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ILLUSTRATED FEATURE SECTION

is the Warm,

Just for One Night Lula Wanted to Live—to be Free.
Been Misunderstood, Mistreated, a Vietim of Circumstance.
liberation She Decided to Reap the Benefits of Her Reputation.
Frank Confession of a Girl Who
I'rom Respectability by an Unsympathetic En vironment.

SAVED FROM MYSELF

All Her Life She Had
With Cool De-

Was

Driven

Here
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shed I never knew myllike to go to a sure enough | swells, n' they're as keen lH! ‘Gee,” he said when 1 smilingly | me and his passionste lips sought
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The city buried her in the! “Yes,” she said, and 'l---rn-ly‘m let things get out on you, ™7 I liked the clean look u: sppeared in the other room. We
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All  this twelve
years ago
Through the
the truant officer who had
been largely responsible for
my six years of inadequate
schoohing, 1 was introduced
into the hgme of old  Mrs.
Stone
Ml
to me
at her
cent
Nell  Parks, a  notorious
older “friend” of mine, was
a creature whose showy mu-
Intto benuty, under Slabtown
conditiony  was  an  almost
certain indication of her
fession
I know that Nell Parks had
a genmne hiking for me, She
had always had it When 1
was a small, hungry, dirty,
httle outeast, she used to
share her crusts with me and
try to warm my hands be
tween her own dey little claws
as we used to race to school,
The memory of these things
were hidden deep in my heart
and kept me always from
snubbing her. Yet—I1 dud'nt
like to have her hail me with
a famihiar “Hello, kid,” run
her hand through my arm
and walk down the street
with me

happened

influence o

kind
life
lo-

Mra. Stone was
in her way. My
home was at least

pro

Misunderstandimng.

It was such a public asso
cintion as this that led to the
general frowmng of parents
upon friendships  between
me and their daughters.
understood and didn't blame
them, but, oh, how I suffer-

ed
they ought to see that [ waa
not hke Nell Parks and |

what could any of us do?
Small town customs are hard

to break and 1 was born in
Nell's class. | knew—and |
determined to  c¢limb and

climb till 1 was far above the
slime of my beginnings. So
though [ f{linched from her,
I was kind to Nell in the only
way | could be-my treatment
of her.

My kinllness to Nell bore
fruit. She secured my first
Jjob down at the lamp factory
when old lady Stone died
and left me no hope of em-
ployment. 1 met Nell the
first night | engaged a cheap
room at a hotel. Nell looked
troubled,

“What's the matter Nell?"of love.

1 |

the idea, kid, and—I'm glad
I didn't know just what yvou
had fixed up. When you told
'me you was staying at the
hotel here, 1 wondered if—
but | mighta knowed vyou
would stay—straight—1"m
glad—Kid." If 1 hadn’
known how hard Nell could
be 1'd have sworn there were
tears in her eves as she turn
ed them away from me

,\"‘” tlvlt\-'l‘"‘lf me
care of the Lees, who
very kind souls

One girl, alone, of all the
workers at the factory, treat.
jed me with intimacy Arlie
Mack, a rabbit-faced, brown
wirl with erinkly reddish
hair, whose flimsy dresses
were always gaadily colored
and trimmed,

The Mack home was in the
‘next block from the Lees.
Consequently  Arlie and )
were frequently together,

One evening on our way
home Arlie slyly asked ques-
tions about the sordid side of
life that was supposed to
exist among the inhabitanls
of Slabtown., At the very
first question, [ became un-
comfortable, | had welcomed
her friendship so eagerly as
[the first step upward from
islime, but she was now ask
ing me to delve into this for
her entertainment. For—al-
though | had lived surround-
ed by filth until I was twelve
years old, it had never touch
ed my innocent childhood.
| Finding herself making

’*Il'
were

It seemed to me that!such poor headway in this | WOU

{manner she boldly took me

imto her confidence.

[sive accounts of personal es-
|capades, always with the un-
derstanding that 1 would be
equally frank with her.

| Of my own experiences |
thad nothing to match the
[things she told me of herself
ilmt I told many stories of
{others with a little embellish-
ing here and there. My well
known friendship with Nell
IParks was a strong point in
my favor,

This attitude of Arlie's told
me how impossible it was in
my birthplace to ever win my
name free of stain in the es-

timation of my townsmen,

| 1 was young and starved
[for pleasure. Youth dreams
I was ripe for the

{to go on a bat, him an’

She re-|

g bH a0 [ e ew | I Aled s« ' 0 . O e .| your looks.
really do think they knew but! lated some of the most repul |atwayn was swest on you bull

{he thinks you are a wet blan-|

If Arlie Mack could do
'things that she was doing and |
still  enjoy rm;mcubilily.l
why should I be so particu-
lar?
|ability to lose might as well
‘snatch at any fleeting plea-

" sure life might offer me.

| Arlie’s favorite method of |
enjoying her secret affairs
was to leave home at six
seven o'clock in the evening,
seemingly to go to the movies, |
Then instead of going there,
she would wait in the shad-
ows until Clyde Roas, son of

{the Lamp Shade factory own-

er, or Billy Summers, the wild |
son of the wealthiest banker
in town, met her with a high
powered roadster. |
Then she would climb into
the bright scarlet Lincoln or
the screaming yelow Pack-
ard as the case might be, to!
be whirled away in a mad
burst of speed to forbidden
[places. She was very suc-
cessful and cunning in her
excuses. With a confederate
she reasoned her opportuni-
ties would be very widely
extended. So she sought me
out,
I “"Wewill let on to the folks
that we are doing extra work

at the factory, Lula,” she
lconfided to me. “Then we
will pretend that we have

[saved enough money for a |
(little trip to the

|
Ithe work slacks down week he were turned about by a spring

city when|
after next, It'll be a cinrh.l
[Clyde said if 1 could get you|
Billy |
Id stand the cost and give
us enough to make it worth|
our while besides. Billy likes|
He said so. He,

ket. I told him he was all|

wet; that you just didn't
know the ropes then.”

As Arlie talked I felt
ashamed. [ understood Billy
Summers perfectly, Oh, yes,
I knew well his intentions,

My Venture.

We did not go to the city
with the boys. That would
have been a dead give away.
We went in one Sunday
morning on the interurban.
After boarding the car I sat
beside a clean limbed, frank
faced brown skinned lad a
few years older than myself.

A small particle of dust blew
into my eye. 1 gave a little

I, who had no n-.up-.-ct-l'

or !

“Yeah, 1 been working out there
A year now an’ I'm going in to the
cily Lo celebrale the raise they gave
me yasterday. Do you live in the
city? he asked mther bashfully I:

“IT—1 Isughed happlly—“do 1|
ook like & city girl?” !
| “You are pretty enough tw belong |

anywhere,” he countered, eyeing me
admiringly. I  blushed, but a
happy Htte thrill ran up and down
my spine

“Well, I don't live in the city but
I'm going to be there for a week"—
paused Buddenly the thought
sruck me of how [ intended 1o
spend that week and  the blood
drammed back iInto my heart In a
pouring fMood of shame  But John
Rogan only looked at me with that
worshipful glow of admiration n his
honest eyes 1 turned my face!
away and looked out of the win-
dow

“Say.,” his volce was eager, “when
you come back to town can‘'t 1 come
In and see you sometime? Do you
live in town or out?”

“I live out at the Poundry,” he
said simply, “board with the Sm\l.hs."|

The train pulled into the city ter-|
minal. I was sorry to see the broad- |
shouldered boy I had just met dis-
Appear. He looked back as Arlie and |
I stepped Into the taxi that the
boys we were to meet had sent for
us. I felt my hands go cold and my
heart felt as heavy as lead as Arlie

| chattered away about the good times

in store for us and how easily we
had fooled the folks at home.

She was still chattering when we
reached the fourth-rate hotel where
reservations had been made for us

Through  Arlie, the dissipated |
youths had supplied us with ample
funds ull they should arrive.

We did not know the city so we
started out haphazardly to see what |
we could. As we stood walting for |
the traffic to pass on a congested |
corner. near the hotel, I noticed a
big copper-colored policemgan in uni-
form swinging across the sireet
ahead of us. A shrill childish ery
almaost directly In front of me caused
him to swing around as though |

I did not have time to sense the
danger till it was over. The child
darted past us from the curb di-
rectly in the path of a high powered,
speeding ecar. On the turn of a|
breath I darted after her, just the
two steps forward that gave me a
firm grip on Maggie Wallace's fly-
ing lenun dress. Jim Wallace had
us both In his arms almost before
I had risen from the dust where the
sudden effort had thrown me. This
was how T met the Wallace family,
It was a tear-eyed mother, Maggie,
that darned the stocking torn by the
sudden effort put forth to save

Maggie, Jr,

Arlie sat im ntly but the peace
and calm of home gave me a
restful feeling of cleanliness.

Somehow I hated to leave that

calm little home of respectability
for the things I knew awalted me.
But at last Arlie's impatience won.
We left.

whe Arrival

It was about ten o'clock that
night when Clyde and Billy got to
the hotel

About an hour later with tongues

and passion unleashed by
Hquor T began to see them in a
different light from the light-heart-
ed and Innocent soclety who
were going to give us a good time.
The new light In which 1 saw them
frichtened me. 1 began to regret
that 1T had shared this venture with

| 0 much money on us

Arlie,

klsses and giggles. AL length drow-
sy with jove and desire, we entered
the other room and shut the world
wit. But scarcely had we entered
when suddenly we heard a great
commotion outside in the corridor
The place was ralded
“Come on outs there and make it
snappy,” the harsh voice of the g
blue clad policeman frightensd us
Arlie and 1 spent the night at the

_mﬂm station. All of us gave ficti-

thous names. The boys offered cash
bonds for us but with sheering and
embarrassing jokes the officers told
us we would have to face the music
in moming court.

Each of us was fined The boys
pecled off the amount of the fines
and we were at liberty ARAIn

We felt more than ever at their
disposal now that they had spent
I was look-
Ing up the street when a big uni-
formed figure stopped beside me I
turned and looked up into the face
of Jim Wallace. Beside him was—
Nell Parka

Shame

It was she who spoke first “Yeah,
these is them, Jim,” she said, and
her remark was addressed to the big
copper-colored cop

Nell cut iIn “Say, Arlie Mack.*
she said, and her voice, was sharp
and hard. “you may be better'n
Slabtowners at home and I ain't
ot no call and no business tellin
any of the things I know on you bacl
there. Theyll tell themselves sooner
or later. But this kid's been clean
all along. She musta been born
that way, I guess God knows shs
aint never had no example from
any of the rest of us down there
Anyhow if you and Bill and Clyde
and any of the rest of that bunch
try any more of yore come-hither
work with her there's goin' 't be
somethin’ bust.” She stopped and her
eyes were harder than ever as she
shot a long level glance at Arlie

To think of Nell Parks trying to
help keep me pure. And I had been
proud to go with Arlie and ashamed
to show kindness to Nell. What a
puzzle life is anyway!

“Thank you, Nell.” I said, and that
was all; my heart was too full for
more. Her “poodbye” was curt and
clipped as though she checked some-
thing and beld it in her heart.

Respectability Triumphs

With & new hope dawning In my
heart, I followed Jim Walluce

“Here she is, Maggie." The words
and look of infinite tenderness and

com in the eyes of Maguie
Wal when we entered the quiet
little flat (the three older children

were at school and the baby asleep)
told me that she knew the story and
that at last I had found a real
haven. Only God knew the thank-
fulness In my awakened soul for the
warmth of the folding arms when
she pressed me to her breast with-

oan Imagine the joy in my
heart when that same week 1 dis-
covered that John Rogan, my ac-
the dust mote, was
Mrs, Wallace's brother, John and
I afterwards became

Six months later we were united
the marriage which happily
still lasted. We have our d
As every married couple, But the
memory of our meeting and little
John, Jr, serve to keep our lives
rich with abiding love. And Nell
Parks, God bless her, beyond the
pale of respectability as she is. was
the divine instrument that made
my fine husband and

poasible
baby, by saving me from myself,
THE END




