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Chapter XIII

. Ap It turned out, Dirk was spared
the necessity of worrying about the fit
of his next dinner coat for the fol
lowing year and a half. His coat. dur

Ing that perlod, was a neat olive dral r

as was that of some millions of yonng |
men of his age, or thereabouts. Mo
of that time he spent at Fort Sheridan
first as an officer In training,
an officer training others to be officers
He was excellent at this job nilu
ence put bim there and kept him
even after he began to chafe at the re

then

Lhers

strulnt.

1o the last six months of it (thougl
bhe did not, of eourse, know that
was to be the last six monthe) D

tried desperately to get to France. [

was suddenly sick of the neat job n
bome: of the dinners; of the smug
routine; ¢f the olive-drab motor car

that whisked him wherever he wanted
to go (he had a captaincy); of mak
ing them “snap Into It"; of Pauia;
his mother, even. Two months
the war's close he succeeded in
over; but Paris was his headquar
ters

Between Dirk and his
first rift had appeared.

0
halore

mother the

“It 1 were a man,” Selina sald, *T'd
maeke up my mind straight about this
war and then I'd do one of two things
I'd go Inte it the way Jan Snlp gues
at forking the manure pile—a dirty
job that's got to be cleaned up; or I'd
refuse to do It altogether if 1 didn’t
belleve In it as a job for me. I'd fight, |
or I'd be a consclentious objector,
There's nothing in between for any
oue who 1sn’'t old or erippled, or sick.”

Paula was aghast when she heard
this, So was Julle whose wallings
had been loud when Eugene had gone
Into the air service. He was In France
now, thoroughly happy. “De you
wean,” demanded Paula, "“that you ac-
tually want Dirk to go over there and
be wounded or killed!”

“No. If Dirk were killed my life
would stop. I'd go on living, I suppose,
bat my life would have stopped.”

They all were doing some share In
the work te he done

Selina had thought about her own
place i this war welter. She had
wanted te do canteen work In France
but had declided agalnst this as be-
ing selfish. “The thing for me to do”

she sald, “Is .to go on ralsing vege-
tables and hogs as fast as [ can.” She |
wupplied ecountless households with

free food while thelr men were gone
Bhe herself 'worked llke a man, tak:
ing the piace of the able-bodied helper

| made up of the

who had been. employed on her farm

Paula was lovely in her Red Oross |

mmiform. Bhe persuaded Dirk to go
Ints the Liberty bond selling drive
and he wns unexpectedly effective in
his quiet, serious way; most convine
tag and undeniably thrilling to look
mt in uniform, Paula's little alr of pos-
measlon had grown until now It en
weloped M. She wasn't playing now;
was deeply and terribly in love with
Aim.

ferm he went Into the hond depart
meat of the (reat Lakes Trust
pany in which Theodore Storm had a
Iarge interest. He sald that the war
had disillusioned him.

“What did you think war was going

COI

{o do?" sald Belina, “Purify! It never
han yeot."

It was understood, by Selina at
least, that Dirk's sbandoming of his
profession was a temporary thing

Quick ap she usually was to arrive at
conelusions, she did not realize until
too late that this som of hers had def
Initely deserted bullding for bonds;
that the only structures he wonld rear
were her own castles In Bpain. = His
first two months as a bond salesmun
neited him more than a year's salary
at his old post at Hollls & Sprague’s

4 When he told this te Selina, In tri
ph, she sald, “¥es, but there isn't
much fun Io it, is there? This seiling
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| met with a little stir,
Whan, In 1918, Dirk took off his unl- |
| stralght, strong

| an hour or o
| and
| pleasure to it a coat to his broad, flat

things on
that must be thrilling

paper? Now architecturs

Putting a bu

Ing down on paper—Ilittle marks hers |
gtralght lines there, figures, caleula
tions, blueprints, measurements—ani
then, suddenly one day. the actual
building Itself. Steel and stone an

brick, with engines throbbing inside It
like a heart, and people flowing in and

eut, Part of a city. A piece of actual |
beauty eonceived by you! ©Oh, Dirk |
To see her face then must have glven |
him a pang, it was so0 allve, so eag |

He found excuses for himself. “Sell

ng bonds that make that bullding |
| sible isn't so dull, either.”

But she waved that aslde almost |
contemptuously. “What nonsense, |
Dirk, It's like selling seats at the box |
office of a theater for the play in
glde.”

IMrk had made many new friends in
the last year and a half. More thun
that, be had acquired n new manner;
an alr of qulet authority, of assur
ance. The profession of architecture
was put definitely behind him. He did
not say to Sellna that he had put the
other work from him. But after
months In his new position he knew
that he would oever go back. |

Frowm start he was a success
Within one year he was so successful
that you could hardly distinguish him
from & hundred other successtul young
Chicago business and professional men
made at Peel's;
who lunched at the Noon c¢lub on the
roof of the First Natlonal bank where
Chleago's milllonaires ate corned-beef
hash whenever that plebelan dish ap
peared on the bill of fare. He had
had a little thrill out of his first meal
at this club membership was
“big men" of ghe city's
financlal eircle Now he could even
feel little flicker of cantempt for
them. He had known old Aug Hem
pel, of course, for years, as well as
Michael Arnold, and, later, Phillip Em-
ery, Theodore Storm, and others:. But
lie had expected these men to be differ
ent

They were not at all the American
Rig Business Man of the comic papers

six

the

whosge clothes wers

whose

a

and of fiction—that yellow, nervous,
dyspeptlie creature who iunches off
willk and pie. They were divided into

two definite types Tae older men of
between fifty and gixty were great
high-colored fellows of full habit
Thelr faces were impassive, their eyes

ghrewd, hard. Their talk was colloqul
il and frequently illiterate. They often
“Was you go-
that South

“was" for “were.”

Baldwin about

sald
ing to see

| Ameriean stuff or is he going to ship |

it through without?" Most of them
had known lttle of play in their youth
and now they played ponderously and
a llttle sadly and yet eagerly as does
the gift of leisure had
come too late. Thev ruilned their pal
utes and with strong clgars,
thinking cigarette smoking undignified

me to whom

livers

a |

and pipes common, "Only a few were
so rich, so assured as to smoke chenp
light panatellas 0ld Aug Hempel
was one of these. Dirk noticed that
when he made one of his rare vis|
the Noon his entrance was
a deference, He
was still

.
to club

was nearing seventy-five now
restful of life: a mag
nificent old buceaneer among the pet:
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New York Peel Was

tapering back, and trousers to his
strong sturdy legs. His r, inber
ited from his red-cheeked Dutch an
estors brought up In the fresh sea
en alr of the Holland flats, was fine
clear. Sometimes Relina, In fure

us delig passed her @ arled,
rk-worn hand over his shoulders and
down his fipe, strong, straight back,
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e had been abroad twice.
call It
for a few days" It had all come
about in a scant two years, a8 is the
theatrical way in which life speeds
in America

Selina was a lttle bewlldered now
it this new Dirk whose life was so full
without her Sometimes she did not
see him for two weeks, or three. He
sent her gifts which she smoothed and
touched delightedly and rput away,
fine soft silken things, hand:made—
which she could not wear. The habit
of years was too strong upon her
Though she had always been a woman
of dainty habits and fastidious tastés
the grind of her early married life
had left its indelible mark, Sun and
wind and rain and the cold and heat
of the open prairie had wreaked their

to

| vengeance on her flomting of them. Her

g bairy |

gkin was tanned, westher-heaten; her
hair rough and dry. Her eyes, in that

frame, startled you by thelr nunexpect
edness, they were 80 calm, so serene,
yet so allve, They were the beautiful

eyves of a wise young girl in the face

of a middleaged woman, Life was
still so fresh to her. There was about
her @ thing arresting, something
Ompe ng You felt it

‘1 don't see how you dbo 1t!" Julie
Arnold complained one day as Selioa
was paying her one of her rare vialts
In town “Your eyes are as bright
as A babhy's and mine look llke dead
ovstere,” They were up In Julie's
dresging room In the new house on
the morth side—the new house that
wus now the old house

Julle was mnssaging. Her eyes had
an absent look Suddenly : “Listen,
Selina Dirk and Paula are togethér
ton much People are talking”™

“Talking? The smlle faded from
Sellna's face

“(Joodness knows [I'm not strait
|aced You can't be In thie day and
age. If 1 had ever thought I'd live to
see the time when Well, since -'-u-
var of wirse anything's all right
seems. But Patula has no sense l-.!
erybody kuows she's [nsane about
Dirk. That's all right for, Dirk, but
jow about Paula! She won'f go any-
where unless he's invited. They're to
gether all the time, everywhere I

asked her |f she was golng to divorce |

Storm and she said no, she hadn’t
enough money of her ows and Dirk
isn’t earning enough. His salary’s

Have YOLI a Frleﬂd to whom send the Enter.
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He learned | ynousands,
“running over to Europe |

| yo

| But,

PSS
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A

but she's used to millions
Well ™

“They were boy and girl together,”
Selina Interrupted, feebly

“They’'re not any more. Don't be
sllly, Selina. You're not as young &8
that."”

No, she was not as yoong as that.
When Dirk next pald one of his rare
visits to the farm she called bhim into
her bedroom—-the dim shabby
hedroom with the old black walnut bed

conl,

in which she had lain as Pervus De
Jong's bride more than thirty years
ago., She looked somehow girlish In

the dim lighn, her great soft eyea gaz-
Ing up at him.

“Dirk, sit down here at the side of
my bed the way you used to.”
“I'm dead tired, Mother
seven holes golf before

out.”

“1 know. You ache all over—a nice
kind of ache. [ used to feel llke that
I'd worked In the fields all day,
vegetahles, or planting.” He
caught his hand
My waying that
make you

Twenty-

of 1 came

when
pulling
vas silent She
“Yow didny} like that
I'm morry I didn't say it to
feel had., dear
“l know you dida't, Mother”
“Dirk. do vou know what that
an who writes the society news in the
Sunday Tribune called today T
“No What? I never read it."
".‘-'Ilﬂl said of
jeunesse doree”
Dirk grinoed
“1
at Miss school
that means gllded youth™
“Me! That's good! [I'in
spangled.’
“Dirk !" her

wom

you

you were one the

“(3osh !
French
that

of my
know

remember enoug!

Fister's to

nnt even

volce was low vibrant

to b

it reund and round her fnger. “Dirk,
do you know sometimes [ actually think |
that If you stayed here on the farm
“Geod G—d, Mother! What for!”
“Oh, I don*t" know. Time to dream
Time to—no, 1 supposa that (en't true
any moke 1 suppose the day is past
when the genlus came from the farm
Maehinery has cut into his dreams
Patent binders, plows, reapers—he's & |
mechande l-!n hasn't time to dream
Woell

She lay back, looked up at
“IMrk, why doma't you marry ™

“Why—there's no ohe | want to mar
.

“Ne one who's free, you mean?”

He stood up “l mean no one.”
He stooped and kissed her lightly. Her
arms went round him close. Her hand
with the thick gold wedding band ot

him

it pressed his head to her hard. “Bo
big!" He was a baby agaln

“You haven't called me that In
years,” He wus laughing.

She reverted to the old gnme they
had playved when he was a child “How
hig Is my son! HoOw big? She
smiling, but her eyes were somber i

“S0 big!” snswered Dirk, and weas- |

WAas

“S8o Bigl" Answered Dirk,

ured a very tiny space between thumb
and forefinger. “So big.”

She faced hilm, sitting up very
stralght in hed, the Ilittle wool shawl
hunched about her shoulders. “Dirk,
are you ever going back to architec
ture? The war I8 blstory. It's now
or never with you. Pretty spon it will
be too late, Are you ever golng back
to architecture? Teo your profession?”

A clean amputation. “No, Mother."

She gave an actual gasp, as though |
ley water had been thrown full In
her face. She looked suddenly ald,
tired. Her shonlders sagged. He stood |
in the doorway, braced for her re- |
proaches. But when she spoke It Wwas
to reproach herself. “Then I'm a fall-
ure."

“Oh, what nonsense, Mother, I'm |
happy. You can't live somebedy else's |
life. You used to tell me, when [ awas
a kid, I remember, that life wasn't Just
an adventure, to be taken as It came,
with the hope that something glqripns |
was always hidden just around the
corner. You sald you had lived that
way and It hadn't worked. You sald-"

She Interrdpted him with a 1lttle
ery. “I kmow 1 did. 1 know I did”
Suddenly she ralsed a warning finger.
Her eyes were luminous, prophetic.
“Dirk, you can't desert her llke thag!™

“Desert who?” He wus startled.

“Heauty! Self-expression. What
ever you want to call it. You walt!
She’ll torm on yeu some day. Some |

day you'll want her, and she won't hei
there."
Inwardly he had been resentful of

this bedside conversation with hlu:
mother She made little of him, he
thought, while outsitdlers appreciated |

his success. He had sald, “So big" |
measuring a tiny space between thumb
and forefinger In anawer to her hLalf-
playful question; but he had not hon
estly meant it. He thought her ridicu
lously old-fashisned now In her view
polnt, and certalnly unreasonable. But
he would not quarrel with her |

“You wnait, too, Mether,” he sald
now, smiling. “Some day your wity
ward son will be & real snccesn. Walt
till the milliona roll In. Then we'll
-
She lay down, turned her back de
liberatély upon him, pulled the covers
ahout her
“Shall I turn out your light,
and open the windows?

‘Meena'l do ft. Sha always does
Jugt call her Good night.”

He knew that he had come to be 4
rather bhig man in hid world Infiu
epnce had belped. He knew that, too

LG

up

Mother,

a gilded
ick
Isn't what | worked
for | not re
didn't mind tl work
even mentioning It
gon tH he

“Dirk, I don't want you
uth 1 dan't ci
gilding. Dirk, that
in the sun and co
proaching you; I
Forgive me for
Dirk, 1
known as one
Nn Not my
“Now, listen
ish. If you're going to talk llke that
Like a mother In & melodrama whose
son’'s gone wrong I work ke

re how the

don't want my

f jeunesse doree

aon '

Mother, That's fool

a dog. You know that. You get the |
wrong angle on things, stuck out here
on this little farm.”™

She sat gp la bed lopking dowd I'l

But he sbut His mind to much of
Panla's maneuvering and wire-pulling

refused to acknowledge that her
lenn, dark, eager fingers had manipu
lated the mecHaniemi that ordered hiy
carcer. Paula herself wasg wise enongh
te know that te hald him she must not
let him feel Indebted to her. She knew
that the debtor hutes his creditor. She
lay awake at pight planning for him,
scheming for his advancement, then
suggested these schemes to Mm #o
| deftly as to make Mm think he himself
had devised them. H8he had even rea
lized of Iate that thelr growing Intl
handicap him If openly

macy might

| idea, dom't you?

| class.

| Halr-tolored
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roemmented on. But now #he must ses
him daily, or speak to him. Hér tele-
phone was a private wire leading only
te her ewn bedroom. She called him
the first thing (m the merning ; the last
thing at night,

Her wvolce, when she spoke to him,
Was an organ transformed; low, vi-
brant, with a timbre In its tone that
would have made it unrecognizable te
an outsider. Ier words were com-
monplace enough,*but pregoent and
meaningfal for her.

“What did you de teday? Did you
have a good day? Why didn't
you call me? Did you follow
up that suggestion you made about
Kenonedy? 1 think It'® a wonderful
You're a wonderful
wan, Dirk ; did you know that?
miss you. Do you?
When? Why not lunch?
Oh, not if you have a business appoint-

ment. How about five o'clock?

; No, not there. Oh, I
don’t know, It's so pablle. . .
Yes . Good-by. Good-

night. Good-night. ;
They began to meet rather turtiul,.
in out-of-theeway places. They would
lunch In departinent store restaurants
where none of their frlends ever came.
They spent off afternoon hourd in the
dim, close atmosplhere of the motion-
plcture palaces, sitting in the back
row, seeing nothing of the fllm, talks
Ing In eager whispers that falled teo
unnoy the scattered devotees in the
middle of the house. Wheén they drove
it was on obscure streets

Paula had grown very beautiful, her
world thought. There was about her
the aura, the glow, the roseate exhala~
tlon that surrounds the womaa la
love,

Frequently she [rritated Dirk. At
such times he grew guleter than ever;
more reserved. As he Involuntarily
withdrew she advanced, Sometimes he
thought he hated her—her hot, eager
hands, her glowing, asking eyes, her
thin, red mouth, her sullow, heart-
shaped, exquisite face, her perfumed
clothing, her alr of ownership. That
was It! Her possesaiveness. Some-
times Dirk wondered what Theodore
Storm thought and knew bahind that
impassive flabby white mask of his.

Dirk met plenty of other girls.
Paula was clever esnough to see to
that. She asked them to share her
box at the opera. She had them at
her dinners. She affected great In-
difference to their effect on hinr. She
suffered when he talked to one of them.

“Dirk, why don't you take out that
nice Famham girl?’

“Is she nice?”

“Well, Isn't she? Youn were, talking
to her long enough at the: Kirks'
dance. What were you talkifig about?™

“Books."”

“Oh. Books. She's awfully nice
and intelligent, lsu't she? A lovely
girl 1™ She was wsuddenly bappy.
Books,

The Farnham girl was a nilee girl,
She was the kind of girl one should
fall In love with and doesn't. The
Farnbam girl was one of many well-
hred Chicago gifls of her day and
Fine, honest, clear-headed,
frank, capable, good-looking In an in-
detinite and unarresting sort of way.
halr, good teeth, good
cnough eyes, clear skin, sensible me-

(Continued on page 4)
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