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OUR deal, Cedrie,
dear." :
Editha Purdy
pughed a pack of
cards across the
table and leaned
forward on her el-
bows. Her long,
blue eyes were
narrowed to slits,
her ‘well molded lips curved into a com-
placent, self-satisfied smile. In her slen-
der fingers she twisted a silver pencil.
It was the fortnightly meeting of thes

% Big Slam Club, and, according to the so-

clety reporter who stood in the doorway
jotting mysterious hieroglyphics in her
yellow notebook, “everybody"” was there.
“Everybody,” in a fashionable suburb

such as Beéchwood, can sit comfortably .

in a 20x30 drawipg-room and gather,
without overflow, around six card tablea.

 The reporter's notes transiated, however,

proved that this gathering at Mrs. Rush-
fleld Purdy's was an event of exception-
ally great Interest.

Mr. and Mrs. Rushfield Purdy, who
lived in Beechwood's finest house, on
Beechwood's finest street, were announc-
ing the engagement of their daughter
Editha to J. Cedric Blossom.

J. Cedric Blossom was the town eligi-
ble. His capture and deflrite surrender
meant a good front page story for the
Little Bird—the Little Bird being a local
paper that fluttered gshyly forth on Sat-
urday mornings, carrying choice morsels

" of gossip to Its ever hungry subscribera.

“Everybody” was in on the secret, of
course, being present at the announce-

- ® ment party, but the other 5,000 inhabit-
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ants of the suburb would hear nothing of
Editha Purdy's good foPtune until the

® story was published. And then, as the

soclety reporter knew, and the Purdys
feared, and J. Cedric nervously suspect-
ed, Beechwood would sit down, draw a
long sigh, and make the inevitable com-
ment:

“Well, she got him|*

In some parts of the world J. Cedric
might not have been much to get.
Editha was forced to wear low heels
when she walked with him. She was tall
enough so that she could see ths spot
where his slick black hair was thinning
all too plainly, and his diminutive figure
measured poorly beside her splendid one.
It was necessary for her to stoop a trifle
when she looked down into his faded,
pinkish eyes that blinked rabbitlike be-
hind his bone-rimmed giasses. She in-
variably had to remind him to play his
cards at the bridge table, and thers were
persistent rumors that her fa'ther had
been paying him an exorbitant salary
at the bank for years. Nevertheless peo-
ple were only giving Editha her just due
when they sald that she had cleverly
managed her courtship of this lean, mer-
cenary little bachelor. Men were scarce
in Beechwood long before war was de-
clared, and afterward—

J. Cedric was the last hope of every
unmarried female in the suburb.

There was something funereal about

,the Purdys’ announcement party.

“My dear,” said J, Cedric when the
last guest had. departed and his flancee
waitel for a good night kiss, “this has
been the proudest and happidst night of
my life. When are we zolng to be mar-
ried?"

Editha put her hands on his shoulders
and gave him one of her most radiant
emliles,

“Just as soon as I can get my frous-
seau mede. You mustn't be impatient,
dear.”

“I am, though,” he warned with an
ardor which he neither felt nor wished to
feal. “I'm golng to rush you like every-
thing. I want to call you my own little
wife.”

Neither of them laughed. The situa-

tion was too desperately real. Cedric
might regret Editha's size and his obli-
gations to her father and his rashly spé-
ken words of love for the rest of his life,
but he was too much of a gentleman to
make the girl suffer for his mistakes. He
meant to go through with it.

“Good nignt, sweetheart,” he whis- °

pered. “The wedding must be soon.”

“Good night, dearest,” she answered.
“I'll do my best.” o

During the weeks that followed the

* Purdy house writhed In the throes of

dressmaking hysterics, and Cedrlc, hav-
ing few preparations to mnka
wedgding, and no Inclination to

those, was left much to his o

His prospective father-in-law !ud CcOn-
fided his intention of paying the bills
that his wife’'s choice ilmcurred. The
bridegroom bought a modest new ward-
robe, wrote a few farewell letters to his
bachelor friends, and sat down to wait
for the fatal ceremony. '

J. Cédric had not always lived In a
snobbish little suburb. He hailed from
an Indiana farm tucked snugly away In
the sand-dune district. His parents,
eastern peopls who had broken thair
Learts over their inability to make a for-
tune in the Hoosier state, had been dead
for some years, but the farm was still in
the family, the property of Cedric's eldes
and hermitiike brother. =

“I suppose I ought to let the old boy
know about the step I'm taking,” Cedrio
decided gloomily as he favored his broth-
er with the first thought he had given
him in some time. *“T'll write and ask
him up to the wedding.”

Accordingly he seated himself at his
neat mahogany desk and scrawled a note
to the distant Thomas Blossom.

Dear Tom: I'm sentenced. Don't
worry, old man. She's a wonderful
girl, with heaps of gold. Evervbody
says I'm lucky. Come up for the big
show, which takes place the _15th of
next month. CeEDRIC.

An hour after the letter had been
mailed J. Cedrie Blossom had forgotten
its existence.

“What a wonderful match,” sald
“everybody” over and over again.
*They’ll have all that money can buy."”

The wedding on the 15th was the chief
topic of interest for weeks ahead of time.
The Little Bird joyfully announced the
names of the bridesmaids while Editha’s
trousseau was in the making, and orgies
of gown fitting began in all the biggest
houses in town. Innumerable invitations
to showers and luncheons and dinners
choked the fashionable mall boxes. Mo-
distes grew rich and florists prospered.

J. Cedric had just completed his toilet
for a theater party one evening and was
waliting in the doon of his apartment for
his car to be announced when a heavy,
unfamiliar step sounded on the stairs.

“Good evening,” said the stranger,
“Howr are you, Cedric?”

“Very well, thank you,” the startled
host replied. “Won't you come in7"

The two men stepped Inside t!:e door
of the apartment and the light shone on

. the giant's face. Cedric cried out in sur-

prise. . ““Tom!" he began. *“Where did you
come from? What ever—"

“I am here at your own invitation.
Where's my sister-in-law?”

The brothers stared frankly at each
other for some moments in silence.

What Tom saw was an undersized,
pale faced weakling of a man, dudishly
garbed in conventlonal evening clothes.
What Cedric saw was a strapping six-
foot westerner, his beaming face mount-
ed above a neck that did not fit in its
soft, travel-soiled collar.

“I'm—er—delighted to see you agaln,
Tom,” Cedric declared guardedly; "and
I'm terribly sorry that I must rush off
and leave you tonight. I'm scheduled for
& theater party.”

“Is the little girl going along?™

“My flancea? Oh, yes, Editha will be
1there.”

“Good. Well, I'm pretty much all in
after my trip, but I guess I might just as

"\ well sit up a few hours longer. Walit till

1 waSh my face and I'll go to the party
with you.™ - a
Faint with horror, Cedric watched his
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brother administer a hasty, cold-waler
shave.

“Your dress suit?”’ he queriasd
“Won't it need pressing?” .

“Dreas suit? Me in 2 dress suit? Bay.
Buddy, don't make me laugh. I never
owned one of those contraptions. Heigh,
ho! Shall I wear the red tie or the
green?”

Cedric surrendered himssif to the in-
evitablea,

“Maybe she'll call ft off when she sees
Tam,” he”decided, “and if she does—"

He did not relish the idea of becoming
the laughing stock of the town, but he
yearned strangely for his former free-
dorn.

Editha and her mother were waiting
in the reception hall of the Purdy resi-
dence when Cedric, followed closely by
his big shadow, called for them.

Editha was wrapped In a wine-col-
ored velvet coat, a shaggy white fox
wound snugly about her slender throat.
Her black halr waved™Back from her
smooth forehead and formed a high
psyche knot on top of her head.

“Cedric, dear,” she began teasingly,
“you're late."”

Bhe did not finish her lecture. Her
eyes met the steady gaze of the big man

. who was being introduced to her as her

brother-in-law.

It was an uncomfortable evening for
everybody but Thomas Elossom. Cedric
writhed as only those forced to exhibit
peculiar relatives can writhe. Editha's
comment that he looked ten years older
than the Indiana farmer did not help
matters. The girl regrettéd her tactlesa

“Be frue ‘o
yourself,”
whispered.
‘Good night
and good-by.
I'm going
back to the
danes.”

speech after she had made it and dls-
liked Cedric for taking offense. She
wished she could talk to the giant alone
for a few minutes without arousing what
she mistook for Cedric’'s jealousy. Mrs.
Purdy realized that all was not well with
her party and was annoyed because she
could not fathom the scurce of the trou-
ble.

But Tom had the time of his life.

He enjoyed unimagined raptures when
he sat next to Editha i{n the box at the
theater and discerned the sweet fra-
grance of her. Her round white shoul-
ders fascinated and embarrassed him.
The softness and richneas of her gown
amazed him,

T've lived on the farm ever since I
was a little fellow,” he whispered confid-
Ingly to her during an intermission.
“I'm different from Cedric. The women
out our way don’t dress—like that.”

She understood the innocence of his
commpliment and semiled graciousiwn

Tom's heart hammered as one's heart
has no right to hammer at the sight of a
sister-in-law’s flashing white teeth.

The prenuptial festivities that fol-
lowed were nightmares for Cedric. It
was not that he disllked Tom. None

.
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could dislike the straightforward, whole
souled boy-man who had come out of his
Indiara hermitage to bow before the
throne of the girl Cedric was to marry.
It was just the bulk of his presence that
depressed the dapper Beechwood eligible.

“I wonder if you wounld take Editha
to the Van Hoesen’s dance tonight?” he

,demanded one afternoon when his nerves
were more ragged than usual. “T'm all
in. These fool entertainments are kill-
ing me. I think I'll take a stiff drink and
crawl into bed. Editha won’t mind my
absence If it doesn't keep her homea™

Tom struggled to hide his excitement.

““Well, yes,” he drawled with a cour-
ageous attempt at indifferencs, “I'll take
ker, if you feel that I ought to do it.”

Editha was wearing black tulls
brightened by a single band ‘of blue iri-
descents at the walst lina. Bhe greeted
Tom almost ghyly when he brought her
his brother's excuses and offered to es-
cort her to the Van Hoesens' ball

“] can't refuse you in that new dress
suit,” she laughed, “even though It
geems rather heartless to waltz away
withouggCedric. Is he very 1T

“He will recover.” .

“Do you know,” whe said suddenly
when they were spinning up the avenus
in & dark limousine, “I almost wish
there'd be a smash-up or something.
You'd make a perfect hero.”

' Tom's great hand sought hers under
cover of the fur robe.

“I hope I'll make a satisfactory broth-
er, little girl,” he said softly.

When they passed
a street light she saw
deep lines at the cor-
ners of his firm
mouth.

The Van Hoesens’
party was a brilliant
affalr. Editha was
passed down a line of
middle aged, beauty
loving, flirtatious
husbands and Tom
surrendered h i m seif
amiably to the stout,
overdressed matrons
who lionized him as
an oddity. He scarce-
ly saw Editha until it
+was time for them to
go home. Them he led
her clumsily through
the last steps of the
dance and bundled
her into her coat and
furs The limousine
ssemed a haven of
rafuge to both.

“You're restful, Tom,” the girl told
him as they sped homeward. "1 belleve
you soothe my nervesa™

The big mman smiled.

‘“Perbaps,” *he sald quletly, “a little
Indiana atmosphere clung to me when I
boarded the train for the East. We don’t

have nerves that need soothing—back

home.”
“Tall me about it,” lh. begged. "Tell
me how you live.”

Tom was never a fluent talker, but he
launched upon a description of the state
he loved with enthusiasm.

“And the little farm lies between the
dunes,” he concluded rather wistfully.
“A narrow strip of green between huge
plles of gold. I stand on my porch In
the eyening and look through an un-
cleared forest of scrub oaks at the red
sun dropping into the blue waters of-
Lake Michigan. It is 1y beau-
tiful—and lonely.” w

Neither spoke again until they had
reached the Purdy residence.

*“Come In a minuts, Tom.” sald Editha
in a queer, choked little volce; “I want
to tell you -omothln;."

They faced each other in the library,
Editha was the first to- >-her eyes,
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Why Marry?

\

GAINST all the
storming, cajoling,
threatening pro-
tests df her broth-
er, Helen stood un-
moved in her deci-
sion to give herselt
to Dr. Hamilton
‘without, as she ex-
pressed It, “com-

" peling” him t6 tre himself down with the
obligations of marriage. John, convinced
at last that he waa dealing with stub-
bornness of purpose that would be ada-
mant against all persuasion, decided to
resort to & process of shamfng his sister,
which he thought might cause her to ses
what he nnnlyhunummmm-
mummmm-nxm

butler disappeared John turned to Helen,
saying angrily:

‘Whon they come out hers I'm going
to ask them to loorlnto your face and
mee what manner of woman it 1s we have
raised In this house. If you can bring
yourself to do it, make that -wmt to
them. I am wondering if you can do it
and look them in the face.”

*“I can look the world in the face, John,
‘Wwhen I speak of my love for the man who
loves me—the man I want and the man
who wants me. If I were being forced
inte such a marriage as poor little Jean's
I would kill myself. But jn the syes of
@vd, who made love, no matter how I
may appear in the eyes of man, who
made marriage, I know I am doing right,
and I am not ashamed.”

Lucy, followed by the judge, appeared
mmmummm”

had made up her mind to enter irito an
informal relationship with Dr. Hamilton
—a “new woman" relationship. Horri-
fied, Lucy turned to the judge.

“She has told him—actually told him!"
she exclaimed.

The ;lud.u'. reallzing the situstion at a
glance, merely shrugged his shouldera.
His eyes seemed to be more am than
dismayed. %

John turned upon Lucy flercely.

“What? DI you know of this flend-
ish plan of hers? Did she tell you before
she #ld me? Why did you not come to
me immediately? Why did you not warn
me?" :

“She said ghe wanted to tell you her.
self. I did-not think she would dare do
it I did not speak for I was sure she
would lose her courage and the whole
MMMWW“

mm mmmu

rage coloring his face, Lucy with s
glance of reproach, as if she were cha-
grined not so much at Helen's continued
determination to carry out her revolu-
tionary plans but that she should have
disappointed her estimafe of her courags.

Helen smiled benignly at them.

“It had to be announced,” she sald al-
most gayly, “so who could make the an-
nouncement better than I, a.ml to whom
#fse would it be more propurly made than
to my brother, the esteemed and auto-
cratic bhead of the family?”

Theodore, returning from church, and
told by the butler John wanted him fn
the garden, appeared just In time to
overhear Helen's explanation of her “an-
nouncement.” To him the word, as far
&8 & woman would be concerned, meant
but one thing. Hesbeamed upon them all '
uhn came down the steps.

*I—1 want to make a confeasion,™ she
stammered, 8urning aside and walking te
the hearth where a wood fire blaged. *“I
supposs you'll hate me when you hear it.”

She tock the sparkling diamond ring
off the third finger of her left hand and
twisted it nervously as she talked,

“I—I'am not going to marry Cedric”
#he began bluntly. “I don't love him. I
never thought I did, but I did not con-
sider love an essential factor in the mar-
riage question. Mother and father ap-
proved of him thoroughly and agreed te
support us both if he became my hus-
band. Cedric knew that. We—we made
e sort of a bargain. He was awfully fair
and good, but I don't think he has ever
really cared. I think he will be relieved
when he hears my dacision."

The big man did not speak at once.
He saw that Editha was fighting tears

“Well, lttle girl,” he said finally,
ﬂhn- only one thing to do.*

He came quite ¢loss to her and stooped
until his lips touched her hair.

4 "“Be true to yourself,” he whispered
gently. “Good night—and good-by. I'm
gaoing back to the dunea”

In short, both Editha Purdy and the
man she was engaged to marry seemed
to have lost thelr senses overnight. They
neither explained nor condomed their ac-
tions. They asimply faced the world and
announced In & calm manner that they
had decided to recall their invitations for
the ceremony on the 15th. The ceremony
would never take place. They would
never be married.

A "For Bale" sign appeared In the
window of the stucco house with the
cane-back furnishings

L ] - L] L] . - .

It was sunset in Indiana.

A blg, tired.faced man with kindly
gray 'eyes stood on the porch of a quaint
white cottage and watched the laks,
shimmering bright and blue through the
scrubby oak trees,

The sound of footsteps on the gravel
path woke him from his reverie.

“Editha!” he cried, and then again,
“Edithal”

He thought that he must be dream-
ing. He opened his arms to the gir! who
came slowly up the path, expecting the
visinn of her to fade before he could
touch it :

Real arms were around him. Real
lips were on his own. He had kissed her
befors he remembered ths barrier. Then
his manhood accused him, and his eyes
filled with a nameless fear.

“Cedric?’ he demanded.
‘leave him?" '

For answer the girl took a nots from
ber handbag. Its scrawled message told
the whole story.

“You didn"t

Dear Old Tom: When you get this
letter I'll be somewhere on the ocean.
Funny how I've always loved the wa-
ter, lan't It? I've longed for the
chance to joln the navy ever since the
war began, but I didn’'t think they'd
take me. They did—yesterday—and
I feel like a kid. You cught to see me
in my uniform and little white cap.
I'll drop ten Yyears overboard. Be
good to Editha, old man—she loves
you. Affectionately,

BRacomw' Cepmic,

Tom locked long into the clear biue
eyes of the girl before him.

"I came—to stay.,” she sald softly.

."‘r.n me you're glad, and then walk back

to the depot with me. Mother's there—
sitting on & barrel—and she loathes bar-
rels!” A

The big man put his arms around
Editha and pointed westward.

“The sunsef—isn't’ it wonderful here,
littls girl?"" he whispered.

She amiled. d

*Yes—but it ian’'t lonely.™

[Coprright, 1914, by J. Kesler?

They all turned upon him in a panfe.
Even Helen did not bargain for a discus-
alon of her “new” idea of the “true part-
nership of love” with the minister. Lucy
hurriedly attempted to smooth over the
situation.

“Their , engagement, Theodors,"” she
explained; “their engagement, you
know.”

“Yea, Theodore,” said the judge, “John
has evidently given his consent at last,
&s an exampie to society.” " He could'not
fortgo the pleasure of prodding Johm in
the ribs as he volunteered this amplifica-
tion of Lucy’'s subterfuge.

John thought to keep Wis -h.rn-
ment, ‘as head of the family, from Theo-
dore, by to the general atteampt
to keep Theodore out of the discuasion.

“Of course,” he muttered, “have to
consent; fine fellow; big fatugre; ome of
the best fellows in the world.” -

mw»umum
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"1 am delighted to hear 1" he sald,
unconscious of the pained lock that came
into Helen's face as she avoided his syes.
“Dr. Hamilton is a very worthy and
promising man. He will maks an sxcel-
lent husband. And withal he has a very
religious nature. comrqhm my
dear.”

Helen rebelled against any deception,
wmt.bovdsm'&lqhum
for some reason upexplainabls to her, to
have avolded shocking the amiable pas-
tor. .

“Thank you, comsin,™ she said guite
calmly. “He will not make ms an execsl-
lntmhunu.mm:
mlaummmupmmm
become one.”

Theodors was puzsied: He looked
from one to the other.

“Just announced, and now she—dh, T
m!"—hwmmm
. quarrel already.”
am.up




