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CHAPTER XVIl—Continued
-—

And then agaln, as darkness and
peace and rest shut down wupon
her, the slow plctures of memory
began to revolve: Larry In hls of-
fice, Larry coming down to the city
room for a busy moment: Larry
overcoated and deep In conversation
with men In the elevator; Ruth's
drawlng room with the wood fire
and the teacups, and the photo-
graphs on the table and book-
shelves, and the scent of toast, and
Larry coming rosy and cold to the
doorway to say, “No, no, thanks!
I'm golng to have a shower and
change before dinner,”

He always sald that now, when
he found Tony there, or made some
excuse not to join her and Ruth.
And for that reason Tony went as
seldom as she could, went to Ruth's
house only when Ruth's invitations
were so pressing that to decline
them might have been to arouse
susplelon,

Once, quite urexpectedly, Ruth
sald:

“Tony, you llke Larry?"

*I adore him,” Tony sald simply,
with a laugh and a flush,

“You two don't see each other as
much as you did.”

“He's my boss now, Ruth, He's
the biggest man In the office—Dan-
lelson’s gonme, and Arnoldson's slck
half the time, I can't get gay with
Larry any more.”

“Oh, if that's the reason.” Ruth
was satisfied. Anything that ag-
grandized her Larry was under-
standable to her.

But she had a quarrel with Tony,
nevertheless, With much archness
and much kindly and even slightly
condescending pleasure Ruth had
accepted the situation between Tony
and her nephew Joe Vanderwall
Joe was of the same lineage as
herself; he was brilllant, success-
ful, lovable, and he had means, All
these things were extremely import-
ant to Ruth, to whom Tony was
still naturally merely the clever
and fascinating reporter to whom
Mother had glven her first hand-
some coat, and the tale of whose
family's delightful makeshift and
emergencies had opened to the heir-
ess an unexplored section of life,

But if Joe llked Tony, and Joe
made no secret of the fact that he
dld, then Ruth was enchanted with
the Idea that she and Larry would
presently have this younger couple
to oversee and advise and help. Her
first astounded criticism of Tony
had come when the changed attl-
tude of the other three had re-
vealed to her the unwelcome truth
that somehow things were not go-
ing right between Tony and Joe.

*“] think she has a good cheek,
I really do!” Ruth sald In amaze-
ment to Larry. “Tony surprises
me. She appears to be the type
that just naturally doesn’t fall In
love."”

“She gets a great kick out of her
work,” Larry, scraping his chin
with a bony brown hand after shav-
ing, answered mildly.

“Work nonsense! Where'll her
work get her In a few more years?
There's no real future for a girl In
newspaper work, and she certainly
isn't going on Into writing. She
says herself she has no Imagina-
tion.”

“She has lots of Imagination.,”

*D'you think so, Larry?”

*“Oh, yes. She hasn't got It Into
line, that's all. I wish to heaven
I had her imagination,” Larry sald.
“She puts something Into life. I
don't know what It Is—glamour—
somethlng.”

“well, I think she's a dear, ana
I think she's most amusing some-
times, although perhaps she rather
overdoes It and makes things funny
at the expense of the truth,” Ruth
was begioning guardedly, when
Larry cut in healthily,
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“That's the thing exactly, She
adds glamour, That's all I meant
by saying she has Imagination,
Now, you, Ruth, If you tell me a
thing today it's just as you told It
ten years ago. Tony never tells a
thing twice allke.”

“I'm afrald perhaps I call that
truth,” Ruth suggested, with a prim
little cough. *And I'm afrald that
I'm old-fashloned enough to think
it's lmportant.”

Larry had heard this tone before,
had been In this little predicament
before, Tylng hls tie, looking at his
wife through the high mirror of hils
chest of drawers, he sald:

“She hasn't got sense enough to
see what at chance she has with
Joe., He's so blg he can afford to
act like a fool now and then, and
Tony's just dumb enough to think
that means he 1s a fool”

“She Is dumb In some waye,"
Ruth sald affectionately, in a molll-
fled voice. And then curiously:
“Larry, do you think It could be
some one else?”

“You mean with Tony?"

“Yes; down In the office, I mean.
Do you suppose that there's some-
one else?”

“Ha,” Larry sald, in the tone of
one thinking.

“I'll bet you there is. For one
thing, she acts like a girl in love."

“l don't know who it could be,”
Larry sald, arranging a handker-
chief In his breast pocket. “Come
out and watch me have my break-
fast.”

“I'm golog to have some, too,"”
Ruth sald.

- - - L] L] - .

That same day, at three o'clock
in the afternoon, Tony's desk tele-
phone rang in all the other din of
the city office, and Tony, answer-
Ing it, heard Larry's volce.

“Tony? I'm glad I eaught you.
Could you come upstalrs for a min-
ote?”

The stars and Catharine wheels
of opalescent light had settled a
little, but her volce was uneven as
she sald: *“Coming.” She went
Into Larry’s own sanctum, magnifl-
cent now in leather chairs and soft
gray-brown eucalyptus walls,

Tony sat down opposite him,
looked at him, smlling shaklly,
trembling, They were alone,

“There’ll be a buzz about this
downstalirs,” Larry sald, looking at
a penclled note on his desk., *I
thought I'd rather tell you. When
did you see Bess Cutter last?"

“She was In a couple of days
ago,” Tony sald, paling at some
quality In his tone, “She was hav-
Ing sinus trouble, and she felt kind
of rotten,” Tony went on, speak-
Ing the less elegantly because she
was uneasy and in earnest. “Why?"

“She killed herself about an hour
ago. O'Brien telephoned me, She
had a photograph of Frank Fitch
in her hands.”

“Oh, heavens!™ Tony whispered,
staring at him, very white, “Killed
herself "

“Polson, They rushed her to the
Emergency, but they say she was
gone when the police got there.”

“It makes me feel a little—sick,”
Tony sald, holding on to the arms
of her chalr with gripped fingers.

“We're faking a Chicago trip for
Fitch,” Larry presently observed
drily. The girl's look came back to
his Instantly. *“I guess she knew
what she was doing when that be-
gan, Tony. Fitch wasn't the first
man who had ever come Into her
life, poor thing!™

“Oh, I'm so sorry for her!” Tony
sald. “She'd glven up her apart-
ment, and she missed it so! She
was living with some friend out
on the Panhandle. I don’t think
they got along very well. She told
me she and Mabel had a scrap
about a brassiere or something—"

And suddenly, as Larry laughed,
gshe was laughing and crylng at
once, her drenched eyes buried In

her hands, Confused and ashamed,
she stood up, wiplng her eyes, turn-
ing her back to him, and Larry
came around the desk and braced
her with his arms for a few dlzzy-
Ing seconds.

“I didn't want you to hear it
downstairs In the office.”

“T know., And I'm so grateful to
you! I don't know why I'm laugh-
ing,” Tony stammered,

She stralghtened up, and was free
of his touch, and put out her hand
to his. *“Thanks so much, Larry;
It knocked me breathless for a min-
ute,” she apologized. “But I'm all
right now. I'll get out into the
alr and be fine!”

Fresh, sweet, her smooth brown
cheek flawless, her soft dark halr
tumbled In curves and rings about
her face, her long dark lashes wet
above the ralsed blue eyes, and the
big white collar and plain dark
frock, the slim silk-clad legs and

“She Had a Photograph of Frank
Fitch In Her Hands."

square-toed shoes, all somehow ex-
pressing Tony, and no one but
Tony, she stood close to him for a
moment, and he felt the quick nerv-
ous pressure of her fingers on his
wrist. Then she was gone, and the
splendid office was quiet and empty
agaln,

CHAPTER XVIII
¢ T'M FROM the Call. May I talk
to you for five minutes, Miss
Walllster "’

“Well, surely.” The high-school
assistant superintendent had been
eating a box lunch at her desk.

“I'll only keep you a minute; 1
know this is your chance to get out
into the air,” Tony sald, smiling.
“But there was a queer little bit of
business that came up, and I want-
ed to ask you about it. You're as-
sistant superintendent of the Oak-
land schools, aren't you, Miss Wal-
lister?”

“I am-'l

“Mr., Kern Opps Is the superin-
tendent, isn't he?"

“Well, yes." Miss Wallister was
beginning to be a little uneasy, and
Tony felt sorry for her,

“Is his brother-in-law Oliver Ben-
edict, of the Oakland Sun?"

“You could ask Mr, Opps,” Miss
Wallister, definitely disturbed now,
sald guardedly.

“I don’t have to. I know It. Let
me tell you what all this Is about,
Miss Wallister,” Tony sald frankly,
“and then you'll know what I'm af-
ter. Bome time ago Shafts' Depart-
ment Store, the biggest In Oakland,
took away Its advertising from us,
the Call, In S8an Francisco, because
it sald It got much better response
from advertising In the Oakland
Sun. Now, that worrled us, and
we sent a man over here to Oakland
to Investigate, and this Is what he
found out. Shafts’ had put a spe-
clal advertisement In all the papers,
Inviting all high-school students to

write In to the high-school equip-
ment department, and joln a elub
called ‘The Undergrads.' They had
Saturday hikes and contests; I don't
know what they dldn't have, The
boys camped, and the girls made
cakes, all that sort of thing. De
you happen to have notlced 1t?"

“I don't know that I did,” sald
Miss Wallister, “and I think you
had better talk to Mr. Opps him-
self: my tlme Is so limited, and
I don't know what you're driving
at."

“I have talked to Mr, Opps.—Just
a moment more, Miss Wallister,
please, That Is, someone from the
office talked to Mr. Opps, and he
admitted that some weeks ago—"

“I don't know what he admitted,
and I don't care. If you'll excuse
me—"

“No, now walt just & moment,”
Tony sald, In a persuasive, sensible
tone. “He's pot done anything
wrong! And you haven't anything
to do with It anyway."

“I certainly haven't anything to
do with it,"” Miss Walllster agreed,
with red cheeks and a rising volce,
“for I pelther know nor care what
you're talking about!"

“Well, then will you just let me
talk one moment more?" Tony asked
slmply. *I don't think you under-
stand yet why 1 came over here to
talk to you. The point Is this: Did
you have all your teachers give out
postal cards to the students In the
various classes, and have them, as
a part of their business course,
write Into Shafts' and ask for In-
formation about the ‘Undergrad
Club'?"

“I don't know whether I did or
not,” Miss Wallister answered with
a soap. “If I did, I see no reason
why 1 shouldn't]”

“There is no reason why yoan
shouldn't do that,” Tony admitted.
“It was telling them to say that
they saw the advertisement in the
Sun that—well, that Interested us.
Naturally, the Shafts people thought
that the Sun was getting forty re-
sponses to the ad to every other
paper's one."

“I don't know anything about It,"
Miss Walllster said, in the pause,

“You don't remember Mr. Opps
giving you Instructions that that
was to be done?”

“I tell you I don’t remember any-
thing about It.”

“That's funny, for he does,” Tony
sald musingly. “Now, listen, don't
get angry at me, Miss Wallister,"
she added disarmingly; “I'm a
working woman like yourself, They
give me certain assignments on my
paper, and I have to follow them
up. I don't know anything about
this story, and I don't care any-
thing, except to do my end hon-
estly. All I know is that Mr, Fitch,
our managing editor, called me into
his office this morning and told me
that he had been susplclous of the
means by which the Shafts adver-
tising had been handled over here,
and that Mr. Opps—" Tony glanced
at a note in her hand, “Mr. Kern
Opps,” she sald, “had admitted that
he had used the schools to fur-
ther the Interests of his brother-in-
law's paper. Now probably you had
no responsibllity In the matter at
all—you were merely acting upon
his orders—"

“If 1 did that or anything else,”
Miss Walllster sald with angry
promptness, ag Tony paused to look
at her hopefully, “you may be very
sure it was acting under orders!”

“1 should suppose so0,” Tony con-
ceded.

“You don't think for a moment
that I'd take a step like that on my
own?"

“When was this?" Tony asked,
adept now at closing the net. But
the shrill, harassed, anxious assist-
ant superintendent was too quick
for her.

“I don't remember the Incldent
at all, and I'd advise you to talk to
Mr, Opps.™

“Someone else In the office talked
to him,” Tony explalned patlently;
“he admitted it, and sald that he
was quite within his rights. Maybe
he was, I don’t know. The polnt
Is that you are his asslstant, and
we want to know whether or not

you feel that that was a perfectly
Justifiable thing to do.”

“I don't think It matters what [
feel.”

“It would matter In thls way,
Miss Wallister. Honestly,” Tony
sald, smiling, “I am merely making
this suggestion: If this got Mr,
Opps into trouble—and It might—
with the board of education, It
might be a good thing for you to
have put yourself on record as dis-
approving it”

“I won't put myself on record.”

Tony glanced at her notes.

“This 1s all T have” she sald,
“'Kern Opps admits use of stamped
postcards supplied by the Sun In
classrooms; says he was entirely
Justified Opps may not be any
too secure In his seat when this
comes out. You're his snbordinate,
and naturally you did what he told
you to do, But I should think—"

She hesitated, looking at the oth-
er woman sympathetically,

“l was merely golng to say that
in your place I'd tell the simple
truth,”"” Tony sald. “You can't get

Inte trouble -telling the simple
truth: ‘Mr. Opps did this—I did
that’' — you don’t have to worry

about It, because It's true,

“Otherwise,” she went on, as the
trapped woman looked at her du-
blously, not knowing what to be-
lieve or to do, “otherwlse I report
that you didn't do it, and the other
report 1s that Mr. Opps acknowl-
edges that he did do 1t, and you'll
have a buzz of reporters here ask-
Ing you how It happens that you
forgot the whole thing entirely, and
probably several klds delighted to
get their names Into the paper by
saying that they remember filling
out the postcards and being In-
structed to say that they saw the
advertlsement in the Sun.”

Miss Wallister was sitting faclng
Tony, her parrowed eyes specula-
tive behind their glasses, her face
red. Presently, without removing
her gaze, she leaned slightly toward
the left and opened the lower
drawer of her desk, From .t she
took a postal card and tossed It to
Tony.

“There!™ she sald. *T'd -ather
have spoken to him about It first,
but since he's given youn the whole
thing, I'm not golng to le about
it. Mr. Opps and I have always
been friends, but I thought at the
time he was taking a chance, and
you ean say that I was acting un-
der his directions. I could have
reported It to the board, of course;
It didn't seem to me Important.
The chlldren are having business
courses, and we encourage them to
consult the newspapers for ads and
rates and everything eise™

“I think that's a splendid idea,”
Tony murmured, her hand trem-
bling as she put the precious postal
card securely In her bag. “I won-
der If the other high schools have
practical courses llke that."

“I don't belleve they do.” The
assistant superintendent alred her
views quite eloquently.

Tony went loto the office at six
o'clock to meet a sour greetlng
from the clty editor,

“rtet anything on the Oakland
thing?" he asked

"YED."

“No, did you?" Greeny asked, im-
pressed. “Better go right In; here,
I'll go with you"

When they were In Mr. Fltch's
office Greeny sald: *Milss Taft Is
on that Oakland school superintend-
ent story.”

“Get anything om It?”
asked harshly.

“1 got It,” Tony sald simply, ex.
periencing the most thrilling sensa-
tion the newspaper reporter ever
knows,

“She talk?”

“Yes, She talked., There's one
of the postal cards,” Tony sald, dls-
playlng It. A simple enough card
printed in Ink script with the
words: “1 am a student in the Oak.
land high school, Having seen your
advertisement In the Sun I am very
much Interested In the Undergrad
club, and would be glad to learn
the conditions of membership.”

(TO BE CONTINUED)
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