I————— 0 (el heavidy
thin, small flakes. A
wind trom the north
Mung it swiring aown
street  gutters; tossed
it in twisting spirals
arund |amp posts;
splashed it ke no
much icy spray in the
faces of the man and
gitl coming out of the
movie thedte:

“What a
she exclaimed

nighe I*

He put a strong
I 0 acound her waist,
steadying bier.  “Makes the movie we've scen
more utireal than over,” he laughed, "The
lovely ladies, the too beautiful he-men; the
chances they ren, and the love they lived!”

“Aren't you @ he-man 2 she queried, lightly.
"1 think you're good looking: and I gertainly
hope you consider me at least somewhat a
lovely lady.  After all, Davey, aren't we, too,
living our love?"

"No question about your being 4 lovely
lady, Candida,” he assured hes fervently, “but
a lot of questions about our living our love,
We haven't begun yot, daeling, but it won'l be
long now. A few months more and you'll be
glad for the horse races we dida’t bet on; the
restaurant dinners we didn’t cat and the taxi
rides we didn't take—when we're together, just
we two, and the rest of the world is locked
on the other side of our own front door
Here's our street car,” he wurned. “Time to
hop in."

Warm inside the car Candida looked up at
David Trumble's profile and felt sure; sure of
him she had known as a little boy; sure of her-
self; sure of the years to come.

“Listen to the wind," said David Trumble.
“Listen to it howl, Pretty grand to be out on
a night like this, when sensible peaple stay in.
Nothing, really, more exciting thun being on
your own with all' the clements to face. 1
suppose most women wouldn't understand ; but
do you know, darling, I've always thought you
do, T've always thought you'd like to know
the diffetence in w hound's yelp when he's
treed 3 mountain lion, or when he's howling
for his dinner,  1've always thought somehow
you'd realized that the prettiest picture ever
etched was the proud, wild flight of geese
across a stormy sl

"Thanks, Pavey,” Candida sdid, for once in
her life wholly serious,  “Thanks a lot for
what you've saiil.  You've been more com.
plimentary to me tonight than ever before in
your life. | appreciate it. Indeed I do

“Then what's the matter " he asked. “Why
are you smiling? What's so wrong with what
I said?"

"Nothing," she assured him,
because I'm 4 woman, I suppose.”

"“If you weren't a woman natomlly [ wouldn't
be here now,” he pondered.

'l know where you'd be,” she said, "Not
in town on a holiday; but in fall timber where
you belong. You'd be with your lopging
operition, and ot this bour sound asleep in
# bunk house foul from the air you'd breathed
all day.  Your eyes would be dulled with the
sights you'd seen and your head awhirl with
plans for tomotrow.”

"Well,”" he objected, “and what of that, if
my heart were full of hunger foe you ?'

“Then,”* she laughed, “nothing of it at all,
except that I'm glad your heart’s toar way!”

"It's only

E WAS looking at his shoes, dulled
with mud wheee the snow had melted
away
"l 1|rn1~.r you doa’t mind my having worn
these old, clothes toaight,” he sad, "It e
such dreadful weather.  Before so very long
1 hope we'll be able to buy a small car. Then
we'll go 1o real theatres all deessed up. and
coine home in atyle without {

feeling fanny nd
Ing back jnoa shreet car. OF lpok as funny as

that dolled up bied down the line," be went
on somfully, 'with galoshe P over
the onds of dress st trousers

“I don't think he looks funny,” Condida
argied

"1 do,” e covnrerad affly, hanging on
his poane like a4 puppy to his lor 1 think

he looks funny as b

“Well,” she said av wweetly ae f she'd
been muartied ten yean insead of nover at all,
andl lor the Ao time

"do you really
she'd entered the street car todk o good
at the muan oppusite

Not so bad elthern, she reflectad 5
Too bad his soft felt hat was
over thick black bar that she couldnt se

eyes: and o bad that his com collar was
ratsed so high around deephued chiecks that
sl couldn'e see his chin

Feeling hee sctuting the man shifted 1
seal and tuenedd, looking steaipht 4t her

Candida somled

"Hi aid Davey Trumbl dont
know s nade to sare?”

“Hes gl booking enough to be 4 mavie
nctor.”” mased Candida

"Probably he's an artist,” David m;‘crﬂr-{
"Probubly he dorsn’t earn enough ro pay his
bills."

“He lives on dreams besutiful

All the

Candida Glowed... She Burned..
Was Lifted to the Heights of liomantic

Adventure— —
And Then
She
Came
Down
To
Earth....

. She

Zandida helped
G rges make hisway
tl ough the ice to the
sl ave,

things we feel and never say: what we hope
and don’t achieve; everything that's lovely
and remote.  He's getting out at this stop.
What a pity!” said Candida.

The man took off his hat with sweeping
old:world courtesy as he passed in front of
them,

"D fpol]" David Trumble proclaimed.
"Petfect d— fool. So busy admiring you he
walked off without his brief case. Wonder
he didn't lose his hat. Wonder he didn't
lose his head—"

"Ot his, heart,” Candida put in suavely.

“I'll tuen his brief case in to the street car
company,” David said,

"No," said Candida,
it to him."

“But if you don't know him?* objected
David,

“Whar makes you think that?* Candida
asked, disarmingly innocent,  "Didn't you see
him bow?" und smiled to herself,

"Don't, I'll retuen

EXT morning, however, Candida eyed
the brief case lying on the table in her
bedeoam with misgivings. Beneath the catch
the initials G B, were boldly stamped —some.
thing at least to guide her in returning the
case to ity rightful owoner. A silly thing to
have done, she told hersell severely, for the
sike of plaguing David
Praved was all & woman could wish for in
the man she was going to marry: good look-
g, ardent, with & job which would eventually
put him in 4 position of real prominence in
the community; but, thought Candida, ber
imdgination flying to the merry sparkle in the
bright eyes of the owner of the brief case, if
only  David  wouldn't  take life quite so
seriounly |
At the bottam of the column of lost and
Wl ads, Candida discovered an approptiate

Loar: On or pear Greenwood street

it a lesther briel case contdining

articles valuwable w0 & susician,

loivdle G, I, Rewsrd MU {02S,
"Pandora,” cried  Candida spring  that

ich!"

Inside Candida discovered a frayed but im.

4 Muscuan s Ih«‘ 4 mMan, 1|1\‘.‘

reminded hewself—and sheets of |bareed paper,

some with mosical notations, sonie without.
She rang up MU 1923, 'Had s gentleman

i that aumber lost a boief case? Would he

1
maculate shat

tell her what was inside, 0 that she conld
! gt = [0 its
htful ownor N shirt and manuscript notes

Candida
it very altemoon
Id find the name

it 2 ground ooy studio

v well

¢ Bardt would be waiting
't begin o well her his

saw  het.  Pethips névet

1

adequately in' his upold) etic, halting English,

She had bardly rung tse bell at the address
given when her street car friend presented
himself, bowing decply with truly continental
case of manner. Beyo.d him she caught a
glimpse of walls staine | the deep brown of
a seasoned pipe, and the aristocratic lines of an
open grand piano,

"Never, never can 1 thank you enough,
mees,” he said with an expressive lift of the
shoulders and flutter of long white hands.
"1 have work months and months on my
symphonic poem, an' last night 1 lose him,
my only copy. Now yoi have bring him back
to me. How can I thank you? How reward

p

Candida, remembering the frayed cuffs on
that clean shirt, stretched out & hand impul-
sively, “Bewird me wnen | am so glad to
have been of service?' she cried. “Never!"

He kept her hand in his a heart's beat or
two, “You will please come in then, mees.
You will give me that geeat pleasure. You
will drink with me pethaps a cup of tea?"
And noting her hesitation, “You will be very
safe, mees, Don’ you ice all the world goes
by my windows? Plewse, mees, you will do
that for me?”

“I'd love to come in, * said Candida swiftly,
Uil you really will ply to me. In fact, 1
can't think of anything I'd rather do.”

£ LED hei to a seat before an open fire.

From the ashes he took red hot charcoal

and dropped it into the tall chimney of a brass

samovar on 4 side wole. While the water

heated Georges Barit seated himeelf at the
piAno.

He skimmed the most inspired moments of

« Debussy, he sentimentalized with Chopin: he

grew confessional 10 the notes of his own
symphonic  poem.  When he huad done he
bBrought Candida tea I‘ll:ruc\l i the Russian
fashion and, sested on the sofa before dying
embers, he told ber of the life he had lived
once in. Furope: of summer nights, full of
srolling couples. the men in brilliant uniforms
and the women in lace dresses: and wintet
afternoons of skaters fAying likke the wind over
froren lakes and riven

We will meet agin, mees?’ he asked
with prayetful eyes «s he accompanied her to
the door, “The winter days are cold here
alw,  Shall we not fly over the ice together?
Let us skate down the river onie day when the
sun it bright and the ice hard like steel. Then
we shall find a nice place and have supper
togcther at & little fire we have builded on a
jutet shire.”

Candida didn't sy yes, but, on the other
hand, she didn't say no. She glowed. She
bumed.  She was lifted to the heights of
romantic adventure — too high by far for
Duvid Trumble to follow when he came that
evening to sec her

She decided it would be best not to tell
David about drinking tex in the Russian man.
ner, and definitely unwise to mention the pros-
pect of a skating party. She knew David
would not approve. It wouldn't be merely
understandable jealousy. It would be some-
thing more than that, David thought musicians
lived on the fringe of socicty, and acted in
borderland fashion.  Europeans in no way
could be compared to hard-wotking Americans,
As for skating, it was all right if you were
going places, but skating in order to  picnic
on & bank in zero weather would be—Candida
could hear him say it—would be just plain
nutty !

Yet Candida knew where it would be fun
to go. David himself had shown her that
particular part of the country. Every winter
with two other men he rented a tiny cottage
on a slough off the river, and Sunday after
Sunday the three of them blazed away at the
ducks and geese hurtling by on their long
flight south from Canada. He had taken her
there once and had been somewhat disap-
pointed because she didn't like to see bright
birds knocked down out of the sky as much
a8 he did.

They could take a bus pact way there, skate
to a sheltered cove, eat supper and skate back
to the bus station. It was a good ider. Georges
Bardt thought so too when she explained it to
him. He would bring coffee and she, “sand-
wiches, They would have a wondetful time.

HEN he met ber at the bus station he

was wearing 50 many clothes Candida
thought he looked more like a Muscovite bear
thin 4 man. As the bus colled along she
began to wonder whether he could hug like
a bear.

She was wishing she hadn’t come, but once
they were skimming along in the open she
forgot everything except the exhilaration of
the moment. This was adventure. Georges
Bardt was strange, new, exciting

After 3 while he proposed dinner and
headed for a bend in the shore. Candida
demurred, A brook entered the slough there,
she knew. She warned him of white ice, of
unsure footing,

He tossed his head impatiently  Had he not
beert born in a cold country? Did he not
know what he was doing? He was hungry.
He was tired. It was time to stop and eat.
Time to stop was time to stop.

He headed for the bend., Exactly as Can.
dida had foreseen, six feet from the shore
where blue ke tumed to white he plunged
through. He came up sputtering, his hat gone,
and’ his long black hair hanging in streamers
down his face

Candids  couldn’t help laughing.  “You
look 40 funny,” she safid hetween gasps. “You
look exactly like a seal in a circus, or a
walras, or anvthing vou ¢an think of all wet
and black and shiny ™

Through chattering teeth he made wvery
clear he didn't think she was funny o he wis
funny either. He was dreadfully wold and if
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she didn't gt him out soon he would die
fight then and there,

Near the shote Candida pried a fence post
loose, und holding it with one band while
with the othet she clutched a young alder
growing by the water's edge, she helped him
make his way through the ice to the share.

The crease was Kone from his trausers and
the part was out of his hair. Dripping wet
he didn't look in the least like romantic
adventure. He wasn't good looking. He
wasn't polite. In fdct, he acted as i every
thing had been entirely her fault

The box of matches n his pocket, had been
soaked through, No wse in thinking of a
fire anpway while he was in his present condis
tion  He gulped down all the hot cofier n
the thirmos bottle without lesving any lor
e Condida bagen to fe2l less amused und
slishtly ireitdted, It would be wise to hurry
on, she suggested, before his clothes stiffened
in the cold winter mr. A half mile farther
south beyond Dawid's shooting cabin was
anothei bus station. It would be better to go
hame from thees than to try to skate back.

With nwtterings which fortunately Candida
could not understand, he accepted her sugges-
tions in the whole hearted way he had ac-
cepted the hoo coffee. He went even farther.
He dsked for Candide's help on the last
quarter mile of the journey, His wet coat
weighed like so much lead.  He was so tired,
so cold, so miserable. He allowed Candida
to push from behind, and when they came
to a place in the bank from which they could
sce the bus station he begged her to pull him
to the top before he collapsed from absolute
exhaustion,

CANDIDA made up her mind not to wait
for the bus, but to thumb their way to
town. She left Georges Barit under shelter
and stood out in the road hailing cars. The
first refused to stop. The second slewed
around on icy ground. Candid ized
one of David's shooting companions.

"'Lo, Candida,” he said, "Thank goodness
you'te here. David's had me scouring miles
of road to find you, but those aren't anything
to the miles of river bank he's searched trying
to discover some trace of you. The slough's
not safe for skating unless you're thoroughly
familiar with every stream that sets in from
the shore."

S0 we discovered,” Candida admitted grin.
ning. “Georges Barit went through" As she
spoke he appeared, shivering.

David's friend began to liugh. “Looks
like a drowned teddy bear,” he said. When
he could control himself he ordered: “Climb
in, both of you. I'll leave you at the éabin,
Candida, where David is by now, and I'll take
this fellow back to town, David borrowed a
company car, and he'll want to drive you
home himself. If 1 were you I'd be gentle
with him, he's been so worried.”

Dust lay on everything in the cabin. David
had built a fire and had a pot of coffee hot
on the back of the stove, But David was not
in & happy mood. David was ready to swear,
"Of all the crazy things you've ever dope,”
he said, “without doubt this is the worst, I've
been worried stiff sbout you ever since your
mother told me where you'd gone.”

David's trousers. weren't too well pressed
and his cost was so old that it fitted into
every line of his sturdy figute like 1 glove on
a woman's hand: but Candida thought David
the best looking man she had ever laid eyes
ol

rec

"When I couldn't find you skating along
the slough | thought some dreadful thing had
happened,” he scolded. “After all, what did
1 know about that fellow you were with? What
do you koow about him? I simply can't imagine
what got into you,"

"Well," said Candida with her arms around
David's neck as she sniffed the homey, peaty
smell of David's toat. “for that matter, neither
can [I"

At last Davia laoghed. He held Candids
30 close that she knew she would rever issue
again from the warm tenderness of those en-
circling arms.  "Davey,” she said, "do we
teally have to wiait any longer? Must you
save any more before we get married? What
do | care about ice boxes? What do | care
about vacuums? What do | care abowr having
an automobile of our own so long as T have
you ¥’

Without answering he jerked back his head.
"Listen," ke said.  "Did you hear that? Did
you hear what | did?  The honking of 1 flock
of wild geese headed southward?  They'te
awfully late this year  Can't understand why,”

Candida grasped the lapels of David's coat
in her two fists and shook him as hard as she
could. "Goose yourself," she raged, “you
make me furious! Can't you understand?
Can't you see that you're running thé tisk of
being late, too?”

David ghianed
right,”" he confessed

"1 think maybe you'te
'T'think pethaps f you
don't mind too much not having all the com
forts and conveniences 1'd like to give my
wife welll postpone buying labor uunig
devices. We'll find somebody to mamy us
tomarrow !

Copuright,



