(Coprright, ML)
WIIE.\' Spencer Flagg lald the foun-

datlon stope for the new million-

dollar wing he was aliding to the
Flagg Home for Convalescenta, on the
hills mbove Greenwich, the New York
Bepublic sent Sam Ward to cover the
story, and with him Reliding to take
photographse. It was a crisp, Ueausiful
day In October, full of sunshine and the
joy of living, and from tha great lawn
in fromt of the Home you could see half
aver Connecticul and acrots the waters
of the sound to Oyster Bay.

Upon Bam Ward, however, (he beauties
of nature were wusted. When, the night
previpus, he had been given the ssalgn-
ment he had sulked, and be was still
stulking, Only a year befors he had
gradunted into New York from a small
gp-state college and a small up-state
newspaper, but already he was a “star”
man. and Hewitt, the city editor, humor-
td him ***

“When ! was a reporter,” declared the
city editor, 1 used o be giad to get &
day In the country.™

“Because you'd never lived !n the coun-
try,” returned Sam. “If you'd wasted
twenty-six years in the backwoods, as
1 44, you'd know that gwery minute ¥You
rpend outalde of New TYork you're rob-
bing yourself.™ ® ¢ &

The clity editor sighef *“How young

are’” he exclaimed. » * *

Sam Ward sat at the outer edge of
the crowd of overdresssd females and
overfed men, and, with a sardonic smile,
lintened 1o Flagg telling his assembled
friends and gycophants how giad he was
they wera there to see him give away a
milllen dollars.

“Aren't you golng to get his speech™T”
asked Redding, the staff photographer.

“Get his speech” psald Bam. "They
have Pinkertons all over the grounds to
see that you don't escape with less than
thrée coples I'm walting to hear the
ritual they always have, and thea I'm
roing to sprint for the first train back
to the ceater of clivilization.™

“There's going 10 be & fine lunch,"” sald
Hedding, “and reporiers are expected. I
szked the policeman If we were, and he
sald we were"

Sam rose, shook his trousers Into place,
stuck his stick under his armpit and
emocthed his yellow gloves. He was
very thoughtiful of his clothes and al-
wave treatsd them with courtesy.

“You can have my share.”™ he said. T
rannot forged that I am fifiy-five min-
om Broadway, And even {f 1 were
r T would rather have a club

New York than a Thanks-
»y dinner In New Rochelle ™
and with eager uthletie

toward the iren gates;
reach the Iron gates, for
instant trouble barred his way
came to him wearing the biue
uniform of a nureing sister. with
I n, with a white col-
whits cuffs turned back,

velvet bonnet. A bow
hucked her impudently
She had halr like gol-
ar blue as fAax, and a
ich health and cleanl!.

A et

sirides =

hut he did not

ness dowiness as blooms only on
trained nurses
She was so lovaly that Redding swung

his hooded camera at her as swiftly as a
cowboy could bhave covered her with his
gun, * &9
Other
ter Anne,
the nursing
barkward, or
soulful,
thry that

n, on being eonfronted hy Sis-
which waa the officlal title of
pister, would have fallen
swooned, or Enked at her
worshipful eyes; or, wers

port of beast, would hav
oglnd her with impertinent approva
Now Sam, becatuse he was a star r
porter, observed that the lady before |
was the most beautiful young woman
had ever seen; but ne one would have
guessed that he obsorved that—least of
all Sister Annoa. He stood in her way and
lifted his hat, and sven looked into the
eves of blus as impersonally and as ealm-
r ax though she were his great-aunt—as
igh his henrt was not beating so fant
choked him

with

LT

that it
rpublic.” he sald
hera today that
s« 1o pet what | need ahout
premas & pity,” he added
“because it's =0 well done
ht to know about It." He
the big hospital bulldinga. Tt
it that the lgnorunce of the

conces £ thelr excelience greatly
anrorad him
When arain he looked at Eister Anna

she was regarding him In alsrm—obvi.

ously she was upon the point of Instant

ke to place themselves In

reporter becauss they

thelr naines In black

re—only reporters know
14 as soon place themselves

in the bands nf a dentist,

from the Republic,”" re-

nsk me?" demanded Sister

"I mistook
ou for and, as
vou didn't seem buss, 1 thought you might
give e slatistica abaul the Home
nnt statistcs, you know, but

sald Sam.
o of the nurses here;

sorey,”

T am

ioral codo

Blster Auns returned his look with one
stendy un his own Apparently she
wax welghing his statemont. She ssemed
tn disbeliave It Inwaraly he wis ask-
1&g himself what eould be the dark secret
in the past of this young woman that at

mera Approach of a réporter—even
nf such & nice-looking reporter as himaself
she should shuke and shudder,

“Ir that's wi you Teally want to
know,” sald Sister A doubtfully, “I'll
try and help you; bul" she added, look-
ng at him uy one who lssues an ultima-
tum, “you must not siy anything about
L

At

mnl*

Sister Anne fell
and led km through the wards of the
hospital He found that it existed for
and revolved entirely about one person.
Ie found that a million doliars and some
acres, of bulldings, contiining sun-rooms
and hundreds of rlgid white beds. had
besn dooated by Spencer Flagg only to
provide a background Tor Sister Anne—
ealy to exhibit the depth of her charity,
ths kindness of bher beart, the unscifish-
ness of her pature

*“Do you rveally serub the floors®™ he
demanded—*1 mimn vou yourself—dewn
on your kpees with a pail and water and
serubblng bruah ™

Sister Anne raised her beautiful
brows and {nughed at him

“We do that when we first come here™
rhe said—"When we are probationers; Ig
tpere a newer way of scrubbing foors?

“And thess sawiful piglents,” demanded
Sam—"do you Walt on them? Do you
have to submit to thelr complaints and
whininge and ingratitude” He glarsd at
the unhappy convalescents as though by
that glance he would annihilate them.
“Irs not fair'™ exciaimed Sam. “Tt's rid-
joulous. 1'd like to choke them'” = & o

“Ome must lve" sald she

They bad passed through the last cor-
ride*, bhetween tha last rows of rigd
white cols, and had come out fnto the
sunshine, Below them -stretched Con-
pectiout, painted In asutuvmn ocolors Siss
ter Anne seated hersell upon tbhe
marbles railing of the tzrrace and lookad
dewn uopon the flashiug waters of the
Sognd * * *

*If you do it because you myust live
then it can easily be arranged; 'r there

into #tep beside him

eye-

| “And maniguring T’

are other ways of ecaraning a lving.™

The girl looked at him quickly: but he
was quite sincere—and shs smiled.

“Now what would you suggest™ shs
m L

Sam did not at ence snswer., Hs was
calculating hastily how far his salary
would go toward supporting a wife. He
was trying to remember which of ths
men In his office wers married, and
whether they were those whose salaries
were smaller than his own. * * * Sam
was so long considering Sister Anne a
life position that his sllénce had become
significant; and to cover his real thoughta
he sald hurriedly

“The typewriting, for Instance. That
pays very well. The hours are not dim-
eule,”
suggealsad Eister
Anne,

Bam exclaimed in horror.

“You!™ he eried roughly—"For youl
Quite impossibie!™

“Why for meT' asked the girl. = * ¢

“¥FouT™ protested Sam—"You in a bar-
ber's shop washing men's fingers who
ars mot fit to wash the streeis you walk
on! Good Lord! His vehemence was
quite honest. The girl ceased wsmiling
Sam was still jabbing at the gravel walk,
his profile toward her—and, unobserved,
she could study his face It was an
attactive face—strong, clever, almost
llegally good-looking. ®* * * With his
eyes full of concern, Sum turned to her
abruptly. *= * =

*“I think you are working too hard™
he sald, smiling bapplly—"1 think you
ought to have a change. You ought to
take & day off! Do they ever give you
a day off ™

“Next Saturday.”
“Why

“Because,*

sald Sister Anne.

explained Sam, *If you
going to proscribe a day off for you—a
day entirely away from lodoform and
whits enameled cots. ‘l'l is what ¥You
nesd, a day in the city and a lunch
where they have music; and a matinee,
where you can laugh—or cry, If you like
that better—und then, mayba some [resh
air in the park In a taxi; and after that
dinner znd more Uheater—and then I'll

“T want to explain that 1 contempiate
these things with yYou—and that if you
want to bring any of the other forty
nurses along as a chaperon, I hops you

will. Only, honestly, I hope you won'L' |
The proposal apparently guve SHister |
Anne much pleasure She 4id not say |

when she
laughing

her eyes shona and
was almoest

#0, but
looked at Sam she
with happiness

*1 think that would be quite delightful, ™
gald Sister Anme—"quita delightful! l}nl)“
it wouid be frightfully expensive; even
if T don't bring snother girl. which I cer- |
tainly would not, It would cost a great |
deal of money. I think we might cut out
the taxicab—and walk in the park and |
feed the sguirrela™ = * * i

Sam’'s heart wan singing with pleasure ,

“It's so kind of you to consent™ he
eried. “indeed. you are the kindest per- |
son in all the world. 1 thought so when |
1 saw you bhending over thess sick :-to-|
ple, and now 1 know."

“It 1§ you who are kind™
Bister Anne, “to takes pity on me

=Pity on you!" laughed Bam. “You can't |
pity a person who can do more with al
zmile than old man Flagg can do with
all his millions. Now,” he demanded In
happy anticipation, “where are we 1o
mest T

protestad

“Phat's 11, sald Sister Anne. “"Where

| thon,

|

and, =0 it seemed,
held out her hand

+] gust go back to my duties,” ahe
| mad “Good-by."”

‘Not good-by,” wid Sam heartliy-
“anly untl]l Saturday—and my name's
Bam Ward and my address Is the ecity
room of the Republic What's Your
name?

“Sister Anne,” sald the girl. “In the

are wa to meotT’
« “Let it be nt the Grand Central Sta-
The day can't begin too soon”
said Sam; “and before then telaphone me
what theater and restauranis you want
and I'fl reserve seats aud tablea. Oh™
eaciaimed = joytully, it will ba a
wonderful a wonderful day!™
Sister Ann 1noked at him curiously
a little wistfully. She

nurking order to which 1 belong we have

no last names.” -
vEo " asked Sam, “I'll call you Sister

just Sister,” said the girl
“Sister’ repeated BSam—"Sister!” He
breathed the word rather than spoke it:
and the way he said it and the way ha
jooked when he sald 1t made It carry
almont the tonch of a carces. It was as
it he had sald “Sweetheart” or “Be-
loved ™ *I'll not forgetr.” eald Sam

Sister Anne gave an Impatient, an-
noyed laugh,

“Nor I,” she said |
Eam returned to New York in the
smoking-car, puffing feverish!y st his

clzar and giaring dreamlly at the amnke
He was living the day over again and.
in anticipation, the day off, sii"l to come
He rehearsed thelr next meeting at the
station; he considersd whether or not be
would meet her with & huge bunch of
violets or would have It brought to her
when they were at Juncheon by the head
walter, He decided the Jatier way would
be more of a pleanant wsurprise He
planned the luncheon. It was to bhe the

most marvelous repast he could evolve:
and, lest there should be tha slightest
error, he, would have it propared in ad-

vance—anl it should cost half his week's

salary,
He calculated that the whole day
ought to cost about 350, which, as star

reporter, was what he was then earning
each week. That wax jittle enough to
Eive for a day that would be ths birth-
day of his life! No, he contradicted—
the day he had first met her most al-
wayvs be the birthday of his life; for
never had he met one liks her and he
was sure there tover would be one like
her—she was 20 entirely superior to all
ths others, s0 fine, so difficult—in her
manner there was something that res-
dered her unapproachable. ® ¢ »

When he reached New York, from the
rpeculators be bought front-row seats at
$ for the two most popuiar plays in
town, He put them away carefully in
his walrtcont pocket. Fossesslon of
them made him feel that already he
hud obtained an option on six hours of
complete happiness,

Aller she left Sam, Slster Anne passed
hurriedly through the hospital to the
matron’'s room and, wrapping herself in
A raccoon coal. made her way to a walt-
ing motorcar and sald "Home!™ to the
chauffeur, He drove her to the Flags
family vault, as Flagg's envious million- |
aire neighbors ealled the plle of white
marble that topped the highest hill above
Greenwich, and which for years had
served as a landfall to maricers on the
Sound.

There were & number of people at tea
when she arrived and they greeted her
nolsily,

“lI have had a most splendid adven-
ture!™ maid Sister Anne. “There were
Eix of us, you know, dressed up as Red
Cross nurses, and we gave away pro-
grams.  Well, one of the New York re-
porters thought I was a real nurse and
interyiewed me about the Home. Of
courss [ knew enough about it to keop
it up, and I kept it

won't think it too presumptuous, I was |

sae you safe on the train for Gresnwich. |
Befdre you snswer.” he added hurriedly, |

taking a day off myself and doing all |

{ "Nothing.," said Anita Flags.
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“You must see the fun In & man trying
make a date with Anita
if she were nobedy!™ gyt
“T don't think,” sald Bam, “that w
idea.” Ee waved his stick n.:
. "T'm late,” he said. H
abandoned Hollis on the sidewalk, chuck.

- ling and grinning with delight. and un-
! of the mischef he had made.

wans terribly morry for me; and—"

One of the tea drinkers was little Hollls
Holworthy, who prided himself on know-
ing who's who in New Yorik He had
met Sara Ward at Orst nights and prise
fights He lmughed scornfully.

*Dan‘t you belleve it!” he interrupted.
“That man who was talking to you was
Sam “Ward, He's the smartest nows-
paper man In New York: he was just
leading you o Do you suppose there's
s reporter In America who wouldn't
know you In the dark? Walt until you
se¢ the Sunday paper.™

Sister Anne exclatmed Indigoantly.

*He did not know me!™ she protested.
*It quite upset him that I should be
wasting my life measuring out medi-
cinea upd making beds '

There was a shriesk of disbelief and
laughter. [ tald him"” continued Blster
Anne, “that 1 got 3 a montth, and he
sald I could make more as & typewriter;
and I said 1 preferred to be a mani-

’ curist. "™

“Oh, Anita™ protested the admiring
chorue, .
“And he was most indignant. He ab-
solutely refussd 1o allow me to ba a
manieurist. And he asked me to take
A day off with him and let him show me
New York. And he offered. as attrac-
tions, moving-picture shows and a drive
on a Fifth Avenue ‘bus, and feeding
peanuts (o the animals in the park. And
if I insisted upon a chaperon | might
bring one of the nursen. We're t0 mest
at the soda waler fountsln in the Geand
Central Station. He sald, ‘The day can-
not begin too soon™ ™

“Oh, Anita’™ shrieked the chorus,
Lord Deéptford, who as the newspapers

amused.
| o

nr

“I think you are work ing too hard,” he said.

porters have Dbee aKinig me

for the last three yearw; now |

kKol back ot one of them' And™ she

added, “that's all there la to that!™ * * ¢
Later Helen Page, who came to her

room to aek her about & horse she was
to ride In the morning, found het ready
for bed but standing by the open window
looking out towanl the greal ity to the
south.

When she turned Miss Page saw some-
thing In her evea that caused thal young
woman to shriek with amazemeont.

“Anita!” she exclaimed. “You erying!
What in Heaven's name can make you
ery ™

It was not & kind speech. nor did Mlss |
Flagg receive It kindly. She turned upon
the tactiess intruder

“Suppose.’ cried Anita flercely, “a man
thought you were worth 34 an month—
honestly didn‘t know'—honestly belleved
you were ppor nnd worked for your Uv-
ing, and still said your smile was warth
more than all of old mpan Flagg's mil-
lone, not knowing they were your mll-
lionn. Suppose he didn't esk any money
of you, but just to take care of you, to
slave for you—only wanted to Keep your
pretty hands from working, and your
pretty eyes from sesing sickness and
pain. Buppose you met that man among
this rotten lot. what would you do?
What wouldn't you do?*

“Why, Anita!™ exclaimed Mins Page.

“What would You do?" demanded Anita
Flagg. "This Is what you'd do: You'd
go down on your knees to that man and
szy: ‘Take me away! Take me away
from them, and pity me, and be morry |
for me, and love me—and love me—and |
love me!™

“And why dom't you™
Page.

- use 'm as rotten as= the rest of |
them!™
I'm a coward. And that's why I'm cry-
ing, Haven't 1 the right to cry ™

cried Helon ‘

At the exact moment Miss Flags was

copy editor’s clgar was tilted nesr his
left eysbrow; his blue pencil, like = gull-
lotine ready to fall upon the gullty word
or was in mid-alr;
and continually, like a hawk preparing
to strike, the blue pencil swooped and
circied,. Fut page after page fell softly
to the desk and the blus pencil remainéd
inactive. As he read, the voice of Col-
line rose in muttered ejuculations; and,
as he contnued to read, these
grew louder and more amased. At last
he could endure no more and, swinging
swiftly in him revolving chair, his glance
swept the office. “In the name of Mike!™
he shouted. “What is this?™ * * *

“What's what?™ Sam demanded.

At that moment Elllott, the managing
editor, was passing through the room,
his hands flled with freshly pulled
proofs. He swung toward Colline quickly
and snatched up Bam's copy. The story
already was late—and It was Important

“What's wrong ™' he demanded.

Over the room there fell = sudden
hush. * * *

The eyes of the managing editor,
masked by his green paper shade, Were
racing over Sam's written worde He
thrust the first page back at Collina.

*“Is it all ke that'!

“There's & column ke that!"

“Run it just as it 18’ commanded the

| ilmey., And. tn your head, cut out Flagx

| ously.

had repeatedly Informed the American | Frank O Malley famoun
public had come to the Fiaggs' country | of i
place to Lry to marry Anita Flagg, was | businesa Into the arma of what Kipling

"What an awfully Jolly rag!" he cried. |
And what are you going to do about sames day to give his whole heart to a

“The re- | his managing editor; and It was this

ridliculous | eombiln
have | penged 1o Lhe

| of honor—right-hand column:

| to

| iife forever—worse than that, had never

cried Anita Flagg. “Because  and riding-habited, sat

| the
| brought the paper to the table and, 'ﬂ.hl

munsging editor, "Use It for your In-
troduction and get your story from the

entirely. Call it "The Red Cross Girl'
And play It up strong with pletures. ™
He turned on Sam and e¢yed him curi-
a = 8

“It's not newn' sald he doubtfully:
“but i's the kind of story that made
It's tha kind
wiory ithat drives men out of this

calls ‘the {legitimate sister.’
It seldom ls granted to & man on the

- - An hour luter at the office, when Sam
ing her tea, or showizZ In her immedi-
ate surroundings any interest whatso-
ever. * * * When she had read as (ar aa
& paragraph beginaing, “When Sister
Anne walked between them those who
suffored ralsed thelr eyes to hers as fow-
ery MfL thelr fuces Lo the rain,” she drop-
ped the paper and siarted for the tele-
phone. "
“Any man,” cried she, o the mutual
discomfort of Helon Page and the serv-

phone boy hurried to him, his eyes it
with exritement

“You're wanted on the phone,” he com-
manded. His volee dropped to an awed
whisper. “Mlss Anita Flagg wahts to
speak to fou!”

The blood ran leuping to Sam's heart
and face. Then he remembered that this
was not Bister Anne who wanted
speak to him, but & woman he bhad never

ants, “who thinks I'm like that musn't | met

get away! I'm sot like that and T know | "Say you can't find me,” he directed
it; but if he thinks so that's all I want The boy gmsped, fed, amd returned
And maybe I might be like thut—if any ' precipitatels.

man would help.”™ | “The lady says she wanis yvour tele-
Bhe gave her attention to the t'-lnnhonel‘nhw number—suys sahe must have it
and “Information.” BShe demanded (o ba| “Tell her you don’'t know ft; tell her
instantly put Into communication with | it's aguinst the rules—and hang up." * * ¢
the Daily Republic snd Mr. Sam Ward. | That night Elliott, the managing edi-
She turned again upon Helen Page plor, sent for Sam: snd when Sam entered
“I'm tired of being called a lood1 his office he found also therp Walsh, the
sport,” she protested, “by men wboil'urol‘n editer, with whom he was ac-
aren’t half so good sporta aa [ am. I'm | quainted only by sight
tired of belng talked to about money—| Eillott introducsd them =mnd
as though I were n stock broker. This | to be seated
man's got & head on his sbhoulders, and | “Ward"™ he began abruptly. “I'm sorry
he's got the shouiders too;: and he's got | to Jome you, but you've got to go. It's
a good-looking head; and he | on account of that story of this morn-
thinks I'm a ministering angel and a|ing*™
saint; and be put me up on a peodestal Sam made no sign. but he was deeply
and made me dizzy—and I ke being hurt From ® paper he had served so
made dizzy; and I'm for him! And I'mliuy-ny this seamed scurvy trepatment Tt
guing after Rim!"" * * ¢ struck him alse that, considering the
Had the Republic been an afterncon | #pirit in which the story had bern writ-
paper, Sam might have been al the office |ten. Il wWas caumig him mors kKinds of
and might have gone to the telephone, | trvuble than was quite fair. The josa
and things might have happened dif-|of position 44 met disturb him. In the
ferently: but, as the Republic was a|last month too many mansging editors
morning paper, the only person in the | had tried to steal him from the Repubiic
office was the lady who scrubbed the|for him to feel anxious as to the future
floors and she refused (o go bear Lhe |50 be accepled his dismissal calmly. and

told Sam

telephone. Bo Anita Flagg sald, "1'll [could say without resentment: “Tast
call him up later,” and went happily on | nlght I though you lked the story, wir™"
ber ride, with her heart warm with jove | T dd™ returned Elllott; ~1 liked It

for all the beautiful world; but later it | ® much that I'm sending you to a big-

girl and to ba patted on the back by

atlon, an

I not the drinks he dis
ft in return for s con

gratuiations, that sent ®am home walk-
Ine on alr, * & #

The next morning she would know that
it was she of whom he had written: and |
betweenn the lines she would read that
the man who wrote them loved ber. So
he fx hsleep, Impatient for the morn-
ing., In the hotel at which he lived the

Republic was always promptly
outside him door; and, after many ex-
cursions into the hall, he at last found
it Un the front page was his story,
*The Hed Cross Girl” It hoad the place |
but more
conapicuous thaen the headlines of his |
own story was ope of Redding's photo-

placed

graphs it was the one he had !.u(—ui
of Sirter Anne when Arst she had ap- |
pre d them, in her uniform of mercy, |
wd cing across the lawn, walking |

stralght Into the focus of the camera

There was no mistaking her for any!
| other living woman; but beneath the |
ple in bald, staring, uncompromis- ]
ing M, Was A strange and gru{rlquagr
legend.

Daughter of Milllonaire Flazgg.™ it|
read, “in & New Role. Miss Anita Flagg
as the Hed Cross Girl™

For a long time Bam looked at the |
picture, and then, foiding the paper so
that the picture was hidden, he walked
the open window, * * * A girl he
knew had died, had passed out af his

existed; and yet the city wenl oh Just
as though that made no difference, or
just as little difference as it would have
made had Sister Anne really lived and
really died.

At the same early hour, an hour far
too early for the rest of the house party,
Anita Flagg and Helen Page,
alone At the
table, their tea before them: |
hands of Anita Flagg llni
Repubdic. Miss Page had

breakiast
and in the
Daily

prociaiming hersell a moral coward, in offected Indignation at the impertiBence

the local room of the Republic Colling, |of the press, had poloted at the frong | up!™

the copy editor. was editing Sam's story | page photograph; but Miss Flagg wl

up #o well that bejof the laying of the cormerstone. The ! not looking st the photograph, or drink-

| had meant to him®

was too late. it" place where you can get bigger
To keep bimself fit, Sam Ward always | stories We want You to act as our
walked to the office. On this particular | fpecial correspondent In Landon Mr

morning Hollis Holworthy wus walking | Walsh will explain the work: and |f
| you'll go you'll sall next Weodnesdur.""
| After his talk with the forelgm editor
| Sam again walked home on alr. = = @
Had Bister Anne lived, she would have
underatond . and he would have laid him-
aelf nnd his new posttion at her ferl and
begged her to necept them—hbegged her
to ran away WwWith him to this tremen-
dous and terrifying I of the world
|u1-1 sinrt the new life logether

AmonE all the w he knew, there
'I\a_! non® In laks or Dlice, * * *
| As a matter of fact. in approaching her

In the bellef that he was addressing

entirely different person, Shm had got
nearer to the reul Anita Flage than had
any “ther man rhe knew 1 but
Sam did not know 1 vnid so—when on
arriving st pext morning,

the office the

| which was a Friday vivedl & tele-

feclings, She turned miserably,
ingly to Helon Page.
“But why does he do it to me™™
Hefore Miss Faze could venture upon
an explanation, A a Flage had changed
into m Very angry young woman

appeal-

- w

“And whal's more.” ashe announced,
“ha can't do It tn me ™ '
Ehe sent her telexram back again as
it wmas, word fior word, buot this time it
was signed, "Sister Anne

In an hour the answer came:. “Sinter
‘Anne Ils the person to whom [ refer
She ia dead. " = = =

Faturday night he went to the theater
for which he had purchased tieketa And
he went alons, for the place that Sistr

Anns was 1o have Tiled

filled by any oth peraon It wuull
have been sacriece Al least, = 1
pleased him to pretend * * * Jle wan
Elad he was leaving New York, He was
glad he was going where nothing would
remind him of her. Amd then he glanced
up—and looked mraight o her eyves

He was reated (n th ont row, di-
rectly on the alsle weatl Sister
Anne was supposed to be occupying was
on his right, and a few seats farther
to his right rose the stags box: and In
tha stage box. alinost upon the stage,
and with the glow of the

in her face, was Anita Flagg, smiling
delightedly down on hin There were
others with het He had a confused
impresston of bulgmg shirt-fromts, and

shining i)
plumes upon
he reengnar

. hnd diamomds, and drooplng
enormous hata e theught
Laord Deptford and Hol-
wurths bt the only person he dis-
tingutshed clearly wus Anlta Flagg. The

girl was all in black wvelvet, which was
- drawn to her 6 v like m wet bathing
suit; rmuml her throst was a singie

walting for an assignment, the telr—!

to |

could hot be |

Isughs st Bim be oan't understand it
That's the trouble. I could see that when
I waa telling him."™

“Telling him!™  repeated Miss Flags—
“*Telling him what™" .

“About what & funny Story you made
of iL"” explained Holworthy. “About his
having the nerve to ask you to feed the
monkeys and to lunch with him. ™

Misa Flagg Interrupted with a gasping
intake of her breath.

“Oh!" she sald softly. “Ho—eo you loid
him that, did you? And-—what else did
r)‘nu tell him™
| "Only what you told us—that ha said

‘the day could not begin tooc soon;’ that
| he sald he wouldn't let you be s mani-

cure and wash the hands of men who
| weren't fit to wash the streets you
walked on'*

There was a Dnuse

“IMd T tell you he said that™ breathed
| Anita Flags.

“You know you did,” sald Holworthy
| Thers was another pause
| T must have been mad!™ said the miri

There was & longer pause and Hol
worthy shifted uneasily

“I'm afrald you are angr?y.” he wer
tured
f “Angry'' exciaimed Mine Flageg. 1

iuhnuld say | was angry'—but not with
you. JI'm wvery much pleased with you
| At the end of the Act I'm going 1o Jet
| you take me out Into the lobhy *

With his arms tightly folded, Sam =at
wtaring unhappily ot the stage and sae-
| Ing nuthing. He was sorty for himes'f
because Anita Flagx had destroyed his
leal of & sweet and noble woman—and
he was sorry for Miss Flagg becauses a
man had been rude to her That ha
happened to be that man d¥ not make
his morrow and indignation the jeas in-
tense:. and, indeed, so missrable was he
and =0 miserable were hia looks, that his
| friends on the stage considered sending
him a note, offering., If ha would take
himself out of the front row. to give him
back his money at the bax offies ® * ¢
When the curtaln fell he still remained
weatd. He knew before the second act
thers was an interminable walt: but hs
did not want o chatice running into Hol-

worthy in the Jobby and he told himself
it would be rude To abandon Sister
Anne. BHut he mow was not »a consclous

of the imaginary Sister Anne as of the
actual hgx party on his near right, whoe
were laughing and chattering wvolubly
He wondered whether they laughed at
him—whether Miss Flagg wers again eo-
tertaining them at his expense. again
muaking his advances r ridiculous

g

He was 8o sure of It that he fushed in-
dignantiy
rude

And then,

TUunNt

He was glad he had been

Al his olbow, there was the
and a beautiful Sgure, all

s uf

in hiack velvet, towered abova him, then
tawidsd past him ind sank oto the

v seal Al hi= =ide He was too
tartled to nl Misa Anmita Flags
seemed In that and to wish
to give him . f.r, without rezarding
him In the least, and ax th h to estah.

lish the fact that she Rad coms 1o stay,

she borati caimly and deliberately t
mave the bell-like hat. This accompl
wil, ahe hent toward him, her ayes Joak-

ing straight
ing him. 1

inta hin, her amile repromch-

the familiur tone of an oid

| gram reading, “A tomarrow W gnd denr friend she =aidl 10 him gentl:

from Greenwich; cannot hegin *This in e dny vou planned for me

[t woon, dont f 3 promised to, P'an’'t von unk You've wastea nuiis

mesl e Anila he Waws able)enough of 1t~

o reply ‘Extremely sorry ul promiise Sam looked back Inta the syves, and

madde to a different person wWha uUn-|saw in them no trace of Inughter orF of

fortunalely has since : mackery, but, instead, gentle reproof and
When Anita Flasg d this telegram | appeal—and something cle= that, In tum

there lenned hor jovely ries tvars | begged of Bim to e gentle

thiat sprang from self-pliy and w "nflfi"-‘i Far & moment, too disturhed 1o speak,

he looksd at her

'

miscrably, remorse.

t's not

“It's Bister
agnin'!"’

The girl shnok her head

N Anita Flagg. I'm not

litka the girl you thought ynua met
I did mav all ¢t things He wrthy
you I sasl. but thet wis bhefors 1

i;-: wil—before | read what
abont Sister Anne—about

Antta Flaez at all™ he said
Anne come back to life

Ls

A b
nm

yor) =rote
tha kind ot
When T read
W a man
orn

f‘ﬂla!
Webs

you
kind
dug
WRS
And
Rimter
And 1
I wanted you

new you ha
nnd gentle, aod I knew »
ut something that 1 4

that no one else had

really

il not

kno

frmblwred how you calie
1 mean ths way yo a4
| wiunted 1o hear 1t again
o sy L

She lifted her
very near him
brushed agatest hin arm
The young people In
not know they were
plone—as much aline

face W

0. near tha ulder

- s =

front
haervet

raw did
They wers
# though they were

teated in a biplar swevplng above the
clouds

"Say It again,' prompled Anits Flage
“SEay Sister

"I will nol!'" returned the youns man
firmly. “But 1I'll say this." he whispered
“T'll say you're the must wonderful, the
mosl beautiful, and the fnest woman

who has ever lived
Anita Flagg's ever loft his quicklr, and

with her head bhent. she stared at the
basw drum in the orchestra
“ dan't know she sald, "'but that

sounde just “as good '
When the curtain wns abont o rise she

as thnugh he thought she was speaking
not to him but some one beyond him,
across the alsle And then his ryes re-
turned to the stage and did not again |

“I'm afrald you lose.” he sald, He halt-
ed to give Holworthy the hint (o leave

him, but Holworthy had no such Inten-

tion, » v » ook toward her. It was not the cut;
“And, Instead of your fooling her.,” |direct, but It was a cut that hurt; and
excinimed Holworthy incredulously, “she|in thelir turn the eves of Miss Flage
wos having fun with you'" quickly mought the stam Al the rn---i
With difficulty Sam smiled ment, the people In the audience hap-|

pened 1o be Jaughing: and she forced a
smile and then laughed with them, * = *®
For five minutes, conscious of the foot-
lights, Miss Flagg muintained upon her
lovely face a fixed and (ntent expression,
and then slowly and unobtrusively dpew
back to a seat In the rear of the box
In its darkest recesses she found Hoi-
worthy. shut off from a wview af the
stage by a barrier of women's hata
“Your friend Mr. Ward,'™ she began
abruptly In a whisper., “is the rudest,

“So It would seem.” he sald

“She eettalnly made an awfully funny
story of it!” exclaimed Holworthy ad-
miringly. T thought ske making
it up—ahe must have made some of It up.
She sald you asked her to take a day
off in New York. That lan't =0, iw Il'.’"]

“Yes, that's =o0.""

“By Jove™ eried Holworthy—"and that
you Invited her to see Lhe moving pleture
shows ™™ .

Sam, conscious of the dearly bought

Was

tront row seats In his pocket, smiled | most (ll-bred person [ ever met, When
pleasantly. I talked to him the other day I thought
“Did she say I said that—or you?™ he [he wa* nice. He was nice But he
asked. | has behaved abominably—like a boor—
“"She did.” ||1'ko a sulky child. Has he no sense of
“Well, then, | must have sald " y humor* Beécause | played a joke on him,
Holworthy roared with amusement |in that any reason why he should hurt

me "
"llllrl

“And that you Invited her 10 feed pea-

nuts to the monkeys at the 2007 ron?™'  exclalmed little Hol-!

Sam avolded the little man's pryving | worthy In amazement. *‘Don’t be rid.lcu-|
eyes, lous! How could he hurt you? Why |
“Yes. 1 sald that too | should you care how rude he i8? Ward's |
“And 1 thought sHe was making it a clever fellow, but he fanciea himself |
exclalmed Holworthy, “We did| He's conceited. He's too good looking: |

and a ot of silly women have made such |

laugh! You must wea the fun of it your-
| | A |a fuss over him. S0 when one of them i

/“‘-‘é/ Z
z - =2

uptonn and they met upposite the ca-|siring of pearls; end on her halr of gold- | told bim to take ber back tn her box, s
thedrnl en-rod wae a greal hat of black velvel, [ that he could meet her friende and go
“You're the vory mun [ want waid | “haped like & bell, with the curving lips | on with them when thes
Huolwarthy joyously you've zot to de-jof a 1IN And from bheneath Its birim wd the rear e phe haited
cide a bet’ Anita Flagw, sitting rigidly erect with We « ere this act' she saul, “or—
He lurped and fell into sten w Sam. | her white-gloved hands resting lightly on | n CAT in front of the theatar—wa
“It's one 1 made In ght = Nitm | her knee, was gazsing down at him, | sught go to the park and take a turn or
Flage Hhe thinks you in't ktwow whao | smiling with pleazure, with surprise, with | two—or 1hree Which would you pre-
she was yesterday, and | eabd that was | cxcitement fer™
| ridieulouw. Of course vou knew, T bet When she maw that, In =pite of her “Ien’t make mo laugh!” said Sam
her a theater party altvred appearance, ke recognized her An they sat all together at supper with
To Sam It seemed hardly fair that so | she bowed 30 violently and bent her [those of the box party, but paying no
soon, before his fresh wound had even | hend =0 sagerly that above her the |atleation to them whatsoever, Anita
been dressed, it should be lorn open by | ostrich plumes dipped and courtesied ke | Flagg sighed contentedly.
impertinent fingers: bt he had no right | wheat In a storm But Sam neither “Thers's oniy one thing.'* =he sajd t
to take offense How yild the man, or | howel nop courtesied. Instead, he turned | Sam, “that ls making me unhappy: and
any ong else, know what Sister Anbe | hi=s head slowly over his left shoulder, | because it is such sall news I haven't tok

vou. It is this: I am leaving America
I am guing to spend the winter in Lon-
don. 1 sail next Wednesday,"

“My businéess ls to gather news' said
Samn, “but in all my life I pever guthered
such good news as that”

“Good newsn!"' exclaimed Anita

“Beeause,” explained Sam, I am leav-
ing America—I am spending the winter
in England—1 am malling on Wednesday
No: I also am unhappy, but that is not
what makes me unhappy.”

“Tell me,” begged Anita,

“Seme day,”” sald Sam

The day he chose to tell her was the
first day they wera at sSea—as thev
leaned upon the rail, watching Fire Is-
land disappear.

“This Is my unhappiness.” sald Sam—
and he pointed to a name on the pas-
=enger st It was: "“The Earl of
Deptford, and valet”” “And bechuse has
s on board!"

Anita Flagg gnozed with interest at a
pursulng seagull,

“He s not on bhoard.” she sald. “He
changed to another boal™

Sam felt that by a word from her =
great weight might be lifted from his
soul. He looked at her appeallngly—
hungrily

“Why did he change”  he begmed.
Anita Flagg =hook har head In won-
der. She smiled st him with amused
despalr,

“Im that all that l» worrving vou™ als
sald. .

"

b




