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MARION AND "THE LAST ROSE OF SUMMER"
BY JANE WHITAKER

ROSES!
Each of us has an obsession. With some it is a gourmand love of good

food, with others a craze for pretty clothes, and some love the cold, soulless
glitter of diamonds, but Marion loved roses.

As a child she used to beg them from the florists after the flowers had
begun to wither so they were no longer saleable, and she would carry them
to the place she called home, and watch them so eagerly, catching up ea'ch
topping petal, to kiss it and caress it and put it carefully away until it
crumbled at her touch.

Marion had no memory of her father, and of her mother well, her
- mother was just a rose that was withering for lack of proper care, a rose

that drooped and shed its petals day by day until the stalk stood naked
and ugly, and then, with a little sigh, the rose was quite dead.

Marion was a stenographer then, and she did not look unlfke a rose
nerseit, with her slender pale beauty,
and the proud way she held her head.

She always had a rose on .her desk
and it was this the vulture first no-
ticed. The vulture had a daughter
the age of Marion and he protected
his daughter against every chill wind,
but Marion was legitimate prey for
the vulture.

He baited his first lure with a huge
bunch of American beauty roses, the
passion-ma- d red, languorous, ng

flowers, and Marion held
her breath in joy.

"Oh, you are so good," she half
whispered to him. "I always wanted
American beauty roses and I never
had them." And somehow the vul-

ture didn't seem to have such greedy
eyes, nor did his smile seem so

to her.
Granted that Marion was weak,

else the story would never have been
told, still the thing that obsesses one
is hard to fight, even if it is only
roses.

It doesn't matter what more he got
Marion, because the rest never count-
ed. The beautiful clothes, the cold,
glittering diamonds, or the luxurious
flat it was just the roses that she
surrounded herself with, to lay her
face on their cool scented petals at
night, to crush her lips against their
cool softness by day.

But Marion, the rose, withered as
other roses do, and the vulture brut- -
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ally threw her aside. She didn't mind
when she lost the flat nor when she
sold her diamonds and had to clothe
herself in poor raiment while she
hunted work, but the thing that ob-

sessed Tier the rose was gone, and
to her it was like the death of an
only child.

She had been ill for some days,
and yet she had crawled out in the
inclement weather, searching for
work, and tonight she was almost
happy, for she had picked up a rose
on the street, a rose that someone
had carelessly stepped on but it
was a rose.

It stood in a broken glass in her
room and already one of its petals
had fallen. Perhaps It was hopeless
because there was a curious odor in
the room, heavy, sickening, that
seemed to come from a gas jet in the
corner and perhaps it didn't like the
feverish light in Marion's eyes, as
she lay slowly poisoning herself with
that obnoxious odor, but Marion was
happy.

A belated hurdy-gurd- y stopped in
the street to squeak out its last
music for the night some synco-
pated melody that held no beauty.

Marion's eyes closed. She was
very drowsy and very contented. And
another petal fell from the heart of
the rose and then the tune of the
hurdy-guijl- jr changed, and slowly
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