
The Story of a
Frock, a Walking

Stick and a Girl
Who Thought She
Didn't Like Actors.

HAVE always been a fearful duf-
ferJ at cards. And I'm glad of it!
Tea, at afternoon things where I

used to be dragged occasionally tbe
people I played with simply hated
me. How they glared when I did
something stupid (as I never failed
to do) and how desperately uncom-
fortable 1 used te be! Bridge? I
never even attempted It I simply
hadn't that sort of mind and that
was all there was to it. Tet I'm glad.

I may as well begin at the begin-
ning and tell you all about it. It all
happened because of a new frock
Daphne had brought home for me.
(Daphne is my older sister. In charge
at Armln's you know, that terribly
smart shop on the avenue where you
simply can't touch a serge frock for
less than two hundred and fifty. I
know that sounds ridiculous, but it's
perfectly true. At least it sounds
ridiculous to me, as I'm used to hav-
ing my dresses "run up" after hours,
when Daphne's fagged out and not
caring particularly whether it looks
like a Lanvin or a Cherult.)

Tou can't, after seeing those cats
of aU day. (That nice, disturbed by the exhibition.
I know, but Daphne calls them that
sometimes when she's had a bad day
and she's the most truthful person
I know.) They come in, simply drip-
ping with jewels, and the way they
behave is simply frightful, she says.
Rude's not quite the word for It. But
never mind. I knew I should wander
off the track of this story.

Tie black frock, mind you, had
been a model In the window. It was
Just a bit crushed from handling and
the tinsel ribbons had tarnished ever
so little. Not enough for anyone to
mind. I didn't Daphne got it for a
song, she said. She didn't mention
the exact price, but I noticed she
didn't lunch at Herbert's for weeks
and weeks.

The frock was all frilly and dell
clous, and it fitted me exactly as 1

it had been cut to my measure,
simply adored It I used to put 1

on parade before my stingy little
mirror. Even Lorentine, who almost
never praises anything, said: "Tour
arms aren't half bad in that frock!"

That, from Lorentine, wds wild en
thusiasm.

But It was simply no use. Daphne
and I were on the very edge of things
in this big town. Back home in
Albemarle J. should have had heap
of chances to wear it. Here there
was simply not the ghost of one. We
didn't know any men except the one
who kept the delicatessen around the
corner, the janitor and the one who
brought the milk.

We had simply run away from Al-

bemarle a year ago when she had
fallen out of love my tall, hand
some sister with Robin Wheeler.
They had been engaged for about
fortnight when It happened. None
of us knew exactly what did happen,
but Daphne came In from a dancing
party one night, terribly white and
silent, and the next day she said we
were to pack up and go east

I, of course, had nothing much to
say about It Besides, when she was
so abominably unhappy I wanted to
get away with her, too. It was the
only thing that could have helped the
least little bit. And then Daphne got
this really good job, or we couldn't
possibly have stayed

But It had been a queer, rather
lonely time. There are times like
that with all girls, you know, when
men simply don't exist for ,lhem. (I
know no man will believe that, but
every woman' will understand what
I mean.) .

The last year had been that sort
for us both. I used to potter about
town by myself, and at night we'd
go to the movies or hear some music,
and I read everything In sight.
Daphne, of course, was busy all the
day, and most of the time when she
wasn't too tired she was thrilled by
the fact that she was actually earn-
ing her living. It's a very nice feel-
ing, she says.

It was only the frock that made
me realize male companionship might
be a thing to be desired.

So one night when my sister tele-
phoned me she'd be kept late and that
I was to have dinner without waiting
for her I was simply drenched with
loneliness and self-pit- y. After I'd
got through my solitary meal I de-

cided to amuse myself by getting
"dolled" In my love of a frock.

I went through all the motions. I
did my hair In my best style, and It
did look rather nice, a; It was only
three days since it had been sham-
pooed and in the beatific state if as-

sumes about that time. I brushed It
until it was exactly like copper silk.
I enjoyed an orgy in Daphne's pet
powder and I had just with some
difficulty, fastened myself up (yes it
can be done if one's sufficiently
agile) when the bell rang.

Of course, there was no one else
to answer the door. Our two rooms
and kitchenette just about hold us,
to say nothing of a maid, which we
couldn't afford if we had space for
one.

I gave one rather pleased, smug
glance at myself In the hall mirror
and flung open the door with a
flourish.

What I expected to see was the
bored countenance of Lorentine or
Mrs. Pelham acress the way, per-n- n,

asking if she might telephone
her brother, who lives in "Joisey."

It was neither.
It was a man. A MAX!
I suppose you think it's queer, put-

ting that unimportant word In capi-
tals. Tou must try awfully hard to
remember that I hadn't spoken to a
really nice one for twelve whole
months.

And this one was nice.
I couldn't have told you at once

just what he was like. I knew In a
vague sort of way that he had crinkly,

.red-brow- n hair and eyes the same
color. He was quite young 27 or;28

and the light In our dim little hall
told me he was In evening clothes.

"I am o fearfully sorry to disturb
you," he said Ic a nice British voice.
"I'm very much afraid I've got the

wrong door, although -- A was the
apartment number ai I remember it. I

Does Miss Estelle Gregg still live
here?"

I liked his voice so well that I let
quite a full minute elapse before
answered. (The English bave such
charming way of making common
place words things of beauty, haven'
they?)

Then, "It's the right. apartment, Tm
quite sure." I te4d him. "but Miss
Gregg doesn't live" here any mor
hasn't for a whole year. My sister
and I sublet this place from her.

I don't know what imp of garrulity
made me go on. That was surely th
place to smile with frigid politeness
and shut the door on his shining boot,
but I didn't.

"She's gone on tour with the "Grey
Domino" company," I chattered on. "I
believe It's in Australia right no

Gloom fell on the young man like a
cloak.

"Australia!" he said,. In such a dis
appointed voice. "On tour! O, yes
What rotten luck!" he muttered,
striking the Innocent door frame with
his wicked-lookin- g stick.

I knew I needed no one to tell me
It was a soldier's stick. Harry,
Daphne's and my very own half
brother, had the same sort of one
when he came home on' leave from
Canada. Harry lying In an un
marked grave In Francel .

Something curiously sickening
swept over me. It was awfully
silly, but I just couldn't help
it. I leaned against the door and-T- ut

my hands over my eyes. What stu
pidity! The sight of a walking stick
to make me sob like a babv idiot!

The nice young man was tremen
women Isn't aousiy

"I am sorry," he began in a dis
tressed voice.

I went on, shaking and sobbing and
feeling utterly miserable and a fool.
when I felt a hankie, smelling beau-
tifully of some excellent tobacco, be-
ing pressed Into my hands.

He said in the kindest way: "Now,
If there's anything I can help possi-
bly, please tell me, and I'll do it"

Somehow that steadied me. I felt
I'd simply got to stop trembling in
that nonsensical manner. I sobbed
out something entirely Incoherent
about Harry and the sight of his
stick reminding me of my brother and
the lovely old days in Albemarle. I
told him how frightfully Daphne and
I missed him, and it was partly be-
cause of that we'd come away from
the town where the three of us had
grown up so happily together. Tou
never would have thought to hear
me Dieating out ail my troubles In
that undignified fashion, that I'm
really a reserved sort of person
quite ehy, usually.

The young man was the under
standing sort, however.

He did the most astonishing thing.
He reached into the pocket of that

woolly ulster of his and pulled out
what I've heard soldiers call their
"cold meat tag" Identification disk,
you know.

"1 donT know whether or not this

Th lues young man was Tret
mmndoutly, ditturbtdt

will serve as Introduction," he began,
reddening, schoolboy fashion, to the
very Jagged white scar on his fore
head. "But that's me if you care to
take my word for it." (I liked him
for saying "that's me" instead of
that's I," even If it is correct An

ugly piece of locution, I've always
called it.)

I read the letters scratched, on the
silver oval, blinking through my eilly
tears.

Oliver Risdale was his name.
"The Black Watch was my outfit,"

he supplied as I returned the bit of
metal. "I've Just this moment got
back this very afternoon. I was
discharged from hospital the day be-
fore I left Trilby docks, and I'm fairly
thirsting for a bit of gayety. That's
why I got myself up In my gladdest
togs and dashed straight over to Es-

telle Gregg's flat, hoping to carry her
off to dance somewhere. Might have
known she'd be working but Aus-
tralia! That's a fearful distance," he
finished, so gloomily that I couldn't
help arranging my woeful counte-
nance Into a smile.

"Do you know," went on my Black
Watch captain I found out the cap-
tain part later "Do you know, I'm
most fearfully tempted to Be cheeky
enough to beg you to take pity on
me? Can't we take your sister with
ius as chaperon and have some sort of
party? Tou'd be conferring the most
tremendous favor on me. Tou see, I
don't know any girls in this town, and
I can't celebrate all alone."

"Daphne's not at home," I told him,
knowing I ought dignifiedly to shut
the door in his good-looki- face.
(Any nice girl would have done It I
can hear you say.) Of course, 1

might have got out of It by saying
I'd another engagement, which would
have' certainly sounded plausible
enough. Bat, somehow. I couldn't.'

I thought of Harry, lonely, starv-
ing for gayety, in a strange land,' In
London, perhaps, when he went over
with the Princess Pats, as he did be-

fore we got Into the fight. I thought
how I'd hate any English girl who'd
"turn down" my darling brother. Af
ter all, I reasoned, what were we
women given our ut

intuitive eense for if not to help us
in just such emergencies?

My intuition told me this man was
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' did Have a nice time, Daphne, my ov)n. But Tve
terrible confession to make."

quite all right, my own sort the kind
I could go about with in perfect hap
piness and safety. Daphne, of course,
would have been horrified at the bare
notion. But she was not there! What
was that eilly phrase everyone was
bandying about three or four years
ago? O, yes "all dressed up and no
place to go!" The two of us were in
exactly that fix. It might be ma- d-
it might be most awfully unladylike
and imprudent but I'd do It! '

Something of all this must have
shown itself in ray face in the half
minute that flew by as he waited for
my answer. When I said "all right
in a breathless sort of voice he re
marked matter of factly "Righto.
Now, if you'll Ju6t fly into your cloak
I'll be back in three sees with
taxi. Better leave a note for the
absent sister, so she won't be dis
tracted when she comes home."

And before I'd time to change that
mercurial mind of mine he'd dlsap
peared in the direction of the elevator.

I was so excited I pulled down half
the things In the closet before I

nally emerged triumphantly with
Daphne's best evening wrap, a lovely
blue thing, collared in soft gray fur.
And I had Just time to scrawl the

astlest explanation to my sister
when- - the bell rang and the pleasant
British voice halloed up the tube.

I didn't care Who said What!
There was nothing to do but go
through with it

The elevator girl, who always talks
to me with the keenest Interest of the
weather and kindred thrilling sub-
jects, fastened her gimlet eyes on me
as I rode down with her. I could
just hear her giving my sister a
thorough account of how I looked as
I went out "with that tall young
gentleman, miss!" She would he sure
to say that!

He bundled me into a cab with the
air of having done nothing all his
life. How miraculously those men
shed their three and four years of
filth and horror over there! They
are marvels, all of them, with their
renewed zest for life and Its good
things, I felt a glow and pride and
genuine patriotic enthusiasm to think
that I, Joyce O'Connor, should be
helping this soldier to enjoy his first
night of fun in New Tork.

And we did have a nice time! First.
it was the theater. We were a bit
late, of course, but it was a musical
revue, so It didn't matter. We got in
Just as eight pretty girls were sing
ing some tinkling tune' about-lov- e

and a moon. Tou know the usual
thlngj I hadn't seen a musical show
for a long time and I loved every
inch of it

When we came out Captain Risdale
said: "Must dance somewhere, must
not we? If you think your sister
will be dreadfully alarmed we'll stop
as we go by and put her fear to rest.

I was determined not to miss one
moment of that glorious evening.
Besides, I had fibbed In my note to
Daphne. I had said that Horace
Lane, one of the boys she had gone
to school with, bad come to town and
that we had "gone stepping" to
gether., I knew it was no good
frightening her to death by announc-
ing I had trailed off with an utter
stranger. She would have had every
single policeman in the city scouring
about for me.

So, I said: "1 really
don't think she'll be frantic. We
needn't stop."

So that was that as Lorentine al
ways says. (It means nothing, but
it's a useful sentence to have knock
ing about.)

It was half past 1 by my tiny watch
when I let myself in, very softly,
with the latchkey I had thoughtfully
taken with me. Daphne, pale and
lovely In her lilac dressing gown,
came down the hall. She had a book
In her hand, and she was yawning.

"Have a nice time, darling?" she
said, putting her band up to her hair,
which had tumbled down a bit show- -
nig that faint streak of white that
grows, like a soft feather, amid the
lovely mass of curling locks. (Daphne
Is not quite 26. and that peak of
white Is somewhat of a trial to her.)

"I did have a nice time. Daphne,- my
own," I told her, plumping down on
the bed and kicking off one silver
slipper. "Wonderful perfect! But
I've a terrible confession to make."
And I told her.

She listened, trying to look fright-
fully stern, and being really shocked
at .my indiscretion in trotting about
like that with what she called, in
italics, a perfect stranger. She in-
terrupted my recital several times
with little gasps of amazement and
dismay.
' But when I explained about Harry
she Just listened without a single
word, brown eyes gemmed suddenly
with tears. '

"It was mad. of course," she said
slowly, when I'd quite finished, "quite
mad; but, somehow, I'm glad you
did it!"

It was then that I screwed up
enough courage to tell her that I'd
asked him to toddle In to tea on Sun-fa- y.

(That was Friday night)
"Tou're sure to like him," I gabbed.

'So pleasant and a gentleman, as

Lorentine says. He's a lot of fun,
too, and he does dance like an angel."

Daphne, In her orderly way, was
setting right the dressing table I'd
left in such chaos. "We shall see,"
said she, turning large eyes on me in
the mirror and smiling the first real
smile my sister had given me since
that Robin Wheeler episode a year
before. "We'll see!"

He turned up promptly at 5 o'clock
on Sunday, woolly ulster, quite the
right hat if you know what I mean,
and the soldierly stick, proving to my
satisfaction that my adventure of
Friday night had not been a dream,
as I had been thinking ever since I
woke the following day. (Things do
look so dreadfully different in the
daylight, I've noticed.)

Daphne, I could see, liked him at
ence. She was so pretty that after
noon, in her slinky dark blue frock,
those slim hands of hers fluttering
over the spirit lamp. We had the
Jolliest sort of time. Long after the
November dusk closed around the
windows of our five story up apart
ment and Daphne had lighted the am
ber shaded lamp we sat there chin
ning. It was the most satisfactory
day we had had in ages. Much like
the long, pleasant Sundays at home.
when people, Robin Wheeler among
them, used to drop in to our great
living room. There was always a
fire, with Daphne smiling and happy,
the center of a gay group. (Me, not
so much noticed, being a flapper, Joy
ously handing about - cakes and
things.) We had not had any after
noons like that, either of us, since
we'd been In New Tork!

When at half past nine he rose to
go be wanted to know If we would
not both of us be so very good as
to come to the theater with him some
night the following week. I was de
lighted, but I waited, of course, for
my sister's decision. To my great Joy
she behaved as if it were quite all
right.

'Joyce would like it very much, I
know," she said in the charming voice
M. Axmin pays her $75 a, week to use
on the dreadful dowagers who bear
down on his shop. (She Intimidates
them, he says

I shan't be able to go with you,
though," my sister continued. "I'm
being busy every single night."

(Busy O, Daphne! I thought I saw
an enormous fib, but I also knew perfe-

ctly-well it meant the young man
was tagged "the right sort" So 1

held my tongue, like a good and
knowing child.)

So sorry," said Captain Risdale.
3ut you will come. Miss Joyce?"

turning those red-bro- orbs on en
raptured me. -

"I O, I should love to," I burbled.
Then we had to turn back to the

living room for another five minutes
to discuss the matter of what to see.

Daphne had been, with Lorentine.
to that thrilling melodrama every
one's been talking about this seasen
and she recommended it

O, tlMtt!" said our caller, with evi
dent amusement. "Old Scarborough's
knocking 'em dead in it, they tell me.
Tou're probably one of those who
worship at his shrine," turning to me
with a quizzical smile.

Some demon of denial prompted me
to say:

I don't do anything of the sort
rve never even seen him. Besides, I
hate men who act. It's. no sort of a
Job for a man."

Our guest looked a bit startled.
"Come, now, that's really quite

harsh, you know,", he began, with
rather an embarrassed laugh. T must
have forgotten to mention it but as a
matter of fact that's my Job. rn
angling fora part right now, and Til
be Jolly lucky if I get it having been
out of things for three years."

I could have wept. I could have
prayed to sink out of sight of this
gallant soldier and my horrified sis-

ter. But there 'was nothing I could
do or say to make amends.

Reaching for his hat and stick, and
giving me the nicest sort of bow, he
said good-nigh- t. Daphne, poor dar
ling, could hardly answer him for try
ing to look as if her younger sister
had not just committed an unpardon
able blunder.

How I loathed myself as the door
closed after his tall figure! How
beastly I felt as Daphne, her arm
flung over my shoulder In comforting
fashion, said: ' -

'Never mind. dear. Tou couldn't
possibly have known. And he knows
you're frightfully sorry."

I could not have known, of course;
I should have said, at random, that
his peacetime job was anything but
that Really, I had not thought what
his ordinary man's occupation might
be. v

I had not thought
That was exactly the trouble!
I never did think until after Td

spoken, blurting out things that hurt
so abominably people I liked

And I did like this new young man
much more than I cared to admit,
even to myself.

Perhaps that was why I had been
so vehement when he suggested I
might "adore" some one else. Be
cause I hadn t meant that, really,
about actors, I'd never In all my life

known one. I just had a notion.
gleaned from books, probably, that
they were set apart unreal, hopeless-
ly artificial. And now that idiotio
tongue of mine had quite run away
with Itself had said something to
hurt the one I would not have hurt
for all the world. -

Do you wonder I cried my miser
able self to sleep that night?

"He'll never come again," I told
myself dismally, after Daphne had
gone the next morning. I was dust
ing the Dresden things on the mantel-
piece when the telephone bell rang
stridently. .?

"Hello!" said the thick-as-crea- m

voice, which even by that time I
knew better than, my own. "Tlello!
Is that you. Miss Joyce?"

I said it was, with the sudden light-
ening of my heart that told me how
very, very glad I was he had not for-
gotten that rude creature, Joyce
O'Connor, existed.

"This is Oliver Risdale," he went
on. (As if I needed to be told wboftk
those honey - and - treacle tones be-

longed to.) "I've just rung up to say
I'd got seats for old Scarborough's
show for Tuesday nisht Tou said
Tuesday was all right, did you not?"

Tea," seemed to be my only word
that day, so I said it again.

I say," went on mon capifaine
cheerily, "you'll wear that sparkling
black and silver thing you'd? on the
first night I saw you, won't you?
Ripping frock, I call it Righto!
Good-by-ee- ."

(Astonishing creatures, men.)
(Fancy his noticing it!)
The Scarborough expedition was

only the first of many we took to-

gether, we two, and sometimes we
three, for often Daphne consented to
be lured forth to frivol with us,

Oliver O, yes, we called that
by Christmas time remarked one
night: "If I may say so, your sister
is a great little sportswoman."

It was apropos of nothing,
Daphne had bad rather a hard day
and was looking a bit fagged under
all her loveliness. I suspected, too.
that she'd had some news that de
pressed her. A letter from home, per
haps! That Robin Wheeler person,
I'll wager, had gone and engaged
himself to Vera Webbis. (Tou see,
Daphne had let it out to me that it
was over a girl they had quarreled,
Robin had paid exaggerated court to
her one night at the club and Daphne
had been so hideously proud she
wouldn't listen to any explanation.
I didn't blame her the least little hit)

How any human man could look at
Vera while my stunning sister was
about was beyond me. However, as
I've remarked, sadly and with convic
tion, the ways of the sterner sex are
not within my comprehension.

Yes. it must have been Robin she
was fussing her darling self about
that night

Captain Risdale noticed, I'm sure.
His eyes followed her about.

Long after he'd gone, long after
Daphne had slipped into blessed sleep
at my side, I lay stark awake, taking
stock,of things. Certainly I was not
going to be Jealous of my very own
sister! Of course he could not help
liking Daphne better than me. It
was quite natural. She was so very
wonderful. I was just a rude chit
who said absurd things, and laughed
a great deal and hadn't quite learned
to do her hair.

Perfectly natural it was, of course!
And I was glad, for him and for her!
But

but

There was absolutely no good In the
world denying it any longer. I was

'most terribly in love with him.
Shameless, wasn't it?

The days his "is that you?" came to
me over the phone the sun shone and
life was worth living. The days he
filled to ring me up, or call, or take
me to the theater were simply lost
ones. I marked them off my calen
dar.

him

Now this had come. (For that it
had come I was perfectly sure.)

All this time, to make me more
wretched, there was Horace Lane,
the very man whose name I'd taken in
vain the first night I'd gone out with
Captain Risdale. He had, quite unex
pectedly, come to New Tork. He was
in .Wall street; an awfully good jo-b-
he told Daphne.

It was easy to believe that. Horace
was just the sort of "rising young
man" who, given ten years or so in
New Tork, emerges from that period
with a town house, a "little place" In
the country, motors, boxes at the
opera, and everything that goes with
that kind of existence.

And he, this paragon, wanted to
marry me!

All the time that L wan and heavy--
eyed, was going about trying to- be-

have to my lynx-eye- d Daphne that
nothing on earth was the matter, he
was "pestering" me with attentions!

I can't imagine why! I was insuf
ferably rude to him, really. I couldn't
endure his staring at me in that "How
I adore you!" fashion. I simply
couldn't bear his way of saying:
"Now, tell me, Joyce, what you've
been doing since I saw yon last" Nor
his holding my hand the half minute
more than was necessary. Nor

A year before when we'd come to
New Tork, leaving our' darling big
house and all Its comforts, and being
popped willy-ntll- y into this two by
four flat where, a9 Lorentine said
you had to go out of the room to
change your mind a year ago, I say,

might've said yes to this persistent
young man.

Might have: I might, before mon
capltalne "came into my life," as the
writers of penny dreadfuls used to
put it have considered this Horace
person as a possible suitor. But now

never!
a

Ing, enormously successful. The fu
ture Mrs. Lane, whoever she might

would have furs and pearl strings
and frocks that were Just right. She
wouldn't to worry, as so many
wives about the wolf at the door!

The wife of a young actor, for In-

stance. They have an engagement
three months of the year, sometimes,
you know! Heaven only knows how
they live rest of the time.

When I got to this stage of my re-
flections I used mutter savagely:
"Joyce, you're a perfect idiot! Go for
a walk." Which T usually did.

One night when Horace had said he
was coming over I besought Daphne,
almost with tears In my voice, to let
me off somewhere'before he ar-
rived. But Bhe said it wouldn't be
quite a sporting thing to

"He expects to find you at home,"
she said, gravely. And then, a

Ba'M&belMcEltioit
twinkle, "What's the matter with you,
Joy? Tou never used to dislike
poor boy so frightfully at home as I
remember It was always knock-
ing about under foot carrying golf
bags and such like!"

I couldn't help giving her a grudg-
ing smile.

"Home isn't here," I told her with
brilliant logic "And Horace bores me
stiff. I don't like the color of his
eyes, anyway."

"Why, Joysle!" my Bister's bell
voice laughed vat me. "What's the
matter with his eyes? They're quite
nice, I think. Dark blue. Tou always
used to say you liked blue eyes. What
color's In favor now?"

"Brown," I said, before I thought
"Redbrown, like a certain shade of
autumn leaf when the sun's on it"

(I could have bitten out my tongue
after rd said it But Daphne seemed
not to notice. She went on slitting
the pages of the new Century quite as
if I'd not spoken.)

Horace came and insisted on drag
ging me out to dinner with him. He'd
had none, because of being terribly
busy, he said, and, though I wasn't
the least bit hungry, I had to sit
through five long courses at the Ben-ha-

Joining my vis-avi- s, at the last
in an ice.

When he'd quite finished he started
in on what he'd got to say. I'd known
it was coming all evening. I was
bracing myself to refuse, for the third
time, this admirable creature. But
this venture my suitor thought he'd
a trump card to play.

He trotted out with an air of smug
satrsfaction, a tiny green Jeweler's
box. He held it out to me without
another word.

Naturally I looked inside. What I
saw was a ring set with a stone of
ice and fire, with blue and jade and
yellow sparks In it Tinier drops of
Ice and flame surrounded the central

Horace was obviously proud of his
really excellent taste.

I said, putting It back into his hand
with a smile I hoped was properly
regretful:

It s lovely, Horace, and you re a
dear to want me to have it. I do
wish I could take It but I can't"

Just then, before I had time to ef-

face the regretful smile, or before
Horace had permitted his expression
of pleased self-estee- m to fade, a shad-
ow fell across the table, and I looked
up to see Oliver Risdale standing
there..

"I say," he began in that chocolate-puddin- g

voice that could make my
heart flutter In a perfectly scandal-
ous manner, "I've Just had such a
fine bit of luck I simply had to dash
over and tell you about it (This In-

cluded Horace, whom he'd run Into
once or twice at our flat.)

"I've landed that fat part in "The
Enigma,"', he went on, to me alone.

And at that moment he caught sight
of the winking headlight that lay on
the cloth between Horace and me.

For the second time since I had
known Captain Risdale he reddened

O.Fma ttart4 Jugft.. ITtfrxvf yoa lattr."

clear to the tiptop of the Jagged Bear
on his forehead.

Red-brow- n eyes deep in mine, he
said hurriedly: "O, I'm a fearful
duffer, butting Into a very special
party. I'll see both of you later."
And be cut across the room as If
seven demons in seven-leagu- boots
were after him!

I was annoyed! Let him care for
another girl, if he liked, but let him
not think I was going to marry Hor-
ace Lane! Not I! But there was
nothing I could have done to correct

impression.
I certainly could not have said, in

mincing tones:
Tou're utterly mistaken. I've Just

refused this estimable young man. I
am sure you think no girl could resist
this mazda-lam- p solitaire and all It
stands for, but you're quite wrong.
I can and I have.

No, I could not have said anything
like that I could explain later not
that it mattered really.

Meanwhile
"Please take me home," I said

crossly to Horace. "And please let's
not talk about it any more. I simply
can't bear it"

"The Enigma," I saw by the follow
ing day's paper, was to go on tour
"shortly" to Boston, Philadelphia and
Chicago.

That means," I thought dully.
"that I shan't see him for at least six
weeks."

I wondered if he would "speak" to
Daphne before he He'd never
think of me again, of course. Or if
he did it would be as a girl who'd

He was young, not at all bad look- - engage herself to smug young man
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who could afford to buy diamonds as
big as eggs!

When I came flying in from church
next Sunday morning I heard voices
In our tiny "droring room." Daphne's,
with the special dove note she used to
reserve for her Robin In the days
gOne by. And another, a deep mascu-
line one, with a trick of burring all
his r's like a Scot. That was Robin
Wheejer's.

I tiptoed to the door. Daphne, with
quite the old look on her lovely face,
was saying:

"I simply couldn't bear it, Robin.
Tou must never make me Jealous like
that again."

And he, going rough-sho- d over all
the r's in the paragraph, was assur
ing her that she'd been frightfully
mistaken about the whole affair; that
he'd had a miserable year; and why

hadn't she answered his frantic let-
ters, etc., etc., etc

I stole out, shutting the outer door
softly. Never, never. In all my 21
years had I been so acutely wretched.
Alone I was, incredibly alone, as
blown by the bleak March wind, I
turned in at the deserted peak drive.

Daphne and Robin would be as hap-
py as possible. I was glad for them
both. But there 1 had been thinking
It was all over; that Oliver and
Daphne were "hitting it off" so beau-
tifully .

Tea, I could bear to give him up t
my sister; but to some other girl I
hoped he would not be too utterly
miserable when he found It out.

As for me, there was no earthly use
pretending I could be Interested ever
In anyone but this red-bro- soldier
with the honeyed voice. No use try-
ing to make myself believe that see-
ing him again was not the most im-
portant thing In the whole world.

But of course, I should not ' He
would go away where there would be
dozens of girls, far prettier and clev-
erer than L He would forget Joyce
O'Connor had ever existed. When his
play came back to New Tork, thougn,
I should be gone. I could not bear it
I should go back to Albemarle.

The furious March wind blew me
giddily around a bend of the path
into some shrubbery. As I stopped,
breathless, to straighten my small
gray hat, with Its. close veil, a firm
hand closed round my free one, and 41

voice The Voice said:
"Tou do tear along at a great pace,

don't you, young woman?"
"Oliver," I could only gasp, turning-popp-

red.
"Tes, it's Oliver, of course," said

that pleased young gentleman, tuck-
ing my arm firmly Into the crook of-hi-s

and striking out bravely with his
stick as he hurried me grandly along.

"Did you think it was young
what's-hls-nam- e of last night?" he
wanted to know.

"Tou've been talking tq Daphne," 1

accused him.
"Good Lord, I ehould say I have

been talking to Daphne," he repliea.
rather violently. "I came trailing
over, funeral racea, to oner my
hearty good wishes (you'll notice I
said 'hearty'), and your' lovely sister
tells me they're not In order."

(He didn't look like a man who'd
got rather a bad Jolt, as any man
who'd been In love with Daphne
would have got coming up to find her
presenting: "My fiance, Robin

"What do you mean, young"un, by
blushing and bridling over a at

ring and then turning the beggar
down?" he continued, twinkling at
me.

"I wasn't blushing and bridling." I
cried, indignantly. "I couldn't help It
If you Jumped at absurd conclusions.
And I do wish you wouldn't tease me
about it!" (I'm afraid there was a
sob In my voice at the last.)

My dearest child," said mon capl
talne, drawing up In his mad pace, as
it were, and turning the full battery
of his chestnut orbs on me, "my dear-

est angel darling child, I am not
teasing. After consulting the Hebe
who runs your lift as to the direction
you'd taken I tore after ou to be
more serious than I've ever been in
my life. I Just wanted to humbly in-

quire if, having turned down young
Croesus, you'd consider me. I am,"
he said, with a wicked look, "only an
actor, as you know. And that's no
Job for any man!"

(O, I shall be well paid for that
silly remark, I can see that.)

But aren't men silly, really! He'd
been wanting to tell me for ages, but
had been afraid it wasn't quite fair
when Horace had "so much to offer.

So much to offer. Indeed! Tou
know the bromide every third play
contains: "Nothing else matters, dear,
but that we love each other."

I used to laugh at It. I know now

that It's true!
Later he eald:
"Darling, I can't give you the sort

of ring you refused last night. I'm
sorry." '

"That little circlet of blue stones
you carry about the one that used
to be your mother's!" I cried, eagerly.
"If you don't mind, I'd rather have

that than any other ring In the
world."

I'm wearing it now.
Diamonds! Pouf! '

I know you'll think It was fright-
fully Irrelevant the way I started out
about being unlucKy at cams..,. ,iiv Recause. you see, I

wanted to make the point that I'd so

much rather be lucky in love!

Zion's Overseer Bans Cheap
Vaudeville Records.

Young People Are Forbidden to Go
Joy IUdlne on Sunday.

rr ION. HL. March 12. In the general
Zi cleanup that Is going on Ii the
city of ZIon, all slangy, profane, cheap
vaudeville phonograph records have
got to go.

"1 fany of you have these records
in your homes you are sinning against
God." said Overseer Voliva, "and if
I hear any such records In Zlsn home
(the big 350-roo- m hotel), I'll smash
the records and throw them out the
window. It's disgusting to hear some
of these trashy records, such as Old
Josh's records where he swears. Come
on, Zion! Let's burn up these records!
When you buy records, buy records
with some sense to them!"

The next In line for cleanup is
Sabbath desecration. It has come to
Overseer Voliva s ears that some
young people have gone auto riding
on the Lord's day. The result Is that
Voliva has given orders that no taxi-ca- b

Is to leave the barn on Sunday
except to go to and from church, or
to "go on God Almighty's errands."

Switching back onto the matter of
women's dress once more, Voliva gave
warning that If he attends another
wedding where women are not prop-

erly dressed he will put on "his hat
and depart.

Scotch Woolens in America.
CALGART, Alta. Araneements are

now being made for the installation
of a woolen mill in Alberta. A syndi-
cate of Scottish woolen manufactur-
ers is promoting the Industry and has
already purchased some equipment
and machinery. This will be the first
woolen mill west of the Ureat Lakes.
and it Is expected to give Impetus to
the shecp-ralsin- g industry.


