggestion, 
of course, with definiteness and laughter.) 

But still she was not convinced. There was 
something—of that she was sure, something 
different in my manner. Had I met someone 
else? Since I had left the Drive and she could 
not be with me as much as before, I had had 
the opportunity, of course. She had been fear- 
ing that. But still, when she loved me so 
much, couldn’t I be faithful to her for a while? 
Wasn’t she really as attractive as anyone? 

I scarcely can suggest now, how in the face 
of the actual situation, all this touched me. It 
may not seem true, and some may smile 
broadly at the effrontery of a varietist offering 
emotions in connection with his instabilities. 

None the less, truth is truth. And in passing 
affinities and revulsions of moods in connection 
with us humans lie, for me, the very essence 
and pathos of life. How often, in the case of 
Aglaia and others before her, had I not seen 
how this human changefulness presses on 
those of a more stable mood. 
You want one thing, and another wants 

another. I desire you, and you desire another. 
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Because of love I would hold you fast, and you, 
because of love for another, would be free. 
So, the heartaches, the wailings, the deaths. 

Yet, only because of the obvious chaos that 
follows upon too rapid changefulness is a man 
fearful of it. For he craves change. Yet also, 
having gained a given thing, he would keep it 
for at least a while. 

Hence the clinging—the quarreling—the 
gripping fingers, the seeking lips, from which 
the most desired is taken, by change! But who 
willsit? You? I? Itexists. Itis. Alaw. You 
cannot change it. You cannot escape it. I 
cannot. How can one escape, or defeat even, 
his shifting moods? 
And so, in the face of the situation in which 

Aglaia and I now found ourselves, I was sorry, 
even though I was the shifting cause of it. I 
could see her side as clearly as I could my own 
—her suffering in case she came to know the 
exact truth as clearly as I could foresee my own 
disappointment and unrest in case I was not 
permitted to rove as freely as I would. Either 
the torture of restraint or loss for one or the 
other. Yet, so long as she really did not 
know, as I said to myself then, there was 
neither loss for her nor restraint for myself. 
And this being so, what evil to continue with 
Wilma, since I had never indicated in any way 
to Aglaia that I would be faithful to her? 
Accordingly, I pooh-poohed as ridiculous 

every suggestion of change, the while fearing 
that at any moment I was with Aglaia in my 
own place Wilma might take it into her head 
to call She was of an impulsive nature and in 
no sense guided or restrained as was Aglaia— 
a young scofflaw. 
And true enough, it was only a very little 

while, and regardless of what I had said, before 
Aglaia was compelled to face the actuality of 
Wilma’s existence. She met us face to face, 
coming out of my rooms, Wilma dancing wil- 
fully and gaily beside me. 
I saw Aglaia as she approached us and knew 

at once, by her face, that she had seen and 
understood. Her face was very white. Even 
her walk as she neared us was strained and un- 
natural. She looked at me and then at Wilma, 
a convulsed, angry and yet defeated look in 
her eyes, and then passed without a word. 
And for the life of me, I could not now main- 
tain my previous gaiety. I was strained and 
unhappy. And Wilma noted it. 
“Who was that girl?” she asked curiously. 
“Ask me another!’’ I parried, with an effort. 

“Why do you ask?” 
“Because of the way she looked at you and 

me. I'll bet you do know her, too,” she added. 
“I can tell by the way you look.” 

(“All fussed,” she added, when I demanded, 
“How?”’) 

“Well, anyway, she’s pretty,” she concluded, 
and looked at me quizzically. She was not 
troublesomely possessive. 

But Aglaia. I could not forget her face. It 
haunted me and spoiled, for me, the lark upon 
which we were bound—an evening at Coney 
Island. For I could not help thinking of how 
she must be suffering and of my next meeting 
with her, if she troubled to return, although I 
knew, yet feared that I did not, that she would. 
In that vigor of romance as well as largeness 
of understanding that characterized her, she 
would, I knew, blame neither me nor the other 
woman—more likely herself for troubling fur- 
ther. Yet would she trouble further and so 
suffer, and that intensely? 

_to wonder. And so to suffer be- 
cause—believe it or not—now I cared for her 
again and intensely. That home! The exqui- 
site happiness that had been mine there! 

Will conscience—memory of the 
Martynovs’ hospitality and of 
Aglaia’s self-sacrificing love— 
outweigh the changeableness of 
the artist’s temperament? The 
Book of Aglaia, the first episode 
tn Theodore Dreiser’s amazingly 
frank novel, reaches a conclu- 
Ston in the March Instalment 
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a pagan pageant from the Island of Gardens to 
the Island Where the Snow Meets the Sky. A 
simple palace here, ina coco-nut grove of unim- 
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on a seaas colorful as the cool depths of an opal. 
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A map from Mr. McCutcheon’s own hand. It represents 
Treasure Island, Mr. McCutcheon’s estate in the Bahamas. 

by John T. McCutcheon 
Famous cartoonist of the Chicago Tribune, who 
has recently won distinction also as the writer of 

two very unusual novels. 

biive me a map! 
stick into the Wabash, I would 
speculate upon its eventual landing 
place. Often I opened my geography 
book and traced on a map the pos- 
sible course of just such a stick. 

Naturally, I followed it myself 

My earliest home was in Lafayette, 
Indiana, which, as most people 
know, is on the Wabash River. 
When I was a very small boy, I 
used to think a lot of that river. It 
seemed almost as important to me 
as the Tippecanoe County Court- 
house, Lafayette’s grandest building. 

As it must to all boys, however, 
the time came at last for me to 
study geography and make the 
acquaintance of maps. Imagine my 
surprise, one fine day, to discover 
that the Wabash wasn’t really a 
part of Lafayette at all, but that 
Lafayette was just one of the many 
places which the Wabash River 
passed by in its travels! 

And the Wabash flowed into 
the Ohio, the Ohio into the Missis- 
sippi, the Mississippi into the Gulf 
of Mexico, which opened into the 
Atlantic Ocean. 

After that, whenever I threw a 

in imagination. And the things I 
saw, the adventures I had, the 
heroic exploits I performed on 
foreign shores, the strange lands I 
visited, the treasures I gathered to 
distribute unselfishly upon my re- 
turn to the various members of my 
family ! 

_ It was fun then. It still is now. 
For I still love to look at maps and 
permit my fancy to wander all over 
them and the lands they represent. 

The hours I have spent with 
maps are among the most profit- 
able in my life. Not only have 
they given me a solid grounding in 
geography. They have truly broad- 
ened my outlook. They have helped 
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