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.Cg:,.- froml pages wers
-“*uua of a bank pobbery.
despite  the |
ihe was ure It wan going to

oty dull das.

; of ber date book ware
e ‘mlgote recordings, very
g io ordlrhtn cra:n in
1s—luncheons, teas,
,.dﬂ‘:;::l parties, Iarge eve.
~ions, TED breakfasts that
e tre piring for one debu-

pmother.
¥fast, Breot bad in-
e .bﬂ?!nu can have break-
in bed.” a3
funcheon noer
:,.h.:i in bed if you're slek
w Aolly's tone beld feminioe
fee masculine reagonlng. “Un-
she continued, “you're sgainat
e o general I'd say your
iy full of bolen.” o
de & good iden, at that,
apewered. VA1l that emter-
does for Fou is to breed
citemant.”
g‘[‘or excitement. That must
Evaryhody was toking &
ot Burrring away to some re-
\ sscepe the seasonal social
kg even 1," Molly thought
3 sristic honesty, “wake up
yarething to bappen theat
(aly ® never does.”
fiisg did happen
with bersell, Molly yawned
\h¢ DEWSPADOT with ita head-
st the baok robbery. She
4 thlephone summona indif-
Thep ber pulses [eaped at
of & deep, strange volce,
4 strange, for there was some-
familiar about that voice, It
s carual like Wick's, Not eool
waposed like Donald's, or silly
seertul Jike Hubert's, Tt lncked
4 temsing superlority. This
vis low and reserved and—yes,
i cetain on this—a little un-
ol ituelt,
interesting siranger.
wid, “Helly, Molly Milford.”
lio, Sam Smith,"
't my real name. It's Nel-
Wilttaker. My frionds eall me
'Won't you?" There bad been
pae betwesn the first and
s, which Molly scarcely no-

Ia friend ¥ Molly asked, glad
peaged stranger conld Dot see
& of color to her face,
Bapa wo, Molly."
son in w nice pame, Not bard
'll pot  angry because I
r
Wiy sbould T be?"
wis & moment of silence.
#] theught you might be bored."
i, Terribly.”
gam 1. I was wondering 1f
bire dinoer with me, But I
that's impossible.”
ot imposnible. Molly spoke fa &

fats,
it mean you'll try soms French
"4

" The word fluttered in her
Brant would be furious, but
pight bad be to dictate to her?
tme out about 8. Or would
hitber meet me wome place down

ly conaidered this a moment, It
by wirer to mest bim down
"Ieowld ment you at the alde
M ol Wilson-Marx's around 8."
Ubw there.”
dinoer at Frenchy's—mwherever
iy's might bo—she would wear
pleated blue crepe with the
pitent belt and & eluster of
lither flowarn nt  the mneck.
A wmall white hat and a white
¥ith the white fox collnr.
thanlfeur would drop her at
T pround n quarter to
dlde't want oven the chauffeur
of this engngement,
¥ the rxcesn energy?" Donoa
fiading Mollr attacking ber
Mitiog balr with a vigorous

fost womething to do.” Molly
miling, “I'm fed up with
i around wasting time,

§ become of the Four Horse-

It borss me, Hubert bores me,
i bores me."

it about Brant?” Dopna asked,

Molly with smused eyes.

_t ?om e mors than any of
Molly apoks vigarously. "Brant
B rigical cave man, ALl he'd need
A0 exeues ts deag A woman
ber anr, Anrway, I've 0 new |
cur mind. He's handsome and
o't g
for a oe
tappl

tite belisve you've top-
* man" Donna deawled,
Juet leaning over a

llh the Tower of Piea."
T pat down

the brush, sat on
» and looked op at
orely, eandid epes, She
b, wonldn't under.
AR rou've  always  been
il When I'm mareied I'll
_m“"i he l! madel wife, tan,
191, 1'm going out and
280r with 4 man T ran neroan
Rt the Rod Poppyl
by Doona's  voice was
:'th" “ould Brant hare been

| |wame pattern—"

> | lind people—even now.”

him the deril of u time. He surels
Lelieves malf-promervation is the fiest
law. Honsstly, you aren’t  serious
sbout going out with this—this Bo.
bemian?"

“He lan't a Bohemian." Molls apoke
slowly, “He's much more attractive,
Donps, baven't you srer kncwn the
time when you werk a0 cager for
something different that you'd have
gooe out with — bher syes fe]] on
tho beadlines of the paper—'s bank
robber, If be asked you?l”

"“Mercy, wo!" Donna shuddsred
prettily. “I can't say I have ever folt
that low, What quesr ideas you hare
sometimes, Molly. As n matter of faer,
you don't know anything sbout this
pew man, He might be apything”

“I suspact be's an [eonoclast  Mally
smiled & little.

“I weem to bave heard the word,”
Denna replied vaguely. “Peopls who |
yull down things."” |

“Pull down Inturited ideas such as
caste, conceived to protect the privi-
leges of the few,” Molly auppiied balp-
tully,

“Goodunews, what would your father
say if be koew you were going out
with a man lke that?"

It waa 20 minutes to 6 whep Molly
stepped from her car and dlpmissed
the chauffeur, Ebe atood for a mo-
ment, watehiog the long abining car
wradually lose [tapll o the men of
traffic. It occurred to her, am she
slood there, that it might have heeu
wistr to send a message by Davis,
tulling Donna where she was going to
dine, |

But that was o silly thought, |
Frenchy's might be a namas Nelson |
Whittaker bad given the restaurant,
because of that brolken down old
Frenchman who ran it. The real name
of the place might be something quite
different,

Bhe turoed aod started toward the ‘
side entrance of Wilson-Marz's, but
before abe reached the wideswioging
glass doors she atopped abruptly.

A girl was standing thers. A girl
who wan as much like Molly as her
own reflection in a mirror,

Molly walked closer. “It's not be.
Hevable,” she said, “but it's true,
lan't i7"

The other girl smiled a little cyn-
lcally, “Yes," sho replied. “1've often
seen your picture in the paper. Onee
1 eut it out and asked a boy (riend
if we weren't as allke as two peas.
He sald T had a erush on mpself, but
I knew we ware alike. Not that it
made any difference. You ean't do
muech with yourself without elothes,
I did hara my hale cut like yours,
Lut 1 couldn’t really look like you
do—"

“Clothes,” Molly said slowly “make
& difference.” Her voice was bewlild.
ered. This war one of the things that
couldn't happen—yet it had.

Talking with this girl with the gold-
en-hrown hair was almost like talking
to hersell. But vastly different, Loo,
Because unless terrible  and rruell
things bad happened to you your
volee eould never mound so0 o1l A0
liopeless, as this girl's did.

Molly wtudied the other wii, The
same alender ook, slightly tipped.
The esme shade of bair, the same
eyes, the same contour of facw They
ware about the same size, too. A dif-
firence of twxn or three pounds, at
the most.

“Wall,” Molly sald shakily. "1 guess
I've met my double. They say every-
nnw has one,”

“So what?" the other asked sar-
castically, “We're s million  miles
apart In these elothes, aren't wel”'

Moved by a audden impulse, ball
compamslon and some other feeling
she didn't stop to soaiyze, Molly seid:
“I'd like to change clothes with rou.
1'd an soon be wearing yours ax mioe.’

“Oh yesh!”

“Please Delieve me. I'm In earnest.
1 want to change clothes with you."

The girl's laugh rang ont bafshiy.
“Tell that to semeons who hawn't
cut her windom teeth yet. Besides,’
ehe wdded, I won't need clothes
much where I'm golog.”

“You're going away?’

"T.I<"

“Then pleass take thess with yon—
fsn't thers mome place wheze we eould
change? Wa must hurry becutse I'm
meeting & friend at sfz.”

“Tou haren't much time,” the other
girl replied, “All right. Anythiog to
oblige, 1f yon'rs planning to give the
boy friend the shock of his lifs, T
necommodats you. It will be » kind of
shoek to some friend of mins, too. I
gutss we can make it hefors the atore
closes, With everybady putting away
stock the rest room will ba emptr.”

A few minuten lster Molly started
at harself, Tes, clothes made all the
diffarance. Tn the cheap, bright gress
crepa and the chaap hat with a green
feathar at the side she looked exactly
as the other girl had a moment be.
faore,

The shoss wera a trifle looss, but
not enough to matter greatly. The
other girl opened her purse and toak
out & bandkerchief and & small pack-
age, then banded her purse 16 Mbolly.
Ehe was amiling queeriy.

“Brmptr,’ Molly decided, Her own
pursa wag filied with bills. Ebe tnok
ons hill out. )

“Thara's about 850 or 340 In bills
the girl

fo thin purse,” she told
*Please keep them. And look me up
soon, I'm sure there's sometbing I
could do to help you, We're not
miles apart—two jgirls cut from the

“I'm nfrald It's too late—now" the
other sald sadly, “I'm goine awar.
But i's oles to know there are some

Bomething ln her sxprapslon canght
ot Mollg's haart. 1 don’t know your
names,” she cried, .

“I's an an envelope in the purse,
the girl toid her.
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