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N THE cheek of the stout!
man who reclined the
barber's chair theve =il
lingered a small patch of
unreclaimed jungle, Lancelot Puys
vis removed thiz with his pleaming
razor and, stepping back, surveved|
his handiwork with silent satizfac-
tion: for he was a conscientious ha r-
ber and took pleasure in waking a
good job of it. He now produced a
steaming towel, dumped it on the
stout man's face, kneaded it awhile,
applied witch hazel and finally jabbed
the face with a second towel,
“Face massage, gir?"

in

“N‘U‘I"

“Hair a little long at the ends
Trim it, =ir?”

“No!"

“Anything on the head, sir?”
“NO:I,

“Singe the hair, sjr?"

leo !‘"
Lancelot had no more suggestions
to make. The stout man heaved

himeelf up from the chair, breathed
a little stertorously, put on his col-
lar, tipped Lancelot and walked out.
The episode was ended.

The advantage of being a really
great writer, one of the hig-browed
lads who make every stroke tell and
all that sort of thing, i= that you
save so much time. Take mysolf,
for instance. 1 don't want to boast
about it, you understand. [
realize that it is simply a . COmi-
ing, who shall say whe I merels
wish to point out as a matter of
artistic interest that in this single
short scene my wonderful skill i
character-delineation has ¢
to vigualize Lancelot Purvie as clonr-
ly as though wvou had knrown Hin |
for years. With a few suntle tyuchies
I have made vyou recoemize
shrinking nature, his mildness, his
sensitiveness, his diffidence. . . .
What? You didn't? You duln't
rather the fact that Lancclot was a
mild, diffident young man?

aquite

hled you

|
Well, then, all I can say is that

.=0mething must have gone wrong
with the works, and I suppozc T chall
have to approach the thing all over

again from another angle. But roal-

Iy, when I showed the customer
snapping out “No!" to everything
Lancelot suggested and I.

the

¥

men who in

taking it quite meekly and not oven
having the nerve to try to sell hin
hair wash, I .did think I could leave
the reést to the intelligence of
reader.

L .

HERE are same
T the hattle of life =eem ¢

sistently to get the loser's end,
and this after a time tends to re.
move the steel from their character.
Lancelot Purvis was one of thos J
All through his early bovhood e b
had much to suffer from the Juse
nile population of his native town, on
whose immature minds the yane
Lancelot had had the worst offechs.
When he was thirteen he
measles and shot up five or =i
inched, attaining a height which 'n.
timidated his peers into leaving him
alone. But by that time the mis.
chief was done and Lancelot
& hopelessly mild boy, And

Sonk
whon

he reached the carlv twentics and |

might shortly become viormal agun
the war broke out and the draft
g%t him.  And that starte] ihe
trouble all over again.

He never succeeded in getting t
the front. Chaperoned hy
geant, he looked after Forses in the
rear of the lines, and several monthe
of this undid Lancelot completely, |
There were, 1o doubt, in the Ameri.
¢an Expeditionary Forces sergea

i Ker-

nts |
of the most winning amlability; but
Laneslot’'s was rather o violent and |

his |

Lanil he wanted a manieure,

taught |

N

hasty sort of man, full of strange|
oiths and reluctant to make allow
It was a phyeically tough
hut spiritually battered barber wno. |
aboul a year later, returned to the |
Hotel Cosmopolis, :

Safe back beside hig chair in the |
Cosmopolis Shaving Parlor, Lancelot
wils again happy. Barbering was
in his blood, His fatner had been
harber, His earlirst memories |
were of the clinging scent of hair
washes, There was, moreover, a
marked artistie strain in him which
found expression in the exercise of
his trade. After all, to the thought-
ful man, being a barber is much the
being a sculptor. The |
senlptor takes a shapeless block of |
marble and chips off all that is un-
and superfluous, What
elze does a barber do? There were
times, after he had seen a customer
came in with a serub of beard an- |
4 mop of hair falling over his ¢nl- |
lar and, after chipping away all that .
wus superflious, had watched him
walle out, dapper and trim and a
pledsure to lock at, when 'I..anr:e'lat;'
felt the glow of the creator.

o .

%
first time in his life he set eyes on

Hhves.

H

SHme a8

necessary

- *
VCH, then, was Lancelot Purvia |
on the morning of the Tth of '

Aypril, the date on which for the I'to gat Gut of there.

May Gleason.
Onee or twice in the day of a New
York barber there arrives the Star

outlook and unbounded ambition, who
to make himself 100 per cent
perfert not only as regarde his hair
and fave, but in all the outlying por-
tiens of him. One of his epecies
came 1o Laneelot's chair on the marn-
ing of the Tth of April and just lay
back and sail “Yes" to everything.
He wanted a haireut, a twice-over
shave, a face massage, a singe, a dry
| shanmpoo sl something  for the
sealp,  He wanted his shoes shined
It must
have been his birthday or something.

It was at thiz point that May
Cleazon stepped daintily into Liance-

lot’s life.

wishoes
Wisles

mopolis, a2 a rule, meant little to
Lancelot, Ha hardly noticed them.
They were just there, Yet somenow
the very fivst glimpse of May Glea-
son set his heart jumping so quick-
lv that he found it difficult to keep
his mind en his job. Fortunately, by
years of practice he got his secis-
durs §o trained that they worked al-
most of their own velition. Conse-

quently, he was enabled to look al

1 ANCELOT regardedivith |

{
‘B el
(Customer, the man of comprehensive |

The nanicure girls at the Cos- |

| L Jetlousy
who canie

the customers |
to May's table

herself with any protection whatso-
ever against the elements. She wore
a thin dress and a fragile-lonking
hat, and she stood peering out at
the downpour with some alarm.

“Oh, hooray!" she said, spying
Lancelot, who was wavering lietween
chivalry and shyness. “Would you
mind seeing me as far as {he sub-
wayl"

Lancelot gulped. Ile swould have
liked to say  “Dolichted! or
“Charmed!” or one of the thines
that would have c¢ome naturally to.
the heroes of the novels hie read,
But he shoved the' umbrella over
her and they set off. F

“T met you this morning, didn't
LM said the givl. “My name's May |
Gleason. Yours is Puarevis, isn't it?
The caghicr told me it wae”

A thrill ran throueh Tancelot, Sa
she had heen sufficiently intereste |
in him to inquire hi: e
contrived speech.

name,

“You're new, aren't vou?" he saul.

“At the Cosmopolis? Yes. [ was
working in a hotel in Jersey City
up to last monih. Gee! 1 was elad
I hate the Mid.
dle West.  New York's the only
place in the world, isn't 2"

Lancelot considerad (he point,
yer and 0o he saud
weightily., e was amazed to find

| himself talking with increasing enza,

( There was o perby  [eiendlines:
about this pirl which elted his
shyness. “T like Now Yark, but ity

kind of noisy, don't you think?
“Noisy? That’s why I like if.
Thew can't make Loo much noise for

me. I lived all my 1ifs up o the
| lagt yeur in a small towr.”
| T ike small lowns”

“Well, vou ean have ‘am. T don't

want ‘em.”

| Lancelot was gefting more at his
rease every moment. Indeed, he felt
|'so at home Ly now that he was able
ltn reveal his hidden ambitions. And
thege were sncrodl,

“What T wanl to do,” he said, “is |

Lo put away a bit of money and oo

[back and start o real up-tosdnte |
[ barber shop it my Hone tewn,”
| l\'y“ls.ﬂjrl

\ "Dwas getting on fine for a while
{but, of course, the war put me back
lquite a lot, You sce, 41l the time |

{was in the army | didn't save
| eent."”
“Were vou in the army?"  Hor

| changed now?

| I time! Well,
¢}
f

Mlzstrated by . Arther Wil snme Browb

| lently that the umbrella rocked in
his grip, permitting several large
drops to descend un his companion,

“Have a heart,"”

shimmying?
zot on."”

YT made
Lancelot apolopetically.
from Ostorig, too.”

“Yea?" she =eemed unimpressed
by the coincidence. & .

“But don't you think,” said Lance- |
lot, rather damped, “that it’s an ex-
traordinary thing that we should
both have come from Ostoria?"
“Oh, I don't know. I ean't imagine |
any one who was ever in Ostorin not |
coming from i, It's about the best
little burg to get out of that 1 ever
struek.”

SRBut—huat —hutt'— A belated |
spasm of shyness caused Lancelot to |
stamier.  “Bul—1T mean—it nmkeaI
a sort of bond between us." |

“Does it? Al right, Have it your
own way." =he leoked at him with |
frank surprise. “Do von really want
to o back there?"
“As soon as |1
money.
Vears.

o |

can put by enoueh
1 haven't been there in ten
I suppose the place is quite

0

. “You het! You know the Garfisld |
| Housge?"

“On Main Street, as
from the depot!"

[ "“Yes. Well, it used to be ved. and
"a couple of years ngo they painted it
| green. There's always something
| doing in Ostoria, Moving al
here we are.” They
stopped at the entrance of the gub-
[ way. “Thanks for the umbrella,”

[ "You're welconse,” snid
YT wonder—TI wander'—

Hyiae

SWoll, couldn’t

1T Det
what?'"

“May I come amd see
evening "

YSure!" said the givl heavtily.
“Come any old evening yon like and
take me to the movies. Well, good-
b, Be good, and don't take
wooden nickels,”

She dived into the flood of human-
ity that poured through the subny
entrance, and swept
Lanecelot remained swheep

you go up |

Laricelof,

I—-couldn't we

we could.  Couldn't we

you: some

any

oy
wiis AWRY
lie stood,
[Tis hody was blocking the sidewallk,
but his spirit was soaving alofl on a

ro=y cloud.

N THE  following  sunday,
0 dressed  in hiz most telling

clothes, Lancelot called at 1he
little uptown Hat where she lived

with the blond lady
Cusmopoliz

wshier of the
barber shop.  Lancelot
was not aware until he climbed up
four flights of stairs and was ad-
witted into the pillbox sitling room
of the flat that this partnership had
heen formed; and he surveyed the
caghier, as she rose hospitably [rom
har ¢hair to preet him, with mixed
feclings,  1In wiy, her prescnce
was embarvrassing,  Therem had heen
i time, when lie had had the chair
next to the ecashior’s desk, ther had
hecome rather intimate. Indeed, at
the evisis of this period he had Lo
the verge of wirmer foeling
thun mere Triendship, wnd Gad anls
B

Y

on i

deterred  rom furthes

into the matter by (he fact that th

LEOTHLE

cashier's hair was so manifestly per-
joxided. And Tancelot lgathed per-
[oxide.  Ior many reasons he wouls
| have preferved her absence on i
Bt ther
{was one veason why he wus (dis
[tinetly  glad that she was ther
After a promising elart he Wl Lo
oun ot hy

mere, and he welvomed anvthing ot

accasion to her company.

focl ahominahly = tH

this juncture Lhat would prevent o
| Uetesn-tote with May, And the cash-
Lier, who was a gront conversational
iIst, was a useful person to haye
along with you when you felt like
thut, Io

ook them Loth to the
| mayios and sab betwoen them.
| Taking them to the movies and

good deal at this remarkable girl, as | voiee had taken on a respectful note, | sitting between {hem becunte o habit
she bent demurely over the custom- | and she looked up at him with ad-|{ Al st he did it every Sunday; then,

er’s fingers.  He could cateh only an
veeasionil glimpse of her face. But
that did not worry him, for what he
wanted to look at was her hair.

If there was one thing in the world
that had the power to stir Lanece-
lot to the depths it was beautiful
hair.  And this girl's was the most
beautiful he had ever seen, It was
dark hair. Dark! The word is
feghle. 1t was like n great rolling
I black wave. It was like a soft,
brooding cloud, Tt was like a moon-
less night. Tt was like water under
the stars.

He looked down at her.
he did w0, she happened to look up,
She rmiled,  And the subjugation of
Lancvelot was complete,

"

And, as

" w - v

NULPID giver quick pervice. That
A very evening Lancelot found

apportunity of speaking to
}Jf‘n

lahors, sind he was just opening his
umbrella when out stepped this girl.
Like the feather-brained little thing

miring eyes, "L suppose von had
l:.m awful time!" }
I UProtty tough," eaid Lancelol,

“I think vou soldivrs woere simply
great !

“Oh, no,” said Lancelot noiestiy,

*Were you in Bellean Wood?"

"“"(‘H, 1o,
lean Wood,"

“But 1 Volu were
sorts of dangerous places?”

"Yes."  Lancelot had not forgot-
ten the day when one of the new
horses nearly gol Lim in the seat of
the trousers as he stooped 4o re-
cover a dropped curryeamb,  “Yos,
| pretty dangerous,'
[ “And now you wanl ta go back (o
[the old home town! Goe, | should
have thought youll have found it
{kinda slow. For all I know, it may
be u live apot, I kinda judgoe all
home towns burg I

sUpose in

all

hy thao came

[t was raining as he came qut | from.”
into the world at the end of his day's |

“Was it very quict?"

“"Quiot? It was unconscious! It

Ostorin,"”

she was, she had omitted to provide

Not netually in Boel. |

was a little place out in Ohio, called |

Lancelot started violent]yv—no vio- | conscious of 4 flutfor

growing halder, b Oty il
[the middle of After a
cwhile e was always dropping in and
[ taking them to the movies,

el it

the wooek.

| Whatever may be said agnnst the
| motion  picturds  from

an o oarliste
[ point of view-anl candor compels
Lane toadmil that G the main ey
[are pretty fieree—there i one thing

i their fasar as far as the shy und

Thiz 15 a new lid I've |

“That so? |

me  jump,” explained |
came |

the |

thivd pariy!

1

difficlent mun 1& eoncerned. They ape

:.'u grent awid o convtship. In the dim
[ light, with sofl music going all the
|tilnl'. Lanvelot found that he eonlid
let himself g0 inow manner dquite le-
|}'HH|] nder conditions,
X havenid of tia aovond week, tak-
!i.'w_ advantiee of a pecubarly gl
!Ti!‘lml-- moment i the alTaiers of
Il female star and hee suppont,

Fiin il heye

and was electrified to find that she
showed no resentment.  He squeezed

her hand through two entire Fools,
WO daya later, huving climbed

in the sitting room. He was

of hape, but he

lie von- |
[ tured to clasp May's hand i lis, | love me.

the staivs, he found May alone |

did not allow it te flutter too much.;
“YWhere's Mizs Bagster?” he asked.
The girl looked at him in what

she hegged, “Can't | seemed to Lancelot a rather odd
'ynu wait till you get home to ztart|

way. He wasz a sensitive young man,
and he faneied that there was a cer--
tain chill in the atmosphere, He
could not aceount for this. [

“She's gone nut. She had a date.” i

“Oh," said Lancelot. |

In the effort to keep the joy out of
his voice he did perhaps affect a re-
gret which was a little exageerated.
Indeed, a8 a matter of fact, he spoke
as i1 he had just heard the news of
the death of a deur friend. A faint |
pink flush came into May's face and |
she hit her lip. {

“Yes, [ osunposo you arve disap-
puinted,” she said frostily.

This monstrous aceusation com-
pletely deprived Lancelot of speech,
and May svent on with her remarks.

“It's too bad, i=n't it? 1 told her
vou would be all hroken ap, hat she
would, g,

232 gl Laneelot teied 1o
tind  words Lo pefute the charge,
RN

He could et no further. The
cirl's manner chilled him.  There |

was an awkward silence,
dled with a magazine.
“Then,"” said Lancelot, “then, shall
we gooout 2

“No. Idon't want to go out.”

“There's picture at the
Bijou Dreany” persevered the poor
fish,  “Cuolhbert Brickson in *Why
Men Go Wrong!" ™ There was more
silence,  “Wouldn't vou like to =sce
it?" he asked.

ENel" Tlie ]l

May was looking away frem

penkinge vapidly. "1 don't
to o to the movies with
P o=iek being the
11 you want to take
Lillubelle™—this was the lady cash-
ier's revoltitie: name—"take her.
don't care! But dan't keep up all
thi= silly nonsense of wanting me

May fid-

a gouoil

mavazine to the

(R ERTER
Teivn sl
By

Wit

vou agiinl uf

alone,  'wy siclk of L] Life's too
shopt !

“Wihal —what—awhat i you
tean "

“You know what I mean! Ella-
helle told wie you were her beaw.'”

“What!"

“she  saud you've always heen
ey about hev”

|-“ H'L'i"!_ rlilll.”_'li L.-l'..'l'.l']l. -I:.llr‘lltl
arve anoments in the Tife of even the
most difhdent man  when  eireun-

stanges force him into o display of
vigor and decision. o oan
B Fell strong and commuanding.
grabbad at Mas's hand.
e

instant |
He
She shook
~eized Ber by the shoul-

Mima o
Ilt'!'.'.
“Uwasn't! I'm not!
¥ o don't L
"Yes, T do”

YN, you don't,)

[ Toxaigron 104

“Yeg, I do.”
Now don't, either™
“Hoatal Tdoti

Ellabelle
antd hearvd you?”
T awouldn't
“Eilabelle
“Oh, darn Ellabelle!™
“Nou don't veally love me.”
“¥as. Lidgl”
“Noy, wou don't!" !
N 1o
“You don't!”

A1 JE 1

YEuppuse CRITIE 1Th D

care

“You don't, ertlor!
Yea  Pdal Tide! T ot
“Tlone !
“Huono
“Tdon't believe you do!”

Nes, T qo!™

."r‘.‘.

Tou don't, either!”
“Nes T dott

I8 all yery avell to expect story
writers Lo be realistie, hul with
white paper at its present price
ne simply must abbreviate the mod-
irn love seeney Suflive it tosay that,
v the time the score card showod |
with  twenty-four “No you
donts" while crediting Lancelot with
wonly-tiy

Wiy

e "Yee, I odo's,” they were

e by side on the sofw, and

FHLLTINE Bl

Lancelol was dtroking ber wonder-

fal hadr, an oengaged ne,

The fivst javeinge note wos streack
by Muy.
“Parling!” |

Yoz, darling!
YEwon't live in Ostaria,”
K} |

“Uhh, precisus!

UWell, T wan't! Sitting all day on !

thie  porch watehving the  farmers
whizz by in their hay wagons jsn't
my tlea of o lavge existence.  ['m

frarme Lo bive in New
“But, honey !

‘fur]\." |
Fye been saving up |
fov yvears. |
YT den't earel  If you want me
you'll hayve to slay in Now York.”
Sk, preciogs!
CIE vou eeally Tove nie, you would
do g 1 onsk you,™
“OF course, but''-—
“But T don't believe vou renlly do |
1o
“Noy you don’t !
Ve, I do!™
“You don't, either!”
“T (ot
SWell, i vou did, you would do s |
asked youl
Liunvolob

I
nlded,

S Byt she did ke attention |
and she did Uke flatteri:

Hep plovious haiv was tickling the
tip.of his nose and he succumbod,
He had a momentary vision of that
little up-to-date barber-shop, and it
secmed to gaze reproachfully at him.
Then it was shut cut by the spectacle
of that wonderful cloud of dusky
hair :

HALL Fight I he said,

“You'll live in New Yoph

FY e

“You've a darling,' suaid My, and

Kissed him.

O wis  that  Lancelot
now Tound himself vegarding

with jealousy thoe Wl

came t0 May's table te have theiv

nails manieured,

NE result
tionghip

of their new

la

customers

It was uscless for
him to argue with himself that busi-

ness was business,

and that whon

May smiled, ehaffed awd chatted
with these persons she did so in a
purely  professional capacity, I
may  have been the subeonscions
realization that Mav's smiles and
badinage wwere ot after all so
purely professional that disturbed
hig soul, They had been engaved
tgw for some weeks and intimdey

had revealed her character to him.

I, but she

did like attention, she did like Aat-

tevy, she did enjoy the companion-
ship of others besides her mate.

Lancelot began to classify these

May was as good as po

Lcustomers of May's in oa sort of
Dantesque series of hells. In the

lowest and innermost hell of all he
placed Ly himself Hprpressive
young man with an impudentl, good-
looking face who was the most pop-
ular of all the allendants at May's
table.  This

overy other doy, and

i

CXCresCenct came  in
Lanceiot had
a curious feeling, a sorl of instine-
tive fear, fhat later lis
happiness was Lo be affected by him,
It iy a truism that the things we
worry about  seldem happen: hut
they sometimes do, and they did |
this ense,  Walkine honme after the !
movies one nicht Laneelot perceived
that there was sontething on May's
iind,  When her ooy
she snoke,

St

At their en-
gagement she had declined emphati-
cally and onee and for all to cal)!
him Lancelot.  The more attractive
subistitute had heen her
tion.

s

Ho was conselous of a fereboding

“arre” May arain, look- |
ing down the streot and avoiding
his eye.

YYes, honey.'

soaner onr

L3

she reached

an

carly stage i |

0w inven-

st Lancelot

s

“There's a fellow who comes to my |
tablo pretty often. 1 don't know if

you've noticed him. He dresses kind

of bright.”

“Ive noticed imy™ saud Laneclot
Erimly,

“He's press agent for one of the

new shows, e wants me Lo owo ol

the stage.” '
HWhat!™
“Well, why shouldnt 187 saiil May,
flarving up.  She fell more 4t her eage
now that ik was possible to cavey the
thing through with spivit and fire.

[“T've gotta right 1o have a little
pleasure, haven't. 17 1 think you're
awilul mean!™

Then, swiftly abandoning the al-
Otude militant, she melted into sols.
Intimacy  had  rovealed Lancelot's
character to her, as it had revealod |
hoers to Lancalaot. I

She had gayged him corvectly. His|

Lof the other girls,

Presently the sobs stopped.

ST known you would be Horrid
and hully me 14
v, she moaned brokenly,

“Honey ! protested Laneelot.

SWell, vou awere horvid !

T didn't mean to be!

SWell, vou were ™

“1 didn™t, mean 1o ho!”

“But you were!”

“1 didn't mean to be. Hut,
wirlie! The stape!"

*Well, what's wrong with  the
stage?”

“Nothing, hut''——

“T see what it is! You don't lave
et

“*Yes, T dJo!7

SRRy xoudan e

“Neos, T doi"

SN0 ovou don't! I you ddid you

wouldn't mind my having a little

fun."”

A POLICEMAN paszed slowly,
A casting an appraising elance

- ot them as he went by. The
policeman was a man of the world,
a man of experienve,

“She's working the peor baoh for
something,” the policeman to |
himself. “And she's got him going!
Girls!" said the policeman with a |

said

large, tolerant amusement, And
passed on,
He was perfectly vight. In an-

other minute Lancelot had capitu-
lated.

“1 only want you te be happy, dar-
ling,” he said weakly.

“You are a dear!” said May.

She kiszed him,

“The rehearsals are starting vight
tway," sudid May, speaking rapidly.
“This fellow says he

sure he can
got ome ol in the ehorus.

=

It's go-
ing Lo be a dandy show, he save, It's
called *Oh, Mabel!”
Good night, dear!"
She vanished abruptly,
Lanvelot with a dim
something had been put

o1 =omething,

leaving
feoling that
over on hinm.

" 3

N THE days before be had met
{ May  Lancelot had frequently

been lonely: hut it had been
vague loneliness, hardly {0 be vecog-
nized for what it was. It had never
breacht with it that aching sende of
and o

esolation which

5

lisss haunted
him duving the working day after
she had left the Cosmopolis, And
presently  even the of

con=plation

seeing ner in the evening was taken

from him, for the chorus of her mu-
sical comedy bLegan to rehoarse at
night,

Sometimes he was able to meet her
after these night rohearsals: and,
when he did, he noticed that alveady
a subtle change had begpun in her,
she had not precisely toughened, but
she had certainly taken on some of
the distinguishing marks of her new
profession,  She wus full of =tories
Somebody  had
Tot o sunburet: Pickles had
awful call.down from the
stage director; the net result of all
of which was to give Lancelot the
sensation of being out of i, of hnyv-
ine lost touch with lier. A sullen
resentment. Legan to grow in him
against the press agent —his name
vas Harvey Fleteher,

When the show opened on the road
and sha left town, Tancelot plumbed
the wepths,  His faithful scissors
£till worked on automatically, but
his thoughts were far away. Onee
a customer tipped him a cent by
mistake, and he never even
ticed it.

“She's All Right"—for that was |
now the title of the piece, vica “Oh, |
Mabel!" ang six other titles super-

riven

had an

T~

e gave in. | rigidity softened &1 a flash. He put! seded-—had opened in Detroit and |

rever have told |

Naot's point of view

| iies 1o a frazzle.

|rl‘
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‘ FAY was as good as gold, ||y arms around her and petted her. was warking its way east in one.

week jumps.  Lancelot ticked off the
days on u special youte sheot of his
own, which he had piuned up over
his Bed. e held out up to the Wash.
ington week, and then he obitained
special leave of absence and rushed
to the Pennsylvania <tation, All the
way down in the train his lieart was
singing within him at the prospect
of meeting her.

The troubile abaut is that
they sing oo soon. It is painful to
have to record it bhut—from Lance-

|I"|'l|.|'

the meeting was
than “She's All
Right™ was when, a weel
upenad bir New Yok

an even worse {rost

o later, it

He met her ai the st thonr,
For an appreciable Lime
Lancelot stood in o aw alley

way, while girls of all sizes brushied
pust him. They all stured st him
and they all giggled. 1t was Lunce-
lot's first expericnce of this sort of
thing, and at reduced hiz snpsibili
By the time May
finally emerged, looking and
neat in blue serge, with s small hat
on top of hey beautiful hair he was
perfectly livap.

She was humming & tune a5 she
came out, and when =aw him
she stopped dead.

“Larry!"

Lancelot was too far sone by this
time to appreciate subtle voice in-
flections or he would Have noted
that she spoke more with surprise
than pleasure,

“Whatever ure vou doine here?”

“Tcame to sep vou," <aul Lancelot

“Hut. Well, why didn't
you i win Then 1
wouldn't have mnde o doe,”

Lrim

=Ne

send  ne

“Have vou gol a date!

e saitl
dully.  The disappeintment  wes
numbing., Washington 5 an attrae

tive: eity, but he b
four-houy journey just to
interesting puhblic bui

“Well, yvou otipght 1o ha
said May defonsivols
to know? My Fletcher
Foooul to supper, <o,
I would.”

“Fletcher ™

L

“Why nat?" id
ghrilly, “Why <hauldn T p
supper with M 1'let . '
press avent of the show, and he ean

do me 4 lot of grond I want to et
on, [ Son the

Blank unhappiness of Lancelot's face

dan’t d

made Ler thansy her “You
mustn't he silly, 1 dpar,” =he

said more pontlv. Y1«
to anything. M
fect pentleman., But

"
with him when he asks e, mustnt

| L df B can doime a lot of good?!
There was a =ilence
“Well, I njusn’t be late," said May

at length,
“No,'"" said Lanvelot
Sy wery

50

richt
SWell, goad nigh "
“Good night.”

HEIR ways parted st the ef-
travce of the 3 Lancelot
walked listlessly off.  Ther®
WHS nhaceuving voice within mm
which told him that once again &e
had fuiled 1o play a heroie park It
pointed out that May was not the

1
il

[sort of givl 4 man could hold by
| tactics like his.  She needed a Hro
| and resolute hand.

In a moment of
clenr vision he saw thac sooner 0F
later, behaving in this limp way, he
must logo her. She would gro® 1

| despise hinm. What girl, demanded

: s [
the inner voiee, could help despising
a man who let apother man walk

\
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(Contined on nert page)



