The Stor y of a
Frock, a Walking

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

wrang door, although 6-A wax the
apartment number a3 I remember u.!
Does Misy Hstelle Gregg still live

1 liked his volce so well that I let
quits & fail minuts #lapws befors I
apswarad. (Tha Engilsh baive such &
charming way of making common-
place words things of beauty, haven't

Then, “It's the right apartment, I'm
quite sure” 1 tald Him,
Gregg doesn’t llve hare any more—
hasn't far a whole yaar.
and I subler this place from her™

“but Miss
My sister |

fer at cards, And Tm glxd of it!
Yeou, at aftesnoon things where I
used to be dragged occasionally the
people I played with simply hated
me. How they glared when 1 aid
something stupid (as I never falledy
to do) and how desperatsly uncom-
fortabls T used to be! Bridge? 1
nover even attempted it. 1 simply
badn't that sort of mind and that
wus all thers was to |t Yet I'm glad.
I may as well begin at the begin-
ping and tell you ail about It. It all
bappened becauss of a pew frock
Daphne had brought homs for me
(Daphne is my older sister, In charge
at Armin's you know, that terribly
smart shop on ths avenus whers you
slmply can’t touch a sarge froek for
less than two hundred and fifty. I
know that sounds ridfouiouw but I's
perfectly true. At least it scunids

I HAVE always been a fearful duf-

ridiculous to me, as I'm used fo hHav-

ing my dresses “run up” after hours,
when Daphne’'s fagged out and not

curing particularly whether it looks
like a Lanvin or a Cheruit.)

You eun't, after sesing thoses cals

of women all day. (That lsn't nlioe,
I know, hut Daphns caljs them that
sometimes when she's had a bad day
and she's the most truthful person
I know.) They comsa In, simply drip-
plng with jewels, and the way they
behave fs slmply frightful, shs saye
Rude's not quite the word for it. But
never mind. I knew I shouid wander
off the track of this story.

Tha bdlack frock, mind you, had
been o model In the window. It was
Just a bit crushed from handling and
the tinssl ribhons had tarnlshed sver
so lttle. Not enough for anyonas to
mind I didn't Daphne got it for a
song, mhe sajd She didn't mention
the exact price, dut I noticed she
didn't lunch at Herbert's for weeks
and weoks

The frock was all frilly and deli-
clous, and It fitted me exaotly as If
it bhad been cut to my measurs. I
elmply esdored It. T used to put It
on parads befors my stingy little
mirror. Even Lorentins, who almost
nover pralses anything, said: “Your
arms aren’t half bad In that frock!™

That, from Lorentine, wis wild en-
thusiasm.

But it was simply no uge. Daphne
and T wera on the very edge of things
in this blg town  Back home In
Albemarie I should bave hod heaps
of chances to wear i, Here there
was simply not the ghost of ons. We
dido't know any men except the ome
who kopt the delicntessen around the
corner, the janitor and the one who
brought the raflic

Wa had simply run away from Al
temaris & year age when she had
fallen out of love—my tall, hand-
gome slster—with Robin Wheeler.
They hkad been engaged for about a
fortnight whea It happened. None
of us knew oxactly what did happesn,
Sut Daphne ¢amea In from a dancing
party one night, terribly while and
silent, and the next day she sald we
were to pack up and go east

I, of course, had nothing much to
gay about It Besldes, when sho was
so sbominably unhappy I wanted to
gttt away with har, too, It was the
only thing that could have helped the
lanst lttle bit, And then Daphne got
this really good Job, or we couldn't
postiibly bhave stayed,

But it had been a queer, rather
lonely time. Thera are times ke
that with all girls, you know, whan
men nlmply don’t exist for fhem. (I
know no man will belleve that, but
every woman will understand what
I mean)

The last year had been that sort
for us doth. I used to potter about
town by myself, and at night we'd
go to the movies or hear some musie,
and I read everything in sighe
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 actuslly earn-
Ing her Uving, It's a very nice feel-
ing, she =ays,

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

So one nlzht when my sister tele-
phoned me she'd be kept Inte and that
1 was to have dinner without walting
for her 1T was simply drepched with
lonsliness and self-pity, After 1'd
got through my solitary meal I de-
elded to amuse myzel! by pgelting
*dollad™ In my love of a frock.

I went through all the motions. I
d!d my halr in my best style, and it
ald leok rather nice, ag it was only
three days since !t had been sham-
pooed and in the beatific state It as-
sumes about that time. I brushed it
until 1t was exactly liks copper sillk.
1 enjoyed nn orgy in Daphre’s pet
powder and I had juost, with some
difficulty, fastéoned myself up (yes It
can be dome If onsg's sufficleatly
agile) when the bell rans.

0f course, there winn no ons elss
to smswer the door. Our two rooms
and kitchenefle just about hold um
to say nothing of a mald, which we
eoulds't afford if we had space for
one.

1 gave one Tathar pleared, smug |

and flung open the door with &
flourdsh,

bored countenance of Lorentine or
Mre Peolham acress ths way, por-
whne asking If ghe might telephone
her Srother, who livas in “Jolsey.”

It was nelther,

It was & man. A MAN!

I suppose you think It's guear, put-

tale. You must try awfully hard to
remambar that I hada't epoken (o a
really nice ona for twaive whole
months.

And this onz was nize. h

vague sort of way that he had crinkly,
M—MR bair and eyes the sams

1 don't know what imp of garrulity
made me go on. That was surely the
placs to smile with frigid politeneas
and 'shut the door on his shining bg__ng,

“She's gone on tour with the “Grey
Domina' company,” I chattersd on. 1
belleve Itz !n Australia right now.”

Gloom fell on the young man like &

“Australla™ he sald, (n such s dis-
“On tour! O, yes!
muttared,
striking the innocent door frame with
his wicked-looking stick.

I knew—I needéd no one to ulrm
it was a soldler's stick. Harry,
Daphne's and my vefy own half
, had the samié sort of one
when he came home of ‘lenve from
Canada. Harry—lying In an  un-
marked grave In Franoce!

Something curloul&r llc‘kanlu
awfally

appointed wvolce,

It I jeaned agalnst the door and put
my hands ovar my eyes, What stu-
The sight of a walking stisk
to make me sob llke a babw idloe!
The nlce young man was tremen-
dously Jisturbed by the sxhibition
“I am sorry,” he bLegan In a dls-
tressed volce.
I went on, shaking and sobbing and
feeling utterly missrable and s fool
when I felt a bankie, smelling bean-
tifully of some excellent tobacco, be-
Ing pressed {nto my hands.
He sald In the kindest way: “Now,
If there's anything I can help possi-
bly, pleass tell me, and 1'i1 do 1"
Somahow that steadied me,
I't almply got to stop trembling in
that nonsensical manner,
out something entirsly
about Harry and the slght of his
stick reminding me of my brother and
the lovely old doys in Albemarle.
told him bow frightfully Daphne and
I misged him, and it was partly be-
cause of that we'd come away [rom
the town where the thres of us haa
Erown up so happily together.
never would have thought, te hear
me bleating out all my troobles In
undignified fashion,
really a reserved
quite shy. usually.
The young man wa® the under-
#tanding sort,
Hop did the most astonishing thing.
Ha reached Inlo the pooket of that
woolly ulster of his and pulled out
soldiers cnrll their
“cold meat tag"—identifioation disk,

*1 don't’ know whether or not this

Yibat I. Joyca O'Connor, ahould be

Th-lnm.-w- Trad

will serve as introduction,”
reddening, schoolboy fashlon, to the
very Jagged white scar on his fore-
“But that's me—If you care to
take my word for It.”
“that's me" Instead of
“that's 1. even If It Is correct. An
ugly plece of locatlon, I've always

I read the letters scratehed on the
sliver oval, blinking through my ellly

Oliver Risdale was hls name,
=The Black Watch wae my outfit™
he sopplled as T returned the bit of
metal, “YT've Just thls moment got
bacie—this very afternoon.
discharged from hosplital tha day be-
fore I loft Trilby docks, and I'm falrly
thirsting for n bit of gayety. That's
why I got myeeif up in my gladdest
togs and deashed stralght over to Es-
telle Gregg's fiat, hoping to carry her
off to dance samewhere. ]
known &he'd be working—but Aus.
That's & fearful distance,” he
finished, so gloomily that I couldn't
help arranging my woefol counte-
nance Into a smile.
“Do you know,” went on m¥ Black
Watch captain—I found put ths cap-
“Do yoa know, I'm
thost fearfully tempted to Te cheeky
cnmhﬁ:n beg s;n to u.l:r plty !c:;
| me? ‘'t we take your sister w
Flance at myself in the hall mirrer| = .. (aneron and have some gort of
partyT You'd be conferring the most
tremendous favor on me,
What I expscied Co' sae was the don't know any girls fa this town, and
I ean't celebrate all alone.”
“Daphne's not at home,” I told him,
knowing I ought dignifiedly to shut
tha door in his good-loocking
| (Any fiice girl would have done It, I
'ean hear you say.)
ting that unimportant word in capi- | might have got out of it by saying

I'd andgther sngagsmant, which would
inly sounded phq-mll

somehow, T aon‘ldn'!..'
I thought of Harry, lonsly,
. ing for gayely, In a sirangs ma,*

I ecouldn't have told you &t once|London, perhaps, when he went over
just what he was fike. I kKnew in a|with the Princass

‘grows, llke a soft feather, amid the
taln part later

And I-told her.

fully stern, and being really shocked
4t my indiscretion In trotting adout
ke that with what she called, in
Italles, & perfect atranger. She in-

Of course, 1|gerrupted my recital meveral times

bhave
enough.

Pats, as he 313 be-

Sate we ot Lt U TIENE, T onste | e, o L A SERERGH AL 'wu;-

mad; but, somehow,
’Illit!" ] r‘.

and !mprudent. but I'd do It!

tracted when ghe comes bome.™

mercurial mind of mine he'd disap-

tinally emerged triumphantly with

biue thing, collared im soft gray fur.
And I had just time to scrawl the

when the bell rang and the pleasant
British volce halloed up tha tube.
I didn't ears Who sald What!

through with L
“The elevator girl, who always talks

weather and kindred thrilling sub-
jects, fasiened her glmlet eyes on me
as I rode down with her. I could
just hear her glving my slster &
thorough acconnt of how I looked as
I went out “with that tall young
gentleman, miss!” Bhe would bs sure
to =ay that!
Ha bundled me Inte a cab with the
air of having done nothing all his
iffe. How mlraculously 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 lifa and ita good
things. 1 felt & glow and pride and
genuine patriotle enthuslasm to think

helping this soldler to enjoy his lirst
nlght of fun In New York.

It was the theatar, Wa wers a bit
late, of course, but it was a musieal
revue, go it dldn’t matter. We got In
Just as eight pretty girls were sing-
Ing some tinkling tune about. love
and a moon. You know—the usunl
thing] I hadn't seen & musical show
for a4 long time mnd I loved every
Inch of It

When wa came out Captain Risdale
sald: “Must dance somewhers, must
not we? If you think your sister
will ba dreadfully alarmed wo'll stop
as we go by and put har 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 sald that Horace
Lane, one of the boys she had gone
to school with, had come to town and
that wa had “gone stepping” to-
gether. 1 knew It wes no good
frightening her to death by announc-
Ing T had tralled off with an utter
stranger. She would have had every
single policeman [n the city scouring
about for me

So, Otf-handedly, I sald: "T really
don't think "she'll bLe frantic. We
nésdn't stop.”

S0 that was that, as Lorentine al-
ways says (It means mothing but
{t's a useful sentence to have kmock-
ing about.)

It was half past 1 by my tmywatch
when I lat myself In, very softly,
with the latehkey I kad thoughtfully
taken with me. Daphne, pals and
lovely In her llac dressing gown,
came down the hall, She had a book
im her hand, and she was yawning.
“Hava a nice time, darling? she
sald, putting her band up to her halr,
which had tumblad down a bit, show-~
nig that falnt streak of white that

lovely miizs of curllng locks (Daphne
Is not quits 26, and that peak of
white is somewhat of a trial to her)
*1 did have a nice time, Daphne, my
own,” I told her, plumping down on
the bed and kicking off one gilver
slipper. “Wonderful—perfeot! But
I've & terrible confession to make™

She listened, trying to Iuk fright-

“Itwumsidm"m

hw rammmgm wwc.
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I did have a nice time, Daphne, my own, But I've @

: terrible confession to make”

quite all right, my own sort—the kind
I could go aboat with in perfect hap-
piness and safity. Daphne, of course,
would have been horrified at the bare
‘motlon. But she was not thero! What
was that silly phrase everyones wal
bandying about three or féur Fears
ago? O, yes—"al] dressed up and no
place to go!” The two of us wers in
exactly that fix. It might bs mad—
it might be most awfully unladylike

Something of all this must have
shown Itself In myy face In the half
minute that flew by as he walted for
my answer. When I sald “all right™
In a breathless gorg of voice he re-
marked matter of factly “Righto.
Now, if you'll just {fy into your cloak
I'll be back In thres secs with &
taxi, Betiter leave & mnots for_ the
absent sister, o she won't be “dis-

And before I'd time to change that
pearsd In the direction of the elevator.
1 was a0 excited 1 pulled down half
the things In the closet befora 1

Daphne's best svening wrap, a lovely

hastiest explanation to my #lster

There was nothing to do but go

to me with the keenest interest of the

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

Daphne, in her orderly way, wes
sotting right the dressing table I'd
left In such chaos, “We shall see”
sald she, turning large eyes on me In
the mirror and smiling the first real
smils my sister hud given me since
that Robin Wheeler eplsode 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 soldlerly stick, proving to my
satistaction that my adventure of
Friday night hid nol been a dream,
as T bad been thinking ever since I
woke the following day. (Things do
look so dreadfully different In the
daylight, Tve ncticed.)

Daphne, 1 could see, liked him =t
cnee. She was go prelty thut after-
noon, In her silnky dark blue frock,
those wilm hands of hers fluttering
over the spirit Inmp. We had the
Jolllest sort of time. Long after the
November dusk closed around (he
windows of aur five slory up apart-
ment and Daphne had lighted the am-
ber shaded lamp we s#at theré chin-
ning. It was ths most satlsfactory
day we had had In ages Much liKe
ths long, pleasant Sundays at home
when people, Robin Wheeler amonsg
them, used to drop In to our great
Uving room. There was always a
fire, with Daphoe smiling and happy.
the center of & gay group. (Me, not
50 much noticed, being a flapper, joy.
ously handing about -cakes and
things) We had not had any after-
noons llke that, either of us, since
we'd been In New York!

When at half past nine he rosa to
Eo he wanted to know If we would
not—both of us—be so very good as
to coms to the theater with him some
night the following week. I was de-
ighted, but I walted, of course, for

for all the worid.

abla s2lf to sleép that night?

stridently. b

knew Yetter than my own, “Hello!
Is that you, Miss Joyce?®™

I safd It was, with the sudden Hght-
ening of my heart that told me How
veory, very glad I was he had not for-
Eotten that ruds creaturs, Joyos
O'Connor, existed.

*This is Oliver Risdale,™ ln
on. (As {1 needed to be told wholk

longed to.) “I've just rung up to say
I'd got ascats for old EBearborough's
show for Tuesday night You sald
Tubsday was all right, did you not?™
*Yes" seemod to0 be my only word
that day, so I said It again.
“I smy,” went on mon caplfhine
cheerily, “you'll wear that sparkling
black uand silser thing you'd on the
first night I saw you, won't yom?
Ripping frock, 1 eall it Rightol
Good-by-ee.”
{Astonishing creafures, men)
{Fancy his noticing itl) S
The Scarborough expedition was
only the first of many ws took to-
gether, we two, and sometimes we
threa, for often Daphpe consented to
be lured forth to frivol with us.
Oliver—O, ves, wo called Wim that
by Christman time—remarked one
night: *If I may say 8o, your sister
Is & great little sportswoman.”™
It was apropos of nothing, but
Daphne had had rather a lard day

all her loveliness. [ suspected; too,
that she'd had sema news that de-
pressed her, A lettsr from home, par-
haps! That Robln Wheeler person,
I'll wager, had gone and engaged
himself to Vera Webbla. (You ace,
Daphne had let It oul to ms that it
was over a mirl they had qnarreled,
Robin had pald exaggerated court to
her one night at the club and Daphna
had been s0 hldeously proud ehe
wouldn't listen to any sxplanstion
I didn't blame her the least little bit)
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-
tlon, the ways of the sterner sex are
not withid my comprehension.
Yes, it must have been Robln she
was fussing her dariing solf about
that nlght
Captaln Rlsdale noticed, I'm sure.
Hin eyes followed her about.
Long after he'd gone, loag aftar
Daphne had siipped Into blessed sleep
at my slde, I lay stark awakes, taking
stoek_of thinge Certalnly T was not
going to be jealous of My Yery own
sinter! Of course he could mnot help
liking Daphne better thnn me. It
wis quite natural. She was so very
wonderful. I was just & rude clit

hurt the ons I would not lnu hurt| I coulds't help giving her a grudg-
Do you wonder T cried my miser-| “Home isn't here,” I told her with

=Ho'll never come again™ I told |Stiff 1 dom't lke the color of his

myself dismally, after Daphne had|®Ves anyway.”
goune the next m.ornjng. 1w Qm | "Why, Joysie!® my asister's bell

ing the Dresden things on the tel- | voles laughed at ma “What's the
piece when the telephone bell rang }

“Hellol” sald the thick-net _ | uzedto say you liked blue eyes. Whut
volos, which even by that timle 1| “g  on 1 said, before I thought,

those homney - and - tremcle tones be-|yaq zone, becauss of belng terribiy

and was looking a bit fagged under’

And we did have a nice time! First,

'nu‘h frightfully sorry.™

T should have galid, at random, that
with littls gasps of amazement and | that Really, T bad not thought what
1 Btt!lrlun I mwmtm;.
she just listened without a single
word, brown eyes mm |
with tears,

my sister’s decision. To my great joy

right.
“Joyee would like it very much, 1
know,” ghe zaid in the charming valce
M. Armin pays her $£75 0 weel to uss
on the dreadfu]l dowagers who bear
down on hls shop. (She Intimidates
them, he saysd
“I shan't be able to o with yon,
though,” my =ister continued. *“I'm
being busy every single nlight"”
(Busy—0, Daphne! 1 thought I saw
an enormous fib, but 1 also knew per-
faotly -well L mesnt the young man
was tagzed “the right sort” So 1
held my tongde, like a good and
knowing chiid.)
“So sorry,” sald Captain Risddle
“But you will come, Miss Joyoe?™
turning those red-brown orbs on en-
raptured me.
“1—0, T should love to,” T burbled.
Then we had to turn back to the
tiving room for anoth®&r five minutes
to discuss the matter of what to see.
Daphne had been, with Lorentine
to that thrilllng melodrama every
one's been talking about thls seasgn
and she recommended It
“0. thmt!" sald our caller, with evi-
dent amusament. “Old Scarborough's
knoeking 'em desd in it, they tell me.
You're probably one of those who
worshlp at his ahrins” turning to me
with a quinzical smile.
Some demon of denial prompted me
to say:
“1 don't do anything of the sort
I've nevar gven =eon him. Besidas, I
hate men who act. It's.no sort of a
Job fer a man.™
Our guest losked a bit startled.
“Come, now, that's raally quite
harsh, you kmow, he bdegan, with
rather an embarrnssed laagh. "] must
have forgotten to mention It, but as s
matter of fact that's my job. I'm
angling for & part right now, and I'il
be jolty lucky If I get it haviag been
out of things for thres years"
I could have wept. I could have
prayed to sink out of sight of this
gnllant soldler and my horrified sis-
ter. But thers*was nothing I could
do or say to make amends.
Reaching for his hat and stick, and
giving me ths nicest sort of bow, he
sald good-night. Daphne, poor dar-
ling, could bardly answer him for try-
Ing to look as if her younger sister
had not just committed an unpardon-
able blunder.
How 1 loathed myself as the door
closad after his tall figure! How
beastly I felt as Daphne, her arm
fiung over my shoulder ln comforting
feahion, said:
*“Never mind, dear. Yuu couldn't
possibly have known. And he knows

T esuld not have known, of course;

his erdinary man's occupation might

ummﬁ#‘b

ghe behaved =zs if It were quite all

—never!

and frocks that were just right. She
Wwouldn't have to Worry. as 56 many
wives do, about'the wolf at the door!

‘stance. They have an engagement
| threo montha of the :rur.l:;nﬁm n‘i’:’;’; ::g?"’“" :IMF""W‘“
know! H (] trick burrin
E':, T e 'mmnuhswtﬂm

Wheejer's.
flections I used to mutter savagsly:
“Joyce, you're a perfoct M Go for
a walk" Which T usually did.

-ﬂﬂl nlght when Horace had uﬂd‘il-

who aald absurd things, and lsughed
a great deal and hada't quite learned
to do her halr,
Perfectly natural it was, of courss!
And I was glad, for him and for her!
But—
There was absolutely no good In the
world denying It any longer. I was
most terribly In love with him
Shamelass, wasn't LT

The days his “is that you?" came to
me over the plione the sun shone and
Ufe wnes worth living, The days he
tfiled to ring me up, or call, or take
me to the theater were simply lost
ones. 1 marked them off my calem-
dar.

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

All this time, to make me more
wretched, therse was Horace Lase,
the very man whose name I'd taken in
valn the {irst night I'd gone out with
Captain Risdale. He bad, quits unax-
péctedly, come to New York. He was
in Wall street; an awfully good job—
he told Daphne,

It was easy to belleve that. Horace
wis Just the sort of “rising young
men® who, glven ten years or so Ia
New York, emerges from thiat period
with a town house, a “little place™ In
the country, motors, Dboxes at the
opera, and everything that goea with
that kind of existence.

And he, this parugon, wanted to
marry ma!

All the time that 1, wan and heavy-
eyed, waw going about trying to bg-
have to my Iynx-eyed Daphns that
nothing on earth was the matfer, he
was "pestering™ me with attentions!

I can't imagine whyl I was insuf-
farnbly rude to him, really. I couldn"t
endurs his staring at me In that “Heow
I madore you!"™ fashlen, I sEimply
couldn’'t bear his way of saying:
“Now, tell me, Joyce, what you've
been doing sinés I saw you last” Nor
Eis holding my hend the half mingts
more than was necessary. Nor any-
thing!

A year before when we'd come to
New York, leaving our‘ darling big
house and all its comforts, and being
popped willy-nilly into this two by
four fiat, where, a® Lorentine sald,
you had to go out eof the room teo
change your misd—a year ago, I say,
] might've enld yes to this persistent
Yyoung man.

Might have! I might, before mon
capitaine “came into my life,” as the
writera of panny dreadfuls used to
put it, have conwidered this Horace
person as & poesible mlwr. ‘But now

He wns yoyng, not at all bad lodk-
Ing, enormously successful, Ths fu-
ture Mrs. Lane, whoever she might
be would have furs and pearl strings

liva the rest of the time.
When I got to this stage of my re-

| blg as egEs!

next Bunday morning I heard voioces
In our uu;;mmu m".hhnpwu.

wifs of £ _ | =ith the vo note sha ussd L0
Lo o & young actor, for ln-|  etve for hor Robin: io the days

quite the oid look on her lovaly a-u.
was nwla

.‘g_ou-mt‘m make me jealous like

Jtwinkls, “What's the matter with you, , hadn'
7057 You never used to dnnue me
poor boy so Irightfully at home as 1
remembar i, He was always knock-
ing about under fuot, ea.n-rlnt golt
‘bags and such jike!”

ing smile
brilllant logle  “And Horace bores me

hﬁmr with his eyea? They're quite
(nlcd, I think. Dark bilue. You always

colot's Ih favor now?*

~Red-drown, llks a certaln shade of
sutumn leal when the sun's on IL"
{1 obuld hawve bitten out my tongus
after Td gald It But Paphne seemed
not to potice. She went on slitting
the pages of the new Century quile us
if I'd not spoken.)

Horace came and Insisted on drag-
ging me out to dinner with him. Ha'd

busy, he sald, and, though I wasm't
tha least bit hungry, I had to it
through five long courses at tho Ben-
ham, joining my vis-avis, at the lust,
ia an ite.

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
braclng myself to refuse, for the third
time, this ndmirable creatura. Buot
this venturs my suitor thought he'd
4a trump card to play.

He trotted oot with an alr of smug
satiefaction, o tlny green Jeweler's
kox. He held it out to me without
another word.

Naturally I looked inside. What I
saw was & ring set with a stone of
lce and fire. with blus and jade and
yaliow sparks {n it Tinler drops of
lee and flams surrounded the central
one,
Ilor.nu was obvionsly proud of his
really exceilent taste.
1 sald, putting It back into his hand
with & smile I hoped was properly
regroetful:
“It'a lovely, Horace, and yon're &
dear to want me to have It. I do
wish I could take It, but I ean't"”
Just then, before 1 had time to of-
face Lhe regretful smile, or bafore
Horance had permitted his expression
of pleased self-esteem to fade, a shad-
ow fell meross the table, and I looked
up to see COliver Risdale standing
theare,
“I say."” he begnn in that chocolate-
pudding volca that could make my
heart flutter In a perfectly scandal-
ous mannér, “I've just had such a
fine bit of luck I simply had to dash
over and teil you albout it (This in-
cluded Horace, whom he'd run into
once or gwics at our fiat,)
“I've landed that fat part in "The
Enigma,’ " he went on, to me alone.
And at that momeént he caught sight
of the winking hoadlight that Iny on
Lthe cloth betwaen Horace and me.
For the second time since I had
known Captain Riszdale he reddened

*0, I'm a fearfal duffer.. I'
of you later® e borh

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

Rod-brown eyes deep In mine, he
said hurrledly: O, I'm a fearful
duffer, butting Into a vary special
party. I1'll see both of you later”™
And he cut aéross the room as If
seven demons In peven-leagued boots
ware after him!

1 was annoyed! Let him care for
anothier girl, If he llked, but let him
oot think I was going to marry Hor-
ace Lane! Not I! But thers was
nothing I could have done to correct
the impression.

I certalnly could not have sald, in
mincing tomes:

“You're utlarly mistaken, I've just
refuncd this estimable young man. I
am sure you think no girl could resiat
this mosda-lamp solitaire and all Jt
stands for., but you're Quite wrong.
I can and I have.

Na, 1 could not havs sald anyihlog
like that I could explaln later—not
that {t mattersd really.

Meanwhile—

“Please take me homa' T mid
croasly to Hormce. “And please lel's
not talk about it any more. I simply
can't bear IL”

“The Enlgms.” I saw by the follow-
ing day's paper. was to go on tour
“ghortly" to Bosaton, Philadelphia and
Chlcago,

“Thut means” I thought dully,
“thnt I shan'y see him for at least alx
weeka'"

1 wondered {f he would “spesk™ to
Daphine before he went He'd never
think of me aguin, of course. Or if
he 4id §t would be as & girl who'd
engaga herself to a SMuUE young man
who could afford 1o buy diamonds ss

When I came ﬂy.?;slnc'rumehum

was Robila
1 tiptoed to the door. Daphne, with-

sl ‘couldn’t bear It. Robin.

hadn't ahs answersd his frantie let-
(Lers, etc, ete., elo

I stole out, shutting the outer door
softly, Never, never, in all my 21
years had I been go acutely wralched.
Alons I 'was, Incredibly alone, as
tlown by the bleak March wind, I
turned in at the desarted peak drive

Duphns and Robln would be as hap-
py as possible. I was glud for them
both, But there I had been thlsking
it was all over; that Oliver and
Daphne were “hitting It off" so beau-
tifully .

Yos, I gould bear to give him up to
my sister; but to some other girl— 1
hoped he would mot be teo utterly
miserzble when he found It out.

As for me, there was no earthiy uxs
pretonding I could be Interasted ever
[n anyone bul this red-brown soldier
with the honeyed volce, No use try-
Ing to makes myself bolieve that see-
ing him sgalo was not the most im-
portant thing ia the whole world

But, of course, 1 should not. Ha
would go away whare there would be
dozena of girls, far prettier and clev-
erer than L He would forget Joyce
O'Connor had ever existed. When his
piay came back to New York, thougn,
I should be gone. I could not bear It
I should go back to Albemarle,

The furlous March wind blew me
glddily around & bend of the path
into some ahrubbery. Aws T stopped,
breathleas, to straighten my small
gray hat, with jte close vell, s firm
hand closed round my free one, and a
voioe—The Voloe—anld:

*“You do tear slong at a great pace,
deom't yom, young woman™

*Olivar,” I could only gusp, turning
popny red. 3
“Yez, it's Ollver, of course™ sald
that pleased young gentieman. took-
Ing my arm firmiy Iato the crook ot
his and striking out bravely with his
stlclt as he harried me grandly alonsg,
“Did you think It wa® “young
what's-his-name of last night?™ be
wanted to know.

"You've been talking tg Daphne™ 1
acoused him.

*Good Lord, 1 should may I have
been talking fo Daphne™ he repiiea,
rather vilolently. "I came trailing
over, funeral faeed, to offer my
hearty good wishes (you'll notlee I
sald ‘hearty’), and your lovely sister
tells me they're not in order™

(He dldn't look like & man who'd
got rather a bad Jolt, as any man
who'd been In love with Duphne
would have got coming up to find her
presenting: “My flance, Robin Wheel-
er”’)

“What do you mean, young'un, by
blushing and bridling over a 40-carat
ting and then turning the boggar
down? he continued, twinklfng at
me

*I wasn't blushing and bridiing™ I
erisd, indignantly. *1 coulan’t help It
it you jumped at absurd conciuslons,
Aund I do wish you woulda't teans me
about it!* (I'm afrald there was a
sob in my voice at the last)

“My dearest child,” sald mon capl-
taine, drawing up o his mad pace, on
it ‘'were, and turting the full batiery
of his chestout orbs on me, “my dear-
ast—angal—darllog—chllid, I wm not
tansing. After consulting the Hebe
who runs your 1ift as to the direction
you'd taken I tors afler yow to bas
mors serfous than I've sver been in
my life, I Just wantéd to humbly In-
quire if, having turned down young
Croesus, you'd copalder me. 1 am™

he sxid, with & wicked look, "only an
actor, as you know. And that's no
job for any manl”

(0, I aball be well pald for that
silly remark, I eitn see that)

But aven’'t men s=illy, really! He'd

beon wanting to tell me for ages, but

had been afrald it wasn't quite falr

when Horace had “s0 much to offer.”

80 much to offer, indeed! You

know the bromide every third play

contains: “Nothing else matters, dear,

but that we love each othar.”

I used to laugh at it. I know now

that it's true!

Later he sald:

“Dariing, 1 can't give you the sort

of ring you refused last night. I'm

sorey.” :

=That llttle circlet of blue stones

you carry about—the one that used

| to be your mother'a!” T cried, eagerly.

“1f wou don't mind, 1I'd rather have
that thsn any other ring In the
world.”

I'm wearing it now,

Diamonds! Foull

I know you'll think it was fright-
fally Irrelevant, the way ! started out
about belng unlucky at eards it
wasa't really! Beocause, You nes, i
wanted 16 maks the point that I'd so
much rather bs lucky in love!

Zion’s Overseer Bans Cheap
Vaudeville Records.

Young People Ave Forbidden to Ge
Joy Riding on Sunday.

10X, 1L, March 12—In the general
claasnup that is going on la ihe
elty of Zlom, sll slangy, profane, cheap
yaudeville phonograph records have
EOL L0 gov

“I fany of you have these records
in your homes you are sinning agninst
God,” mild Overseser Voliva, *und if
I hedr any smich records in Zion home
(she big 3G0-room hotel), Tl amash
the records and throw them out the
window. It's disgusting to heur some
of these trushy records, stuch ms Old
Josi's records whers he swears. Come
on, Zlon! Let's burn up these records!
When you buy records, buy records
with some sansa to them!™

The next I line for ecleanup Is
Sabbath desecratiop. It has come fo
Overseer Vollva's ears that somse
young pgople have gone aute riding

on the Lord’s day. The result ls that

Voliva has glven orders that no taxi-
cab is to Ieave the barn on Bunday

exoept 1o go to and from chureh, or
to “go on Ged Almighty's errande®

Switehing back onto the matier of

women's doeds once more, Vollva gave
warning that If he attends ancther
wedding wheére women are not prop-
erly dreased M will put on his Iut
and depart -

CALGARY, Alta—Arangements are

now being made for the installation
of a woolen mill in Albarta. A syndi.




