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THE BIG STEP

Mowst romantle - fletlon  ends
with the hero and herolne about
to marry and “live hoppy ever
after,” ‘The nuthor of thiy un-
usual serial beging his story
with marringe and earrles the
romance for n period of sevoral
years Into the renln of “double
" harness,” Taking a couple from
the well-te-do seale of the
Middle West soclal scheme, Mr,
Webster uses them to bring out
some of the Important problems
confrofiting a great many young
men snd women who enter the
bonds of matrimony In  these
days of equnl suffrage, of wom-
en who'd rather work down-
town than stay at home, and of
new complieations In the busl-
nesg of ralsivg a famlly, “The
l Real Adventure™ 18 thoroughly
allve with actlon., You will en-
Joy the story not only for its ro-
mance but for the element In it
thnt will make you think—und
ponder the Intlmate happenings
In your own famlly and In the
families of your nelghbors,

THE EDITOR,

= ————————————————————
CHAPTER 1.

_1-
Beginning an Adventure,

“Indeed,” eontinued the professor,
glancing down at his notes, “if one
were the editor of a colummn of—er—
ndvice to young girls, one might erys-
tallize the remarks I have been mnking
this morning into a warning—never
marry a4 maon with a passlon for prin-
clples.”

It got a laugh, of course. Professor-
fnl jokes always do. But the girl
didn't laugh., 8he came to with a start
—ghe had been staring out the window
—and wrote, apparently, the fool thing
down in her notebook. It wns the
only note she had made In thirty-five
minutes,

All of this brilliant exposition of
the paradox of Rousseau and Robes-
plerre (he wns giving a course on the
French revolution), the strange and
vot Inevitable fact that the softest,
most sentimental, rose-scented religlon
@ver Invented, should have produced,
through Its most thoroughly infatuated
disclple, the ghastliest reign of terror
that ever shocked the world; his mas-
terly character study of the “sea-green
incorruptible,” too humane to swat o
fly, yet capable of sending half of
France to the gulllotine In order that
the half that was left might belleve
unanimously in the rights of man—
all this the girl had let go by unheard,
in favor, apparently, of the drone of
a street plano, which came in through
the open window on the wings of a
prematurely warm March wind. Of
all his philosophlzing, there was not a
pen-track to mar the virginity of the
puge she had opened her notebook to
when the lecture began,

And then, with a perfectly serious
face, she had written down his silly
little joke nbout advice to young girls

There was no reason In the world
for his paylng any special attention to
her; It annoyed him frightfully that
he did.

She was good-looking, of course,—
& rather boylshly splendld young cron-
ture of somewhere nbout twenty, with
a heap of chestnut halr that had
a sort of electrie vitglity about it. Bhe
kad a atrong chin, with n slight forward
thrust, good stralght-looking, expres-
slve eyes, and a blg, wide, really beau-
tiful mouth, with square white teeth
In It, which, when she swmiled, ex-
erted n sort of hypnotle effect on
him. Al that, however, left unex-
plained the quality she had of muaking
you, whatever she did, irrestibly aware
of her. And, conversely, unaware of
everyone ¢lse about her.

Her nome was Rosalind Stanton, but
his Impression was that they called her
Rose.

The bell rang out in the corridor,
He dismigsed the class and began
stacking up his notes. Then, “Miss
Btanton,"” he sald,

Bhe detached herself from the
siream thot was moving toward the
door and, with n good-humored look
of Inquiry about her very expressive
eyebrows, came toward him,

“This s an idlotle questlon,” he
sold ns she paused before his desk,
“but did you get anything at all out
of my lecture except my bit of face-
tious advice to young girls about to
marry 1"

She flushed a lttle (a girl Uke that
hadn't any right to flush: It ought
to be agninst the college regulations),
drew her bows together n n puzzled
gort of way, and then, with her wide,
boyish, good-humored mouth, she smil-
ed, "I didn't know it was facetions,"
she snld. "It struck me a8 pretty good,
Bat—I'm awfully sorry If you thought
me (npattentive, You see, mother
brought us up on the *Soclal Contract"
and the “Age of Reason," such things,
and I didn't put It down becnose ,

T soe,” he weld. *T beg your par-

dm'"
iralled, perfeetly cheerfully

she

‘h-egg'ud his pardon, and assured him
she'd try to do better,

Another girl who had been walting
| to speak to the professor, perceiving
that thelr conversation was nt nn end,
enwe and stood beslide her at the desk
—f #erawny girl with an eager volce,
and a question she wanted to nsk about
Robggplerre; and for some renson
or ofber, Rosulind Stanton's valedie-
tory smile seemed to include a con-
sciousness of this other girl—a con-
sclonsness of n contrast, It might not
have been any more than that, but
somehow It left the professor feeling
that he had glven himsclf away,

There 18 nothing clolstral nbout the
University of Chicago except Its
nrehltecture, As she wont out Rose
felt that the presence of a fat abhot
or n Indy prioress In the corridor
outside the recitntlon-room would have
fitted In admirably with the look of
the warm gray walls nnd the carven
polnted arches of the window and
door casements, the blackened onk of
the doors themaelves,

8he wasn't fully consclous of It on
this March morning, but something
had hoppened that made a difference,
If she'd been ascending an lmpercep-
tible gradlent for the past months,
today she had come to a recoguizable
step up nnd taken It. Oddly enongh,
the thing had happened back there in
the clasg-room as she stood before the
professor's desk and caught his eye
wavering between herself and the
serawny girl who wanted to nsk a
question about Rebesplerre., There
had been more than blank, helpless
exnsperation in that look of his, and
it had taught her something. She
couldn't huve explained what.

She went swinging nlong alone, her
gshoulders back, confronting the warm
March wind, drawing long breaths {nto
her good deep chest, She had Just
hnd, psychleally speaking, a birthday.

She played a wonderful game of
baskethall that afternoon, and it was
after flve o'clock when, at the con-
¢lusion of the game and a cold shower,
n rub, and a somewhat casunl re-
sumption of her clothes, she emerged
from the gymnasium, High time that
she took the quickest way of getting
home, unless she wanted to be late for
dinner,

But the exhilaration of the day per-
sisted. BShe felt llke doing something
out of the regular routine, Even a
prellminary walk of o mile or so before
she should cross over and take the
elevated, would serve to satisfy her
mild hunger for adventure,

80, with her notebooks under her
arm and her sweater-jacket unfasten-
ed, at a good four-mile swing she
started north, In the purlleus of the
university she was frequently halled
by friends of her own sex or the other,
But though she waved cheerful re-
sponses to thelr greetings, she made

. Ili‘.l '
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8he Went Swinging Along, Alone,

her stride purposeful enough to dis-
courage offers of company. They all
seemed young to her today. All her
student activities seemed young, As
if, somehow, she had outgrown them.
The feellng was none the less real
after she had laughed at herself for
entertaining it.

Bhe notleed presently that It was a
good deal darker than it hod any
right to be nt this hour, and the sudden
foll of the breeze and a persistent
shimmer of lightning supplled her with
the explanation, When ghe reached
Forty-seventh street, the break of the
fatorm  wus obviously a matter of
minutes, so she declded to ride ncross
to the elevated—Iit wag another mile,
perhaps——rather than tw walk across
us she had meant to do.

She found quite a group of people
walting on the corner for a car, and
the car litself, when It came along,
wis crowdoed, So she handed her
nlekel to the conductor over somo-

| body's shoulders, and moved back to |
the corner of the wvestibule, which
did very Svell until the next stop,
where half a dozen more prospective
passongers were walting, They were
in a hurry, too, slnce it had begun In
very downright fashlon to rain,

The econdunetor had been chanting,
“Up In the ear, plense!"™ in n per-
functory cry all along, Dut at this
erixis his volce got a4 new urgency.
“Come on now.” he proclaimed, “you'll
have to get (nside "™

From the steps the new arrlvals
pushiedd, the conductor pushed, and the

sheeplike doellity of an  Amerlean
erowd helped him, Regretfaily, with
the rest, Rose made her woy to the
toor,

“Fare, plense!” he sald sharply as
ghe came along.

She told him she hnd pald her fare;
but for some elected not
to belleve her,

“When 4ld you pay?' he demanded,

“A block back,” she sald, “when all
th!i‘-‘l‘ l'l[hr't' ":I‘lljltl‘ got IIH,"

“You dido't pany It to me,” he sald
truculently. “Come nlong! PPay your
fure or get off the car ("

T pold It once'” she sald quietly,
“und I'm not golng to pay It again."”
With that she started forward toward
the door.

He reached out across his little rall
und caught her by the arm. It was
n natural act enough—not polite, to
be sure, by no means chivalrous,

But It hnd a surprising result. The
first thing he knew he found both
wrists plnned in the grip of two
hands; found hlmself staring stu-
pldly Into a palr of great blazing blue
eyes—It's a wrathful color, blue, when
you Nght It up—and listening, uncoms-
prehendingly, to a volce that sald,
“Don't dare todch me ke that!"

The eplsode might have ended right
there, for the conductor's consterna-
tlon was complete. But her notehooks
wore seattered everywhere and had to
ba gathered up, and there were two
or three of the passengers who thought
the situntion was funny, and lnughed,
which didn't improve the conductor's
temper.

Rose was aware, ns she gnthered up
her notebooks, of another hand that
was helping her—a gloved masculine
hand. She took the books It held out
to her as she stralghtened up, and sald
“Thank you,” but without looking
around for the face that went with
it, The conductor had Jerked the bell
while she was collecting her notebooks,
nnd the cur was grinding down to a
stop.

“You pay your farel!" he repeated,
“ar you get off the car right here "

“Right here"” wns In the _middle of
what looked llke a lake, nn}l the rain
wns pourlng down with a roar. Before
she could answer a volce spoke—a
voice which, with intultive certainty,
she assoclated with the gloved hand
that had helped gather up her note-
bhooks—a very ¢risp, flnely modulated
volee,

“That's
suld.
fare"

“Did you see her pay it?" demanded
the conductor,

“Naturally mot," sald the volee: "I
got on at the last corner,. She was
here then, But If she sald she did,
she did."

It seemed to relleve the conductor
to have someone of hls own sex to
quarrel with, He delivered a stream
of admonition somewhat sulphurdusly
phrased, to the general effect that any
one whose concern the present affalr
wis not, could, at his option, close his
Jaw or have his block knocked off,

reason he

perfectly outrngeous,” It
“The young lady has pald her

Rose became aware that inside a
shagegy gray sleeve which hung beslle
her, there was a sudden tension of
big muscles; the gloved hand which
had helped gather up her notebooks
clenched itself Into a formidable fist.
She spoke quickly and decisively: “1
won't pay another fare; but, of course,
you may put me off the car.”

“All right," sald the conductor,

The girl smiled over the very gin-
gerly way in which he reached out for
her elbow to gulde her around the rall
and toward the step. Technlcally, the
action constituted putting her off the
¢ur, She heard the crisp volce once
more, this ttme repeating a number—
“twenty-two-ought-five,” or something
like that—-just as she splashed down
into the two-inch lake that covered
the hollow in the pavement, The bell
rang twice, the e¢ar started with a
Jork, there was another splash, and a
big, gray-clad figure alighted in the
lake beside her,

“I've got his npumber,” the crisp
volce sald triamphantly.

“But,” gasped the girl, “but what in

the world did you get off the car for?"

It wasn't raloing. It was dolng an
imitation of Ningara Falls, ana the
roar of it almost drowned thelr volees,

“What did I get off the ecar for!™
he shouted. “Why, T wonldn't have
Imissed it for anything. It was Im-
mensal! It's so confounded seldom,*
he went on, “that you find auybhody
with backbone enough to stick up for
a principle. . . "

He heard a brief, deep-thronted
lnugh and pulled up short with a
“What's the joke?" |

“I Inughed,” she sald, “because you
have been decelved.” And she added
quickly, “I don't belleve it's quite so
tleop on the sidewnlk, is it?" gVith
that she waded away toward the curb.

He followed, then led the way to
n lee wall that offered, comparatively
spenking, shelter, Then, “Where's the
deception?” he asked,

On any other day, it's probable she'd
have acted differently—would have
puld some heed, though a bit con-
temptously, perhaps, to the precepts of
lndylike behavior, in which she'd been
admirably grounded., Todny belng to-
day, she consigned Indylike considern-
tionsg to the inventor of them, nnd
guve Instinet Its head,

She lnughed again as she answered
his question: *“The deception was that
1 pretended to do It from principle.
The real! reason why I shouldn't pay
another fare 8 that I only had one
more nickel, It's only about half o
to the station, bul from there
lome It’s ten. So you see I'd rather
wnlk this than that*

mile

“But that's dreadful!” he eried.
“Isn't there , . , Couldn't you let
B & o

“Oh,"” she said, “it isn’t as bad as
that, It's just one of the silly things
thiat happen to you sometlmes, you
know, I puald my =ubscription to The
Maroon. . . ' She didn't lnugh
audibly, but without seelng her face
he knew she smiled, the quality of her
volee enriching itself somehow, Wi
“And I ate a bigger lunch than usual,
and that brought me down to ten
cents,"

“You will make a complaint about
that, won't you?" he urged. “Even if
it wasn't on prineiple that you refused
to pay another fare? And let me back
you up in it. I've his number, you
know.”

“You deserve that, I suppose,” she
sald, “because you did get off the car
on prinelple. But—well, really, unless
we could prove that I pald my fare,
they'd probably think the conductor
did exactly right. Of course he took
hold of me, but then—waell, think what
I did to him!"

He grumbled that this was non-
sense—the man had been gullty at lenst
of excesslve zeal—but he dldn't urge
her, any further, to complaln.

“There's another car coming'” he
now announced, peering around the
end of the wall, *You will let me
pay your fare on it, won't you?"

She hesitated. The raln was thin-
ning. “I would,” she sald, “If I honest.
ly wouldn't rather walk, Thanks, really
very, very much, though. Don't you
miss (t." 8She thrust out her hand.
“Good-by 1"

“I can't pretend to think you need
an escort to the elevated,” he sald. “I
saw what you did to the conductor.
I haven't the least doubt you could
have thrown him off the car, But
I'd—really lke It very much if you
would let me walk along with you."

“Why," she sald, “of course.
like it, too, Come along!"

rd

CHAPTER Il
What Happened to Frederica’s Plan.

At twenty-seven minutes after seven
that evening, Frederica Whitney was—
about ten minutes before the hour at
which she had invited guests to dinner
—not quite near enough dressed to
prevent a feeling that she had to
hurry., Ordinarily she didn't mlnd. To
I'rederica at thirty, the job of belng
a radiantly delightful object of regard
Incked the sporting Interest of un-
certalnty—was almost too simple a
matter to bother ahout.

But tonight she wished she'd started
half an hour earller. Kven her hus-
band discovered It. He brought in a
cigarette, and stood smiling down at
her with the complacent look that

| characterizes o married man of forty

when he finds himself dressed In eve-
ning harness ten minutes before his
wife. She shot a glance of rueful in-
quiry at him, and asked him what time
it was,

“Seven twenty-two thirty-six,” he
told her, She made no comment ex-
copt with her eyebrows, but he must
have been looking at her, for he want-
ed to know, good-humoredly, what all
the excitement was about,

“You could go down as you are
and not a man here tonight would
know the differcnce. And as for the
women—well, if they have something
on you for once, they'll be all the
better plensed.”

“Don't try to be knowing and philo-
sophleal, and—Havelock Ellis, Martia

dear,” she admonlshed him, pending |

a minute operntion with an inttoltesi-
mal halrpin, "It {sn't your lay a bit,
Just concentrate your mind on one
thing, and that's belng nice to Her
mione Woodruf, and on seeing that

| Roddy 18"

He asked, Why Rodney? In a tone
that matched hera; looked at her,
widened his eyes, saild “Huh!"™ to him-
pelf ond, fnally, shook his head,
“Nothing to it.,” he pronounced.

She Alspatched the mald with the
koy to the wall safe In her husband's
roont  “Why Isn't there?" ghe dewmand
ri‘.

They bore him to death. But Her

*Raodney won't look at young girls, |

mione can understand fully half the
things he tnlks about, She's got lots
of tact nnd skill, she's good-looking
and no older than T and I'm two years
vounger than Roddy., She'll appreci-
ate a real husband, after having been
married five years to John Woodrufl,
And she's rich enongh, now, so that
his wild-eved way of practicing law
won't matter."

“All very nice and reasonahle” he
conceded, “but somehow the notion of
todney Aldrich trying to marry a
rich widow is one I'm not equnl to.”
He looked at hiis watch again. “By the
way, didn't you say he was coming
enrly ¥

She nodded.,
faint and far nway, the ring of the
doorbell,

“Walt a second,”
see I it's Roddy.”

There was no mistaking the volce
they heard speaking the moment the

he sald. *“Let's

Then in the Doorway She Saw Him.

door opened—a volce with a erisp ring

to it that sounded always younger than

his years. What they heard the but.

ler say to him was disconcerting.
“You're terribly wet, sir!”

|
Frederiea turned on her husband a

look of despalr. “He's walked through
that rain! Do run down and send
him up to me, I ¢an imagine how he'll
look."

She was mistaken about that,
though, For once Frederica had over-
estimated her powers, stimulated
though they were by the way she heard
her husband say ;

“Pralse heaven you can wear my
clothes. Run along upstalrs and break
yourself gently to Freddy."

She heard him come squudging up
the stairs and along the hall, and
then in her doorway she saw him. His
bnggy gray tweed sult was dark with
water and toned down by a lberal
stipple of mud spatters. Doth his side
pockets had been, apparently, strained
to the utmost to accommodate what
Inoked like a bunch of pasteboard-
bound notebooks, now far on the way
to thelr original pulp, and lopped de-
spondently outward, A melancholy
pool had already begun forming about
hls feet, Ilis face, above the dis-
mal wreck, beamed good-humored, in-
nocent affection at her. It was a
big-featured, strong, rosy face, and the
unmistaknble intellectual power of it,
which became apparent the moment
he got his facultles into action, had
a trick of hiding, at other times, behind
o mere robust simpllielty.

“Good graclous!" he sald. “T didn't
know you were golng to have a party.
I thought It would just be the family.
So Instead of dressing, 1 thought I'd
walk. And then it came on to rain,
so 1 took a street car—and got put
off. And here I am.”

“Yes, here you are,” sald Frederica,
“Don't be Impossible, Rod. Don't you
even know whose birthday puarty this
181"

He looked at her, frowned, then
Inughed. He had a great, big laugh.
“I thought It was one of the kids'"
he sald.

“Well, it isn't,” she told him. “It's
vours, And the people we're hnving
were nsked to meet you. And you've
got just about seven minutes to get
into Muartin's other dress sult. I'li
gond Walters to lay It out.”

This bluff young man
prises his scheming sister with

Rur-

the smart way In whieh he
eludes her trap to marey him
off—rend It 1o the next nstall-
maent,

o —

(TO BE CONTINU &b

They heard, just then, ‘
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Brazil Losing Rubber Trade.
One of the most striking economie
clinnges in recent yeaurs hins been the
loss by Brazil of Its domlnant posi-
tion in the rubber trade. Whereas, a
few years back, the world looked to

| South Ameriea for most of Its crude
rubber, It I8 now gelting the larger
share from the far BEast. The DBra-

zillan product is obtulued from troes
that grow wild, and little has been
done toward cultivation of the trees,
In Sumatra, Ceylon, Burmah and other
countries millions of trees have been
set out and are now coming into bear-
Ing. This domestic product 1s sald to
be slightly superlor to that obtained
from DBrazll, and the trees lmprove
with age. The finaneinl loss to Brazil
through Its decreasing exports has be-
come 1 serious matter—New York
Times.

ANY CORN LIFTS OUT,
DOESN'T HURT A BIT!

No foolishness! Lift your corns
and calluses off with fingers—
It's like magic!

Sore corns, hard corns, soft corns or
any kind of a corn, ¢an harmlessly ba
lifted right out with the fingers if you
apply upon the corn a few drops of
freezone, says a Cincinnatl authority,

For little cost one can get a small
bottle of freezone at any drug store,
which will positively rid one's feet of
every corn or callus without pain.

This simple drug drles the moment
it Is applled and does not even lrri-
tate the surrounding skin while ap-
plying It or afterwards.
| This announcement will {nterest
many of our renders. If your druggist
hasn't any freezone tell him to surely
get a small bottle for you from his
wholesale drug house.—adyv.

‘ They Understood.

| Col. John Ward, M. P., 1= & popular
hero.

| When he was n sergearmt and was
| Heklng into shape the

for his famous navvies'
| method of lmparting Instruction,
though not always aeccording to the
drill book, was slmple, direct and ef-
flclent.

Once, for Instunce, he was In charge
of a squad at musketry,

“This," he sald, “Is the bayonet boss,
and this {s the bayvonet bar. Boss and
|hnr——yuu cnn euslly remembor that:

where you get your money and where
| you spend {t."
| The squad grinned sheepishly, But
they understood—and remembered,
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Bleed—Trial Free,

In a wonderfully short time In most
cases these fragrant, super-creamy
emolllents suceeed. Soak hands on re-
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| dry and rub Cuticura Oluntment into
| the hands for some time. Remove sur-

plus Olntment with soft tlssue paper.

Free sample each by mall with Book,

Address posteard, Cutleurn, Dept. L,

| Boston., Sold everywhere.—Adv,
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