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Dirk could lawgh at that picture
But he protested, too But there
no pative architecture, so w} it's
be done! You wouldn't eall those

suoke-blackened old
piles with their iron fences and i)
congervatories and cupolas and ginger
bread exactly pative, would you?"
“No," Bellna admitted, *but
Itallan villas ard French chatea:
north Chleago suburbs are o go

1elr

those

llke a lace evening gown in the

rona desert, It wouldn't keep wvou
cool In the daytime, and it wouldn
be warm envugh at night. 1 suppose

A native architecture is evolved from
bullding for the loeal climate and the
Deeds of the community, keeping bea:
ty In mind a® you go. We don’'t nee
turrets and towers any more than
peed draw-bridges and moats, It's all
right to keep them, I suppose, wlere
they grew up, In a country where the
feudal system mennt that any dav
Jour next-door neighbor might take it
futo his head to call his gang arouni
him and sneak up to steal your wife
aod tapestries and gold drinking cups.’
Dirk was Interested and amused
Talks with his mother were Hkely to
affect him thus, “What's your idea of
& real Chicago house, mother?
Sellna answered quickly, as If she
bad thought often about It; as If she
would have liked just such a dwelling
on the site of the old D Jong farn
house In which they now were sente
8o comfortably. “Well, 1t would need

we

big porches for the hot days and
nights so's to cateh the v alling
southwest winds from the pralries M

the summer—a porch that would be
awung clear around to the eust, too-—
Or & terrace or another porch east so
that If the preclous old lake breeze
should eome up just when you think
you're dylog of the heat, as It some
times does, You could eatch that
It olight to be bullt—the house 1
mean~—rather squarish and tight and
solld against our cold winters and
northeasters. Then sleeping porches
of course. There's a grand Amerlear
Institution for you! England may
have Its afternoon tea on the terrace,

ton

and Spaln may have_ Its patio, and |

France |ts courtyard, aod Italy Its
pergola, vine-covered: but America's
g0t the sleeping porch—the screened
In open-uir sleeping porch, and 1
shouldn’t wonder If the man who first
thought of that would get precedence
on Judgment day, over the men who
Invented the alrplane, the talkinz ma-
chine, and the telephone. After all
he had nothing In mind but the health
the human race”
grand period Selina grinned at Dirk

of

stone and brick |

I

years

ITH a0

pel’s ldea. Hogs, I should have

He echoed, “Hoge!"” rather fair tly

| “High-bred hogs They're wort
their weight In silver this minute in
| will be for years to come I won't g
| iIn for them extensively Just enoug
| 0 make an architect out of Mr. Dir
DeJong.” Then, at the expression
his face ‘Don’t look s 5
Ihere’'s nothing revolting !
he's a handsome, impressive-looki:
nimal, the hog, when he Isn't tre:t
ke one™

After which |

end Dirk grinned at Sellna and the |

two giggled together there by the fire.
place, cormpanionably
“Mother, you're simply wonderful |—

ouly *your native Chicago du-elrlngi

Beerns to be mostly porch.”

Selina waved such carping eriticlsm
awady with a careless hand. “Oh. well
any house that has enough porches
and two or three bathrooms und at
leust elght closets can be lived In com

fortably, no matter what else it has or |
| very elegant In speaking of these:

busn't got.”

Next day they were more serious
The eastern college and the architee-
tural career seemed to be settled
things Selina was content, happy
Dirk was troubled about the expense
He spoke of it at breakfast next morn-
ing (Dirk's breakfast: his mother had
had bers hours before and now as he
irank his coffee, was sittlng with hin
% Mmoment and glancing at the paper
that had come In the rural mall deliv
ery) She had been out In the i
Overseelog the transplanting of young
tomate seedlings from hotbed to fleld
Ble wore an old gray sweater buttoned
ip tight, for the alr was stil] sharp
'n her head was a battered black felt
807t hat (an old one of Dirk's) much
ke the one she had worn to the Hay
mirket that day ten years ago.

flelds

He looked dejected. *T'd rather not
80 to school on—hogs."

She took off the feit hat and t¢ ssed
it over to the old eouch by the win-
dow; smoothed her halr back with the
flat of her palm. Yon saw that the
soft dark hair was liberally sprinkled
with gray now, but the eves were
bright and clear as ever

“You know, Sobig, this Is what they
call a paylug farm—as vegeteble farms
£0. We're out of debt, the land's in
guvod shape, the crop promises well If
we don't have another ralny
spring llke last year's. I'm having a
Erand time. When [ wee the ASparugus
plantation actually that [
planted ten years ago, I'm as h PPy A8
If I'd stumbled on a gold mine I
think, sometimes, of the way your fa-
ther objected to my planting the first
one. April, like this, in the country,
with everytbing coming up green and
ln the rich black loam—I
tell you. And when I know that it goes
to market as food—the hest kind of
food, that keeps people's bodles clean
and clear and flexible and strong! |
like to think of babies' mothers say-
Ing: ‘Now eat your spinach,
Bcrap, or you can’'t have any dessert!

Carrots make your eyes bright,
. & Finish your potato, Potatoes
nake you strong!' ™

Selloa laughed, flushed a little.

“Yes, but how about hogs? Do you
feel that way about hogs?’

“Certalnly,” sald Sellna, briskly. She

vielding

new can't

pushed toward him a little blue-and
white platter that lay on the white
cloth near her elbow., *“Have a bit

more bacon, Dirk. One of these nice
curly sllverg that are so crisp.”

“I've finished my breakfast, Moth-
er.,” He rose
The following autumn saw hlin a

student of architecture at Cornell, He
worked hard, studled even during his
vacation,

He would come to the heat
and humidity of the Illinols summers
and spend hours each day In his own
room that he had fitted up with a
long work-table and a drawir g board,

home

His T-square was at hand; two trian. |

gles—a 45 and a 60: his compass; a
palr of dividers. Selina sometimes
stood behind him watching him as he
carefully worked on the tracing paper
Hls contempt for the architee
ture was now complete. Especially
did he hold forth on the subject of the
mush-

loecal

apartment houses that were
rooming on every street In Chleago
| from Hyde Park on the south to

| wag stuck a

;1"]’,

Evanston on the north. Chlengo was
never called them “flats”; always
apartments. In front of each of these
(there were usually six to a bullding)
little glass-enclosed cuhbi
cle known as a sun-parlor. In
(rometimes you heard themn spoken of,
grandly, as solarfuins) Chicage dwell

these

ers took refuge from the leaden skles, |

the heavy lake atmosphere, the gray
mist and fog and smoke that so fre
quently swathed the city In gloom

W o

They were done In yvellow qe
tonnes., Silk lnmpshades glowed there
In, and flower-laden boxes. In these
frank little boxes Chicago read Its pa
sewed, played lge, even ate
Its breakfast. It never pulled down
the shades

“Terrible !" Dirk fumed. *“Not qnly
are they hideous In themselves, stuck

hrd
ori

'y " - wen o | OR the front of those houses like three
I've bt-:n thinking,” he began, “the pairs of spectacles: but the lack of
"--'-:’\P‘- v decent privacy! They do everything
-y i1l do It," Selina sald, calm but bathe In 'em. Have they =ever
{ Ve been wanting to put them In for

ICE CREAM
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be perfeatly flavored with the fines

f-uit flavors, Iee cream parex-
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re ‘ives the fatigued end often re.
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every |

cre- |

eard the advice given people who live
In glass houses!™

By his junior year he was talking
in a'large way about the Beaux Arts
But Selina did not laugh at this. “Per
haps,” she thought “Who can tell!

After a year or two In an office here,
| why mot another year of study in Paris
If he needs 1t.”

Though was her busiest time op
the farm Selina went to Ithaca for hig
graduation in 1913. He Was twenty-

two and, she was calmly sure, the best
king man In his class. Undenlably
[ he was a figure to please the eye;

| tull, well-built, as his father had been,
| and blond, too, like his father, except
for his eyes. These were brown<-not
but with some of
junlity of her glamce

S0 dark as Selina's
| the soft liquid
| I'hey strengtl

gave him an ardent look of which hie
[un- not coi Women, feeling
ardor of that dark glance turned
|'1p-rn them, were likely to ecredit him

with feelings toward themselves of
Iur.h'h he was quite innocent. They
| did not know that the glance and its
| #ffect were mere matters of plgmenta-
tion end eye-conformation. THen, too,

sclous,

| the

the gaze of a man who talks little is |
always more effective than that .of .one |

| whe s loguacious

| Selina, in her black sllk dress, and |

| her plain black hat, and her wgensible
| shoes, was rather & quaint little figure

|among all those vivaclous, bevolled, !
and beribboned mammas. lut a dis-
tinctive little figure, too. Dirk need
| not be ashamed of her. She eyed the
| rather paunchy, prosperous, middle

{.-Kl'd fathers and thought, with a pang,
how much handsomer Pervus would
have been than any of these, If only
he could have lived to see this day.
Then, involuntarily, she wondered If
this day would ever have oceurred,
had Pervus llved. Chided herself for
thinking thus

When he returned to Chicago, Dirk

| about architecture and he found 3
pression for hle suppressed feelings omn

bls week-ends spent with Sellna at the

farm ¥
“Baroque” was the word with whla'l
he dismissed the new Beachside hb-
tel, north, He sald the new Ligcoln
park bandstand looked Ilke an 00.
He sald that the city council ought te

HIL

stroyed ans a blot on the lnndscapey
ind waxed profane on the subject &f
the east foce of the Public Library
building, downtown. ;

“Never mind,” Sellna assured him,
happily. “It was all thrown up 40
hastily. Remember that Just yestef
| day, or, the day before, Chicago was
an Indian fort, with tepees where toW.
ers are now, and mud wallows h
place of asphalt. Beauty needs tlime
to perfect it. Perhaps we've hibén
wadting aM these years for justismeh
youngsters as you. And maybe $dme
day I'll be driving down Michigan ¥oh-
levard with a distinguished visitors—
Roelf Poel, perhaps. Why not? Let®
say Roelf Pool, the famous sculptor.
And he'll say, ‘Who designed that
building—the one that Is so strong
and yet so light? So gay and graceful
and yet so reticent!" And I'll say, ‘Oh,
that! That's one of the earller efforts
of my son, Dirk Delong.'"

lly; shook his head. *“Ob, you don't
know, mother It's so d—d slow
First thing you know I'H be thirty.
And what am I! An office boy—or
little more than that—at Hollis’."”
During his university years Dirk had
#een much of the Arnolds, Eugene and
Paula, but it sometimes seemed to
Selina that he avolded these meetngs—
these parties and week-en’s. She wam
onteut that this should be so, for she
gnesseed that the matter of money held
bhim back. She thought It was wel that
he should the difference now,
WD car--one of five
Paula, too, had

realize
E iIgene had his

n the Arnold garage
Her fascination for Dirk was

| hers
ttrong. HSellna knew that, too. In the
1St year or two he had talked very
ittie of Paula and that, Selina knew,
meant that he was hard hit.
Bometimes Paula and BEugene droye
ut to the far Eugene would appens
ln rakish eap, loose London knickerk,
| Queer broguns with an English loek
ibout themn, g carefully cureless loowe
ess about the hang and fit of his
jacket Paula did not affect sports
lothes for herself. She was not the
type, she sald. Slim, derk, vivacleds,
she wore alinky ithes—crepes, chif-
fons Her eyes were Janguorons,
She worshiped luzury and

\

ened his face, somehow : |
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But Dirk pulled at his pipe mood-

sald so.

| “I'll have to marry money,” she de
clared “Now that they've finished |
caliing poor Erandpa u beefl-bare an
taken [ don't kmow how many m ns

away from him, we're practically on
the streeta’
“You look It!" from Dirk ; and there
was bittermess beneath his lght tons
“Well, It's true. All this silly muck
raking In the past ten yeurs or more
Poor father! Of course, granddad
Was purty rough, let me tell you |
read some of the accounts of that |
Indictment—the 1810 one—and I m
say I gathered that dear old Aug made
Jesse James look ke a philanthr plst
I should think, at his age, he'd be a
little scared. After all, when yi
over seventy you're likely
soinre doubts and fears about punish
ment In the next world 3ut not a
grand old pirate llke grandfather
He'll sack and burmn and plunder unti
he goes down with the ship. And It
| looks to me as If the old boat bad a
pretty atrong list teo starboard right
now, Father says himself that unless
A war breaks, or something, which
| Isn’t at all likely, the packing Industry
Is golng to spring a leak.”
“Elabarate figure of speech,” mur-
mured Eugene. The four of them-
Paula, Dirk, Eugene and Selina—were
sitting on the wide screened poreh that
Selina had had bullt at the southwest
corner of the house. Paula was, of
course, In the couch =swing. Occaslon
ally she touched one slim languld foot
to the floor and gave indolent impetus
| to the couch,
| “It Is, rather, isn't it? Might as
well finish it, then. Darling Aug's been
the grand old captaln right through
| the vl'age. Dad's never been more
than a pretty bum second mate. And
| as for you, Gene my love, cabin bov
would be, y'understand me, big”
Eugene had gone into the business a
year before,

T

have

Lo

went Into the office of Hollls Il “What can you expect,” retorted

Sprague, architects But his wok ’ Eugene, “of a lad that hates salt pork?

there was little more than that J And every other kind of plg meat?"

Iraughtsman, and his weekly stipefl | He despised the yards and all that

could hardly be dignified by the terfa | went with It

f salary lut he had large ldeﬁ{ Sellna got up and walked to the
end of the porch. “There's Adam

coming In with the last load for the
He'll be driving Into town now
She

day
Cornellus started an hour ago.”
went down the steps on her way to

oversee the loading of Adam [Sras
wagon. At the bottom "of the steps
she turned. “Why can't you two stay
te supper? You ecan quarrel com

Our stock is @

Hal sey
Oregon

L &G

r fortably right through the meal and
drive bome In the cool of the eve-
| ning." =

| “T'll stay,” sald Paula, “thanks. If

you'll have all kinds of vegetables,
cooked and uncooked. And let me
go out Into the fields and pick ‘em

myself like Mand Muller o~ Marle An-
tolnette or any of those make-belleve
rustic gals.”

In her French-heeled slippers and
ber Himy sllk stockings she went out
into the rich black furrows of the
flelds, Dirk carrying the basket

“Asparagus,” she ordered Arst
Then, “But where Is 1t? Is that 1t!"

*You dig for It, Idlot,” sald Dirk
stooping, and taking from hls basket
the queerly curved sharp knife or
spud used for cutting the asparagus
ghoots
Inches below the surface.”

“Oh, let me do It!" She was down

on her sllken knees In the dirt, ruined |

“Cut the shoots three or four |

AR goodly patch of the fine, tender
shoots, gave It up and sat watching |
| Dirk's expert manipulation of the
knife. “Let's have radishes, and corn
and tomatoes and lettuce and peas |

.|n'1 artichokes and
“Artichokes grow |n Califurnla
Nilnols.”

He was more than usually uncom-
municative, and noticeably moody.

Paula, remarked It “"Why the
Othello brow T

“You didn't mean that rot, did yon?
about marrying a rich man. You were
Joking, weren't you?'

not

“l1 wasn't. I'd hate belog poor, or
even Just moderately rich, I'm used
to money—Iloads of It I'm twenty
four. And I'm looking around.”

He kicked an lonocent heet top with |
his boot “You llke me better than
any man you know."

YOf course 1 do. Just my luck
“Well, then ™
“"Well, then,

gibles In."

She made a pretense of lifting the
heavy basket. Dirk snatched it rough
ly out of her hand so that she Eave

let's take these weg

a little cry and looked ruefully down
at the red mark on her palm He
canght her by the shoulder—even

shook her a Mttle. “Look here Pau
Do you mean to tell me you'd marry

I a man simnly heesuse he happened to

[ —

g
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“You Like Me Better Than Any Man
You Know.™

bave a lot of money !”

“Perhaps not simply becavse he had
a lot of money. But it eertainly would,
be a factor, among other things "

Six monthe later Paula Arnold was
married to Theodore A. Storm, a man
of fifty, a friend of her futher's head
of so many companles, stockholder in
80 any hanks, director of so many
corporations that even old Aug Hem
pel seemed a recluse from business n

comparison.  She never ealled him
Teddy. No one ever did: Theodore
Storm was a4 large man—not exactly |

Stgut, perhaps, but flabby, His Inches
saved him from grossness. He had
A large white serdous face, fine thick

dark bhalr, graying at the temples
Within three years Paula had two
‘ehildren, a boy and a girl, “There!

That's done,” she said. Her marriage
was a great mistake and she knew |t
For the coming In 1914, a few
months her wedding, sent
Hempel-Arnold interests sky-rocketing
Millions of pounds of American beer
and pork were shipped to Europe. In
two years the Hempel fortune was
greater than It ever had been. Paula
was up to her eyes In relief work for
Bleeding Belgium.

Dirk had not seen her in months.
She telephoned him unexpectedly one
Friday afternoon In his office at Hol
lls & Eprague's,

“Come out and spend Saturday and
Sunday with us, won't you?
running away te the country this an-
erncon. I'm so sick of Bleeding Bel-
glum, you can't lmagine. I'm sending
the children out this morning. [ can't
get away so early, Il call for you
In the roadster this afterncon at four
and drive you out myself.”

“I don't think [—"

“I'll eall for yon at four.
the carb.
you1m

War,
after

Chapter XII

In town Dirk lived In a large front
foom and alcove on the third floor of
1 handsome old-fashioned three story-
ind-baserment houss, He wused the
front room as a living room, the alcove
u# & bedroom. He and Selloa had fur-
nished it together, discarding all: of
the room’s original belongings exchpt
the bed, a table, and one fat comtort-
able faded old armchalr whose bro-
‘ade surface hinted a past grandeur
When he had got his books ranged In
open shelves along one wall, soft-shad-
ed lamps on table and desk, the place
looked more than lvable: lived In.
During the process of furnishing Se-
lina got Into the way of coming Into
town for a day or two to prowl the
avction rooms and the second-hand
stores. Bhe had a genlus for this sort
of thing ; hated the spick-andispan var-
nish and veneer of the new furniture
to be got In the regular way

She enjoyed rare trips Inte
town; made a holiday of them. Dirk
would take her to the theater and she
vould =it entranced. Strangely enough
considering the lack of what the world
calls romance and adventure |n her
Iife, she did not like the motlon ple
tures. “All the difference In the world,”
she would say, “between the movies
ond the thrill T get out of a play at
the theater My, yes!
vith paper dolls when you couill be
playlng with a real live baby.”

The day was marvelously mild for
March In Chlcago. Spring, usually so
coy In this reglon, had Aung hersel! at
them head first As the massive re

these

volving door of Dirk's affice bulld'ng

fanned hLlin Into the street he saw
I'mula In her long low sporting road-
ster at the curb. She was dressed In
black All feminipe fasxhionable and
middle-cluss Chilesgo was dressed In
bluck All feminine fashionable and
middie-class America was Adressed In

black. Twe years of war had robbed
I'arls of ite husbands, brothérs, sons
All Paris walked in black. America,

untouched, guyly borrowed the smart
hablliments of mourning and now
Michigan boulevard and Fifth avennpe

walked demurely o the gloom of crepe |

nod chiffon; bluck Jiats, black gloves
black slippers Unly black was “good”
this year

Paula smiled up at him, patted the
leather seat bes'de her with one hand

We're |

I'll ba at :
Don't keep me waltlng, wul |

Like f[mllil‘ |
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that was absurdly thick fingered In its
fur-lined glove

“It's cold driving. Buttom up tight.
Where'll we stop for your bag?™

He climbed into the seut beside her,
Her manipulation ef the wheel was
witchcraft. The rondster slid In and
out of traMe Iltke a Auid thing, an
enamel stream, silent as a swift cur
rent in a river. When his house was
reached, “I'm coming up,” she sald.
“1 suppose you haven't any tea?”
J “Gosh, no! What do you think 1
| am! A young man In an English
| novel !™
| “Now, don't bhe provincial and Chi-
cagoish, Dirk.™ They climbed the
three flights of stalirs She looked
about, Her glance was not disapprov-
Ing. “This 1so't so bad. Who did 1t?
She did! Very nice. But of course
you ought to have your owm smart
little apartment, with a Jap to do you
up. To do that for you, for example.”

“Yes,” grimly. He was pucking his
bag—not throwing clothes into It. but
folding them deftly, neatly, as the son
of & wise mother packs. “My sal-
| ary’d just about keep him In white
| linen house-coats."

“I'm golng to send you some things
for your room, Dirk.”

“For God's gake don't |"*

“Why not®"

“Two kinds of women In the ‘world.
I learned that at college. Those who
| *end men things for their rooms and

those that don't.”

“You're very ruda”

“You asked me. There! I'm .all
set He snapped the lock of his bag.

“I'm sorry I can't glve you anything.
I haven't a thing. Not even a glass of
wine and a—what la It they say In
books?—ol, yeh—a blscult.”

In the roadster ugain Paula maln-
tnined a ferce and stendy speed for
the remalnder of the drive,

“We call the place Stormwood,”
Paula told him. “And nobody outside
the dear family knows how fitting that
Is. Don't scow). I'm net going to tell
You iny murital woes. And don't you
suy I asked for it. , . . How's the
| Job?*

(Continued on page 4)
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