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PAGE SEVEN

CHAPTER XVOL® =
’ *“You have no assets™”
{ Kelton smiled tolerantly.
/ **Please belleve me, Brennaway,
ghat I can make arrangements,
with the details of which I will
wmot trouble yeu, that will at le.?
lenable me to put my great indeb
ledness to you on some sort of sys-
gematie footing.”
Another rehearsed speech,
ghought Alam. It was all mon-
Birous nonzense, of course. If Kel-
fton could get money anywhere hs
jrould only get it from a money-
flender. There was that other way
! eourse, the way his father had
Ralken. .
And that was the way he would
sooner or later unless he were
stopped. For Shirley’'s sake he
ust be stopped before it was too
r;te . . . Alan jerked round to
mnother aspect of the subject.
**Have you told Shirley that she
can't have seven and a half per

cent?”
“Really, Brennaway!” KXelton
Nlushed. *'I have not told her, I

have had no time.”

“Shirley thinks your Jjoint in-
come iz over $20,000 a year. It is
weally five theusand less. Look at
this place. Logk at your house in
New York.” '

Kelton made a deprecatory
noize, The deprecation was not
guite an. insuit, but very nearly.

" “I'm afraid Brennaway, there
are certain a-pects of my private
jife that I could not hope to ex-
glain to vou satisfactorily. Be-
dieve me. [ regre: my own miser-
ahle inability to make my position
'ciear. 1 can only ask whether fif-
A thousand would be acceptable
W an earnest endeavor of my in-
tention to make every possible ef-

Tt to repay you.”

Alan pushed aside his untouch-
el liquor.

“Kelton—" he began.

Kellon's lips tightened, his eye-
brows went up, his hand elosed
‘and unclosed restlessly upon the
s'+m of hi=z ghass, His attitude was
‘as clear as though shouted aloud.
§i+ was telling Alan to mind his
o+ n business and no one else's.

Allag got up and lit a cigar-
e!'n.

*I'll be running along."" he said.
“[ have a good walk before me .,
Mo, thanks, don't get a car out; 1
sl.all enjoy the air.”

" “If T may say go_Brennaway,
you haven't yetr accepted or re-
Jocted—"

“Oh!" Alan rasped out a laugh.
*I accept. With many thanks ., .
1'll say good-night, Kelton."”

- - [ ]

Roger Kelton was a superlative-
1y good shot., A day’s shooting
was to him more than day’s en-
‘Jovment; it was a profound psy-
'cliological reassurance of his su-
Iperiority over other men. Just as
he would return from his sport
confident, exultant in his ability
Ao triumph over any obstacle, so in
Ahe same way a domestic or bus-
iness  success would send him
swinging off with gun and dog,
Arrogant &8 a faun in its native
forest . ..

On the day after he had enier-
taned Alan Brennaway to dinner,
Aherefore, Roger rose early, break-
‘fasted alone, shook off the mem-
‘ory of a tiresome wrangle with
‘Shirley who was offended because
iBrennaway had left without even
jpidding her good-night, and de-
@arted with sandwiches and a full
flask into the green depths of the
iVermont woods,

Shirley woke about half an hour
aiter he had gone. Bhe had slept
badly, harried by dreams of a dis-
approving yvet remote Alam whose
face was always turped a little
away and whose hands, strangely
deit, played ceaselessly with
pearls and diamonds brought from
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Mexico. Neither her mail nor the
soothing ministrations of her maid
nor the prospect of a réstful day
alone could restore her mental
poise. By the time she had inter-
viewed her cook, her butler and
her chauffeur, her temper was so
bad that she was thoroughly
ashamed of herself.

“It must be slackness,” she told
herself feverishly. “Everything is
& matter of physical health, real-
ly. I must simply exercise myse!f
back into decent condition.”

She decided, finally, on a longz
ride.

Before she had been very long
in the saddle, she felt that the
worst of the bout was over, Fray-
ed nerves were responding to the
magie of wine-keen air and intox-
lcating speed . . . The mad gallop
ended, she slowed to a walk and
let her thoughts have their way.

Roger. Marriage. Meeting the
right people at the right time.
Alan.

She slipped from one discon-
nected reveries into another . . .
Roger looked at her, oftem, with
open appraisement. When he did
that she had to eheck the revul-
sion she felt. Why? Roger, after
all, was only repeating the lesson
she herself had taught him. Yet

| somehow he had made it differ-

ent.

Her father would never have
looked at his wife like that. Roger
made it feel as if they were en-
gaged in some kind of conspiracy,
that it was her part to throw dust
in’the eyes of the men—~for mon-
ey. The revelation was broken by
memories.

With a rush there erowded into
her brain all the memories of Ro-
ger a3 he had been to her before
their marriage—memories of in-
finite tenderness. There swept
upon her anew the eraving® she
had felt for a spiritual compan-
fonship, a wast mutual under-
standing where no word of love
need be spokenm, where dress and
prettiness and all the physical
garnishments of love were unper-
ceived.

There was the dream, too, not
of merely serambling for money
but of helping him to some high
diplomatic post where his talent
could be used to the utmost. For
be was talented; he was disting-
uished, too, in manner and voice
and presence. In memory, she stu-
died impersonally his appearance.

Add a little age and gravity and
his face might be the face of an

mbassador. Take away that hint
f shrewdness that had lately come
into the mouth, and it was once
again the face of her dream-lover
to whom her girlhood bhad
stretched glad hands.

Strongly upon her was the sense
of crisis. She realized Roger, sud-
denly, as she had never realized
him before. She realized that it
was only quite lately that he had
got over the feat of marrying her.
Shirley could be concelted but she
was not vain.

It was without vanity that she
realized Roger as carrying off one
of the loveliest women in New
York, chaperoned by a wealthy
and ambitious aunt, and being
more than a little overawed by his
own achlevement.

It was without vanity that she
proposed to say to him—'The
rules of life that my father and I
held are not for you, Roger. They
are mastering you, when you
shoyld be mastering them. Let us
give it all up. Let us drop right
out and live in a suburb and give
no man the right to think that
anything could ever be his that is
yours—your—absolutely yOurs,
Roger."

But supposing Roger refused to
drop out? She faced it with some-

thing like alarm. If she could
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neither help him to a career nor
delight him only in herself, there
remained absolutely nothing that
she could give him—and some-
where in her there still lingered
the fir mbelief that marriage was
glving.
“I suppose we shall rub alomg
somehow and make something of
it,” was the eonclusion to which
:::ta c;““ih:“ only I didn’t feel so
n t Roger is incompe-
tent! I don’t bellsve he can hold
his own with men Hke Alan—1I be-
lHeve if amything went seriously
wrong he would be in 8 panic—he
might even bolt,
He can only keep things going,
really, when gomeone else has
done all the rough work for him
- » - Strange, strange, strange that
I should love him still!™
Back swung the peadulum eof
her thoughts. She loved Roger . .

She was breoding om her love for
him when, walking almost at her
stirrup, she found Alan.

“Day-dreaming? I thought you
were too sane, Shirley!"

8he had pulled up, still half {n
her dream. She looked down at
Alan, standing bareheaded at her
knee; she noted afresh the in-
tense blue of his eyes, the hair
that lay like a steel cap against
the finely moulded head; the firm,
kindly lips and the weathered
skip. . . . She knew her silence
was unusual but the spell of it
was strongly upon her and she
could not break it.

“Fm afraid you're annoyed with
me, Shirley, for talking as I did
last night.” Alan was tumbling a
little over his words. “I see now
how abominably rude it was. At
the time I was merely thought-
Jess, I—"

“Oh, I'd forgotten it!” Shirley
shook herself into speech. “I just
assumed you and Roger had been
arguing about something—DMace-
donia, probably—and you got the
worst of it!” She forced herself
into teasing laughter.

“Yes.” Alan did not respond teo
the laughter., “Oh, yes. 1 got the
worst of it.”

Shirley frowned. Last night

an atmosphere of genial big-broth-
erliness. This morning he was
again the censor, curt and aloof
.+ . Hoe was saying something
about stocks.

“I'm extremely
Corto Bellas.”

“Do you mean that you are sorry
that you were rude about them?"
{ ‘;No. Haven't you seen the pa-

3 fuhd

“What about Corto Bellas?"

“They crashed rather badly yes-
terday. They are down to fifteen
and still falling.”

It was annoying thought Shir-
ley, that Corto Bellas should
choose that particular day to drop.

“They go up and down, dom’t
they?” she drawled. “I think Mr.
Cynaz said they might go down a
bit but they would eveantually go
to fifty-elght.”

“They might, I suppose. But—""

Again, Shirley frowned. It was
really very wearing to be eriti-
ciged like this at every turn. No
wonder poer old Roger found that
Alan got on his nerves a bit. Ro-
ger was sensitive. Alan was sim-
ply—Iforceful.

*“Well, au revoir, Alan, I must
.be back to lunch and time is rum-
ning short. So glad to have seen
you!"’

sorry about

HEARING CONDUGTED
[N POWER RATE CAGE

PORTLAND, Ore.,, Dec. 27.—
(AP)—James W. Carey, rate ex-
pert employed by this city, occu-
pied the stand much of today at

the public service commission's
joint hearing of the eity’s petition
that domestic electric rates be
lowered and the Portland Electric
Power ecompany's petition that
street car tariffs be increased
from eight to tem eents, Carey's
discussion centered about methods
used in determining waluations.
He declared that if the Portland
Electric Power company's valuna-
tion was predicted on a reproduc-
tion eost theory it is §13,000,000
too high. “But if the rate base
was worked out omn am original
cost basis, the valuation should
be reduced $6,5600,000,” he said.
Various valuations of the pow-
er company’s properties have been

placed the valuatiom at slightly
less than $69,000,000, Others fix-
ed the valuation at from $60,000,-
000 to $70,000,000.

The hearing opened six weeks
ago, was adjourned for three
weeks, resumed for a day, then
was adjourned again. It was an-
ticipated that the present session,
which is expected to last a week
or ten days, will ecomplete the
hearing.

UIT AGAINGT GENE
TUNNEY ABANDONED

HARTFORD, Conn., Pee,
(AP)—Mrs. Katherine King Fog-
arty, divorcee, of Fort Worth,
Texas, and New York City, signed
today through her comnsel g stip-
ulation that her $500,000 breach
of promise sult against James J.

27.—

the stipulation set forth that a
motion for a judgment on her
suit and Tunney's cross-complaint
would be uncontested in superior
court in Bridgeport tomorrow,
and that an injunction restraim-
ing her from ever prosecuting a
similar claim shounld be 1issued
against her. Colonel Lewis Field
signed the stipulation for Mrs.
Fogarty here today.

Indications that the sult, filed
in Bridgeport last May while the
former champion was abroad with
his wife, the former Polly Lauder,
of Greenwich, Counn., was about to
collapse, came last Friday when
Frank L. Wilder of Mrs. Fog-
arty's counsel asked the court for
permission to quit the case as her
representative. After it had beenm
granted he announced receipt of
a letter from the woman authoris-
ing & withdrawal of the action,

Tunney's counsel, Homer 8.
Cummings, wounld not listen lo &
withdrawal, insisting on a judg-
ment of the merits of the claim.
He flled a motion for 2 judgment
which will be argued tomorrow

(Gene) Tunney, former heavy-

submitted at the hearing. Public

i

row in favor of Tunney.

before Judge Car]l Foster. If

weight champlon of the world, | Judge Foster grants the motion,
should be decided in court tomor- | which, in view of the stipulation
i“ seems likely he will, the victory
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