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has links and invisible wires: it connects

the most dissoclated ideas. A
“Or Amela,” she cried cLlckly and fev-
“Yes, Ameiia. Oh, 1 know what
d. He has grown freckles; he
d with pimples: his complex-
n lured to its ruin, and he has
wuiting the Amberg-Hutchinson.
ing the process of eradication or
umell on—I1 might say Amella-ration,
t punning s so low and so obsolete—
= has fallen in love with him. Think
w dramatic it would be to find her at
feet, swearing that unless he would
ers ne should go, with ali his freckles,
erdition. Wouidn't 1t be lovely? Yet

: t be so, mightu't it?”

= rattied on, and they both laughed,
sJways did when she let herself
matter how idlotic were her sal-
e feit thankful to see that Charlie
ngion was amused. She was frighis
Charlie Covington; he was so
and so sinister. She could always
h Jack Childers, whose first want
mly want—perhaps—was enter-

s he has ‘liaisoned’ with Lamp-
' she continued recklessly al-
iiting over her words., *“He has
ome aware that she might look well
tights, as leader of the Amazon march
Folie, and he has been trying to
jade her. Think of him kneeling to
p-Post Lucy! He wouid just reach
5 v the top of her Wellington boots.
uch a womanly woman! 1'd give a
€X's salary—though I need it for my
rent—if it were  Lamp-Post Lucy.
5 dn't you, Charlle? Charlie, you are

proper, so pitifuliy, so abjectly proper,
at if Lucy wore tights and T had to
criticize her you would say: ‘Sallle, you
are @ woman. Dismiss the ribald subject

& few words'"™

It was hard work to go the pace, but
Sallie felt that she was achieving her

ual success. Jack Chiiders was cun-

sed with Jaughter; and though it was
a blow to her amour propre, she realized
thet the stuff she talked was quite silly,
end wondered how any man could ap-
preciate 1t. Sull, Charlle Covingrton was
also laughing. As a rule, Sallie enjoyed
wr own witticiems, and honestly thought

» e

at she was at times quite briliiant. To-
however, her own humor palled
er as veriest twaddle. She was not

he mood

e must give them some more. *“‘Stay!”
she went on, in mock tragedy. “We are
forgetting Happy Hippy, nd—when 1

a
rot

come to think of it—the ability that
st is the heavily veiled lady is wvery
sirong Happy Hippy couldn’t be wveiled
too heavily 1o suit me. 1 couid stand

! i face draped in cachemire. It

Happy Hippy
of journal-
1d doctors, and min-
and commercial
ving heart. She
ing, and she has
1 fascipating way
yw to flatter men,

mprovement.
b ol

o, T
€SS men
. =t has =a
t up with any
srsuasive a

th

r. &he knows
8 ac s love 10 be flattered. (N. B.—
I don’t flatter "em.) It might

Hippy. Stranger things have
ped sudden]y. She might be
a good cause, but she was
stable thing in her effort to
Y. had it nausea and dis-
just a8 few wurs earlier, when she
Miss Elsenstein debiting Mr. Green
list of candidates for the position
nquent Yet she herseif—even
t doing it seriousiy—

ace of emulating Miss
ired example. Decency

k '}Jil\'vﬁi.
kK Childers, like a
ing for a story to be fin-

1 Jack
After
suggesting An-
was an ugly
and it had gone
purposes, The
itito the Twenty-
1 and she s=ald good-
wilders Charlie Coving-
d they left the train
Bhe saw Mr. Childers, Jeft
inevitable newspaper from
immerse himself in its
the train had start-
ered at the singular
i presentiment in
ninety-nine out of
in the psychic sense?
lack it was! How
that those who were en-
the possibility of seeing what
1ing beneath their own -noses
arded as uncanny and su-
pernormal. Could it

od child ask

*“Ihere is
= e had

:A'“

no more.” she sald.
started it by
opd; but It
¢ with mud,
s Por =il

al

ur

ne

sad

noimal to know

be

, to be quite ignorant until some-
4

came alon and fell upon you,
out of you?

there wes noth-
tic about her, and
istomed to dwell upon
f presentiments. She followed

ton dowun the stairs of the

to
Ballle

ot
ave 2 Welsh rabbit, Sallie,” he
hang our ancestors!”
with her

so occupied
thoughts that 3 rabblt of any mnation-
alily whatsoever would have been equally
T He took her arm, and they

¢ of the ever open restaurants
the wvicinity of Sixth avenue

third street. It was not a

el resort, and cer-
harlie would not be likely to meet
of the swagger acquaintances
» regard him as the im-
ubmar Apparently, on
fastidious sentiments
Sallie one restaurant
I as another, and—when
E n better. Just now noth-

Ing mattered very much.

“I wish you were not in for that very
unpieasant plece of work, Sallle,” said
Charlie, when the meal was seryed.
brought me here t6 lecture
she asked, with a rather dangerous

m in her eye, for she had not ap-
inted this tete-a-tete and was not anx-

lle in
nd Twenty-

tic

“Have you
me?

No,” he said siowly; “but I can't help
thinking that you must have some rea-
1 for wishing to undertake this work.
1"t ltke you to grovel in vulgar re-
porting. You've 1o0ld me so oftep how
you loathed the idea of it, and how sorry
you felt for the men who were forced
to L™

Sallle was desperate. She felt
bhunted antelope must feel on
of being brought to bay.
I have & reason?” she gsked.

as the
the verge
“Well, suppose
“What of

1t? Let vs edmit that I have a reason.
And then?”
“And then?’ he repeated gently. The

eympathy In his soul had so often gone
forth to meet that which lurked in hers,
even though she had scarcely realized It.
“"And then? There is no ‘and then." Mere.
ly if you have a reason—may I not, as an

old friend, know 1t?""

Sallie was furious. The delicacy of his
appeal was lost upon her., Bhe was tan-
gied up in the intricacies of a problem
that was ing to prove odlox:ul{l unfnte-
ful, and there was no rest for her in the
usual haven of “an oid friend.”

“No,” she retorted sharply. “I 414 not
say that I had any reason. You said It,
and T will admit it if only to let the
matter dr;&. Do stop being an old friend,
Charlie. e only excuse for old friends
i, it seems to me, their inquisitiveness.
They feel that they must know every-
thing; that they have a perfect right to
know everything. It is & nuisance. 1
hate being catechized and cross-examined
for no other reason than because an old
friend wants to know. It is most exas-
?er“d,m' Be anything—but not an old
riend.”

Sallle was sorry the instant her grace-
less words were spoken; she was sorry
because she disliked the idea of person-
ally 1nﬂ1cﬂn¥ pain upon anybody. If to
be “an old friend” & man must be dis-
interested, unselfish, consistently devoted,
watchful, Charlie Covington
the right to be called one.
But Sallle did not stop to realize this.
I'he treasures at hand are not always the
treas that appeal. The balo looks
a distance, 'l

“Torgive me, Charlle,” she said, as she
saw his hand tremble. “But you do wor-
ry & fellow so! Don't you, now? I didn’t
mean what 1 said about ‘an old friend.
Al least, it doesn't apply to you. I'm
fractious to-night and out of sorts. And
I ~d°:‘£ want to be questioned. Let us
L'u-'k of something more cheerful.”

He was anxious to humor her—she could
not guess jyst then how anxious. In some
things, as she knew he was almost clair-
voyant; in others he was lamentably ob-
tuse. This annoyed her, as the combina-
tion was unusual, and often unpleasant.

“Before you came into Jack's office to-
night,” he said lightly, “he had just been
confiding in me. Good old Jack! 1 don’t
know any man with so many lovable
characteristics,. He told me that every-
thing at last had been definitely settled.”

Sallle Jooked a2t him in odd bewilder-
ment. As she had gsked him to clnnf.
the conversation to some cheerful topic,
this was probably a cheerful topie. ut
what was it? And ?ust for one moment—
she remembered this afterward—she did
uot w;!nég kﬁovr. . '

“Yes,” arlie went on amiably—at the
sdjoining table they were drinking cham-
pagne, and Sallie heard shrieks ?), laugh-
ter—*you know it has been a sort of tacit-
Iy unZermod thing for a long time. The
aunt has always desired it, but it geemed
to hang fire, you know. Jack is such an
indolent hoy, and =0 dreadfully matter of
fact. But the other night, as he
me, things came 1o a head, and it is now
an event that may be discussed.”

“What is?”

Ballie could bardly hear

her own voice In the babel of noise that

r from the rowdy teble near her.

here were two “ladies” in the party.
One wore a very bright red blouse. Saille
observed all this, and seemed to be ab-
sorbing it all, as though her question
“What 1s?7" did not genuinely concern her.

“Why, the engagement,” replied Mr.
Covington. “Ivy and Jack. Kind friends
have given them to each other for years,
but, positively, I think that Jack was
absolutely too lazy to p_the question
and settle matters. As for Ivy—well, I've
always considered her a greuy little fci-
cle. But now we have changed all that.
1 suppose that he will tell you later. Jack
is abominably diffident, and 1 {hink he
has a kind of horror of the news get-
ting out in the office. He told me that
the one thing in the world he has al-
ways dread was a siiver tea set from
the staff or a loving cup with & senti-
ment on it."

The woman in the red blouse was grow-
ing so obstreperous that the proprietor
of the restaurant, who was, as a rule,
warranted not to see anything until it
knocked against him, came up and made
a-few pungent remarks. Sallie’s eves were
riveted upon the table. Charlie’s words
sounded like the murmur of a phono-
graph. She feit she must wait until he
ran dowr, and ihen—she would wind him
up again.

""Argo:n': vou listening, Sallie?”" he asked.
“Did you know this?”

There was a draught blowing in from
an open window. Sallie shivered. She
looked pinched with cold. Her hand shook
as she lifted a gilass to her lips. She
sent him away to have the window closed
but he came back. Windows were closed
so quickly nowadays. There was no use
sending any one off to close a window,
in the hope that the process would be
laborious, and would keep him empioyed
for hours—for. days. Sallie drew pRerself
together with an effort, .

“How quick you were,” she said, and
she smiled. *“Thank you. Let me see,
you were saying—oh, yes, about Mr. Chil-
ders. No. he did not tell me; but per-
haps, as you say, he felt diffident. He
«wought of the silver tea set to which I
might contribute, or the loving cup with
‘God Bless Our Home' on it."”

She laughed npoisily, and the sound re-
minded her of the cachinnation she had
heard from the woman with the red
@louse. “But one must give something,
you know, I think I'll collect my criti-
cisms and have them bound iIn ivery,
chased with orange blossoms. Is—is—I§
Ivy a very nice girl, Charlle? But she
must bg, Do you know her?”

Charlie Covington looked surprised at
Sallie's quick change from shiver to fever,
for he could see that she was burning.

Perhaps she was 1, but—
“1 have met her.” he replied. *“Iimag-
ine that she is a very charming girl—

very guileless and ingenuous—the sort of
girl before-whomn one would be afraid to
say ‘Boo!" Mrs. Hampton has brought
her up very carefully, and she is most
exclusive, She knows nobody except a
few girl friends. 1 was quite surprised
ag, the receﬁlion downtown last month to
see her talking with Stuyvesant. By the
by, 1 shall always think of him now. as
your great reportorial subject—""
“Don’t,” she said recklessly; and he
thought, for the first time, that she look-
ed old and care streaked. Perhaps she
was on the verge of a fever or of some-
thing dangerous. She looked changed.
“1 was joking, Sallie,” he declared ten-

derly. *‘1 should hate to think of Stuy-
vesant as anybody’'s subject. Why was
1 aliuding to him? Oh, 1 was sayl that
Ivy Hampton is so exclusive that 1 was

surprised to sce her talking with Stuyve-
sant.”

“The matinee girl knows no barriers.”
ghe sald_ with a dim smile. *““The most
exclusive malden thaws for a moment in
the sun of a favorite actor. Is Ivy—is
Miss Hampton good?”

He laughed. *Good as they are made,”
he ssseried. ““A perfect little Puritan.
Jack himself has often told me that he
was positively afraid of her. Why—for-
give me, Salife, but it’s the ‘old friend’
again—he wouldn't even dare to let her
read your criticisms. Isn’'t It funny?
And Jack's so different.”

Sallie sat there wondering. What a re-
lief it would be if she should discover
later on that everything she had heard
to-day was—something else! If she couid
but be drugged into some such certainty!
What an escape it would be from a tor-
tuously horrible nightmare! And again
her intuition came from its lair, luminous
as a shaft of light. It was useless to
buoy herself up with false hopes. She
knew—

Charlie Covington was half way
through the speech that followed this pe-
fore she heard him.

“*Sallie,” he said, "“I've been thinking it
over for a long time, but I never spoke
to you before, because—well, because it
séemis to me that you have some eort
of a career ahead of you, and T thought
it would be rather brutal for me to in-
terfere with it. But—-but—all this talk
about Jack and Ivy is contagious. It
makes its own appeal. And, as you are
launching forth into a kind of work that
will lead to nothing but chagrin_ disgust
and disappointment—ah, I know ' it so
well, Sallie—1 can't help thinking that I
need be sillent no longer. We have known
each other a long time, haven't we? You
have llked me—don't you think you have,
Sallie? You do like me? Would you—
would vou—follow in the footsteps of Jack
Childers and Ivy Hampton? 1 love you,
and 1 can't flatter myself that 1 have
concealed {t. I've tried to put the feel-
ing aside and to believe that you, Sallle,
had other aims in life than marriage.
But you haven’t, have you? Won't you
come and redeem my lonely bachelor life
—for 1I"'mn getting on, my dear., and/am
growing horribly bachelory. Won’'t vou
help me out and leave this work, and this
newspaper turmoil, and this association
with horrors, and all this fag of night
vmr}( forever? WIll you, Sallie? Do say
yes.”

For a moment she felt inclined to say,
“Won't you please let me hear it all over
again?’ She had really absorbed so little
of it; but of course she had heard quite
enough. Besides, it would be quite heart-
less to make him repeat a speech that
was deliciously improvised, and—well, she
was probably quite heartless: still, she
would not descend to such cruelty.

She was surprised to find that she was
perfectly unruffied and quite as composed
as she had been while watching the wom-
an with the red blouse. That perfect lady
was quite quiet now.

“It is good of you, Charlie,” she said
affably, *“"to throw yourself at me. poor
spinster. 1 wish 1 could say yes. It
would really be so nice. But I can’t_old
chap. I'm not the marryving sort. You
know that. 1 suppose I'm Iincorrigible,
and that [ really like—though 1 pretend
J don’t—all the excitement and worry of
Newspaper Row, 1 should be a hideous
thing In wives, and quite mercenary. I
told Mr. Childers the other day that if
I ever captured anybody willing to pay
my rent I would never show myself again
in the vicinity of Newspaper Row. | also
said that the woman who iInvented earn-
ing her own living ought to be compelled
to do it through eternity. I sald some

very weary, discontented things, I re-
member. Perha{s I thought them at that
moment. I think I did, for we were talk-

ing about Anastasia Atwood, who was sit-
ting alone at Mouquin's, while she owned
a real husband. At this moment, Charlle,
those are not my sentiments. Thank you,
old man. Did you really mean 1t?"

He did not answer her, but called the
waiter for the bill, added it with elabor-
ate and consclientious care. and lighted a
cigarette. Then he heiped her on with
her jacket, waited while she buttoned It
and walked with her to the street.

Her temporary jauntiness had left her,
and she felt as {f to scream would be the
acme of joy. But she did not scream.
His ellence jarred her, and they walked
through the deserted streets until they
reached her house without uttering a
word. Then he asked her if she had the
key, and she waved it In front of him.
She wished that he would say something,
and would gladly have done so herself.
But she could think of nothing that would
fit the situation, which was embarrass-
i His voice was suave as usual as he
sald good-night, and she ran up the steps
and left him. /

CHAPTER XII

“In my young days,” sald Mrs. Hamp-
ton, harking a bly back to former
times, with the ®rchaeological diffidence
8o popular with mature ladies possessing
moral minds—"in my young days girls
were less apathetic than they seem to be
to-day. It was never considered bad form
to show a little enthusiasm_ some slight
symptom of excitement, a certain degree
of d;;ardoruble pride, when an eminently
satisfactory engagement was made pub-
lic. But you, my dear lvy—well, It seems
scarcely possible to realize that anything
has occurred. And yet—It was what we
all wanted, what we all exgected. It is
extremely gratifying, even though it may
not be startling owonderfnl."

Ivy Hampton st look out of the
window of the apartments in Central Park

West and beating a monotonous tattoo
on the ow Her pose was care-
less and unst . and the girlish out-
line of her figure a led picturesquely
to Mrs. Hampton. e last of a bevy of

had been serv.

“girl friends” to whom she
ing afternoon tea had
and Miss Ham felt

Every de.u’% o n

bty

her engagement to Jack
been thoroughly threshed

'

out, and she was rather tired of the sub-
ject. Fow t ey had 1! g ssiped, a d
chatterey, ana frizvoled, and what &
realth of (o gratu ation they had siow-
er d upon her! ‘They were ¢asy, mnocent,
amiabie little giris, and the idea that this
iiitle pray Puritan, with (he :hlning s I-
ve.-gold nair, was rea.y aboul .0 setue
into austere matronhcoed, interested them.
It was an event that has never yet falled
to say things—and to whisper others—:o
the youthful feminine hcart. Ivy was
such a delightfully prim and quaint youns
person. They were afraid to say too
much to her, for she wore her maiden-
hood so persistently and w:t, =0 uuu b
pictorial display. Her “r luctant fiet”
seemed to be unbudging. They could not
ifmagine those feet trotting nimbiy into
the eternal circle of marriage. vy was 0
absolutely unemotional, such an unyield-
ing little iceberg, that they hesitated at
lavishing upon her their s.y, girl-simple,
winking Innuendos.

She had poured cut tea tor them, and
sat, Idly diffident, listening to their coy
suggestions. Mrs. Hampton rose to the
occaslon, and frankly admitted her pleas-
ure. It was a relief to her to know tnat
Ivy’'s future was arranged with such ad-
mirable precision and certainty, and a.-
though the girl's apathy surpriscd her,
she was not entirely displeased at it; for
was it not the result of perfect educa-
tion, distinct good breeding, and an «Xx-
cellent bringing up? Everythlng that Ivy
did had the unmistakable cachet of tie
gentlewoman. This lack of enthusiasm
was not poetic, or romantic, or inspl. ing,
but it was quite irreproachable. Fire-
works were for S8arah Jane, and untram-
meled joy on the subject of marriage was
if not positively indecent, at least an in-
dication of a family herald mind.
don't know if you hear me,

Mrs. Hathpton we«nt on some-
what impatiently. “I was saying that in
my young aays, even & geanuewoman was
quite justified in betraying a note or two
of le@itimate satisfaction when her en-
gagement was made public.”

1vy turned from the window, and walk-
ed with her slow, listless grace into the
room.

““There is nothing to be wildly excited
about,” she said drawlingly. “Jack is not
a gay cavalier who has ridden in to the
field to win at the sword's point. We've
known each other all our lives. Our inter-
course has been flavored, by the certain
knowledge that one of “these days we
should surely marry. You've known it;
I've known it; he has known it. It is
very pleasant, of course, because I know
him so well. There is little to learn.
Even frequent uncertainties, such as
whether he likes his meat cooked rare
or brown, his eggs soft or hard, his po-
tatoes fried or builed, are out of the ques-
tion. It is all very happy, but not at all
stlznng. is it? You see, I know him so
well"

Perhaps Mrs. Hampton felt that the
apathy of the gentlewoman went a few
inches too far, but she did not say so.
She continued:

“But the cap, my dear Ivy, fits both
ways. You know Jack so well and so
completely that you cannot possibly go
wrong. And he can lay claim to the same
legitimately acquired knowledge. He also
knows you.”

Ivy looked far across the park, where
some children were scampering away
thelr juvenile energies. She could not,
however, repress a simle as she heard
Mrs. Hampton's words.

“Do you think I am complex?'" she
asked. Like most people with mental or
physical warp she loved discussing her-
self, and listening to the best or to the
worst—it did not much matter which.
Miss Hampton beionged to the enormous
class of seif-epicures who haunt the
rooms of palmists and mind-readers and
card manipulatois, direly anxious to hear
what they may gf themselves from the
lips of-others.

““No, my dear,” replied Mrs. Hampton,
with fat unctlon. *“You are 28 legible as
a book—more legible than a good many, I
think. I fancy 1 know every thought that
passes through your mind. I believe—al-
though I am not sure—that while you do
not love Jack as fervently as cook seems
to love that annoying policeman (by the
bye, Ivy, the joint of beef we had for
dinner last has dwindled down to a mere
bone), yet—yet you are sincerely attached
to him in your own little Puritan way."”

“Jack is a good fellow,” said Ivy, with
a sigh. She would have saild the same
thing of the annoying policeman. Good

fellows were enviable Institutions in a
world that occasionally wagged labo-
riously. But they did not stir the pulses,
or gquicken the emotions, or cast rosy
lights . upon the monotony of the land-
scape. They were comfortable pieces of

_furniture, with no rough edges, and as

:eunl thing they could be folded up

ut aside.

‘‘He will be an ideal husband,’” resumed
Mrs. Hampton complacently. “He is so
easy-going, 8o courteous, so good-na-
tured, I can't think ¢f any man with

‘many really lovable characteristics,
verybody says that. There is a marvel-
lous unanimity of opinion. You are a
Jucky girl, Ivy, and I foresee a wedded

_life without a ripple or murmur of dis-
content., After all, a calm and equable
man is a great boon. It is something to
know that, in the matter of pursuits, you
can go your way and he can go his.”

There was a quick gleam in Ivy's eye
, which Mrs. Hampton did not see. “‘Yaonu

j can go your way and he can go his.” It
sounded very faclle and pleasing. If it
could only be!

Mrs, Hampton was perplexed, In spite
of the bravery of her words. Inherited
sentiment still had a vague place in her
heart, although she tried so hard—and
sometimes,alas! 2o unsuccessfully—to ape
the conditions of the “modern’” neuras-
thenic “‘society’” that she so ardently ad-
mired. She knew that many things came
after marriage—generally children, for
progeny was still a post-matrimonial af-
fair, even in the most exclusive circles—
but she could not quite place love in the
same category. She had been brought up
to look upon love as the cause, and not
the effect, and it was hard to rearrange
these little details. Yet Ivy was extreme-
1y good form. There was no doubt about
that. There was no need to worry about
the fossilized notions of mere tradition.

“J may not be back to dinner, Tvy,” she
said presently, after a fatiguing bout of
silence that had tried hernerves very se-
verely. Nobody that she had ever met
could remain so provokingly silent as Ivy.
“1 promised to see Mr=s. Ogden, who is {il.
If she asks me to stay, I shall do so.
You will not be unduly desolate, for I
imagine that vou do not care to talk.”

Ivy yawned. ‘No.,” she said, stretciing
herself *“I really exhausted the engage-
ment topic this afternoon. And I know,
dear, that you could discuss nothing else.
Go and see Mrs. Ogden. I may take a
stroll, just to remove the cobwebs. An
afternoon tea Is so dreadfully exhausting
isn't 1t? One says so much and so little.”

She watched Mrs. Hampton's departure
with a nonchalance that seemed a trifie
exaggerated, She could have rampaged
around the immaculate apartment In a
fever of impatience. Outwardly, however,
she was indifferent, apathetic, tired. She
even tuvok up a book labeled ‘*‘Golden
Thoughts'' and pretended to read it. She
held it upside down—which wgs quite
thoughtless—but Mrs, Hamvton.‘ fussily
preparing for her outing, did not notice
the proceeding. How slow she was! First
the bonnet—then the jacket—then its
hooks—then her handkerchief—and the
keys, had she forgotten them? Oh, and
be sure and tell the dressmaker when she
called that Monday would do, and keep
the chain on the door, and Susan could
go out after she had prepared Ivy's din-
ner. Would it ever end? Ivy fumed, and
fretted, and bit her lip, and felt that she
would like to eat *‘Golden Thoughts,” to
chew it viciously.

The front door closed, and Ivy walited
for the inevitable return to say unimport-
ant things that had been forgotten. Mrs,
Hampton generally discovered five min-
utes after departure that she had forgot-
ten something—usually the keys that she
never by any chance needed. Ivy went
to the window and watched the respect-
able black velvet bonnet fading into the
distance. She was free at last.

Her hands trembled so, that she could
scarcely don her hat and coat. The ‘“re-
luctancy” of herdemeanor vanished quick-
iy, for there was nobody there to amire
it. Her face sharpened: even the discre-
tion of her respiration seemed to be dis-
carded for something more febrile.

“[ shan't be long, Susan,” she called
out nervously. “You can go out. 1 ghail
not need dinner; if 1 do I can find what
1 want.”

a
an
|

In the pocket of her jacket was
a black gauze veil. She felt ecageriy
to see it were there. Then s=he
sauntered forth—quite leisurely. She

seemed to be out for the purpose of “get-
ting the air,”” and she even stood for a
few moments, as though to decide upon
the direction that her aimless promenade
should take. After which, she apparently
made up her mind. She cut across Cen-
tral Park, quickening her footaters, as
%t..e West udmde was speedily left in the
Q!

ckground.

Once she met one of Mrs. Hampton's
mno_ylnﬂy loquacious friends, and was
obliged stop and talk to her. As she
did so, she noticed a girl on the otheg side
of the street, who stopped at the same
time. The girl was vily muffled up
and plainly dressed; in fact, there was
‘nothing in her appearance that would at-

tract a moment’s attention. Ivy looked as he had come out of others. He would whether he lovheh her or whether he

at her simply because she needed some-
thing to look at while she was walting
for the ultra-eloquent oid erony to finish
her apparently interminable cackie. She
had torgotten the girl when she was
able to move on again. At rd ave-
nue, she entered a smail shop and bought
some hairpins, using them to fasten on
the gauze veil. When she emerfod &m
the shop she saw the same girl s g
stupidly in at the window, ev ently lost
in admiration of a “marked down" dis-
play of corsets.

Ivy feit that such vulgar details were
rather beyond the situation just at pres-
ent. She was nearing her destination,
and, crossing Third avenue, reached a
placid little bourgeois apartment house,
marked “Five roqms and bath. Ele-
gantly appointed.” - She opened the door
with a key and entered, just as the som-
ber zirl whom she had previously noticed
came up and eagerly scanned the names
on the door-bells—McNally, Silverman,
Compton, Rivington, Lambwell.

Ivy went upstairs, and with another
key opened the door of the apartment.
It was one of the small, pitiful make-
shifts in which New Yorkers immure
themselves and occasionally call “home.”
There was & ‘‘parlor,”” a dining-room,
two bedrooms (so-called), a kitchen and
a bathroom. All were dark but the par-
lor and the kitchen. But as Ivy entered
and surveyed it an expression of keen
exultation spread over her face. It was
hers. This was her temple, and what did
its material accessories matter? The par-
lor was sparsely furnished, but it was
pretty and it was highly deccrated. 1t
was a resting-place for the sole of her
foot. She removed her hat and coat, and
threw them aside.

She rocked herself in the one armchalr,
and sat there thinking and smiling, her
Puritanism cast aside, the ‘‘reiuctant
maiden” ousted, and in their place the
woman who doesn't care, and who defies
the conventions. The “afternoon tea'
girls who had chirped to her of her en-
gagement a counle of hours ago would
scarcely have recognized her now, so com-»
pletely was the expression of her features
changed by the tide of different ideas
that swept across them. In this apart-
ment house lived people who were ‘“‘really
good,”” as Mrs. Hampton would say, and
Ivy =miled as she wondered over the sit-
uation. ‘‘Goodness” came to them natur-
ally, and was quite easy. As she sat
there rocking, she’hoped that when her
time came to be “good” the surround-
ings would be more alluring. Suppose
that Jack Childers should bring her td®a
place ljke this! The supposition led her
very much farther east, to where the
river was deep and tranquil,

A key clicked in the lock, the door was
thrown open and Arthur Stuyvesant, his
collar turned up and his hat turned down,
entered,

“At last!" she cried. *“I thought you
would never come. I imagined that I,
too, shculd never get here. 1 had a tire-
some tea-—a hegfight, as vou would ecall
it—and they s®iyed eternally. Arthur!™”

He held her’ in hig arms, and kissed
the silver-gold halir that was knotted at
the back of her head. She helped him
to remove his overcoat and hung it up in
the hall.

“Ivy.” he said presently, “I am afraid
that this game is up. My wife has dis-
covered something. Somebody saw us to-
gether, or, at any rate, saw me, for you
were saved by your veil. We had a most
exasperating scene, and what the upshot
will , goodness knows.”

He walked up and down the room in
genuinely serious dllmug. The tongue of
gossip that had wagged vaguely for. so

long now had deflnite food. He saw his Th

‘Waterloo.

Ivy turned a sHade ler, not at
thoughts of possible publicity, but at the
grim suggestion that this drama of her

life was in danger,
‘‘Are you afraid ¢ asked deflantly.
¥ s kind of thing

* she

“Yes,”” he sald. *“Thi
would ruin me. I have never yet figured
in any tangible sort of scandal, and you
know the public. It likes to believe in-
definitely that an actor {s a gay Lotha-
rio, but anything definite . . . and
good-by. My wife, who has very fixed
ideas, would not hesitate to drag me into
the divorce court. In fact, she spoke of
ift. My only hope lles in the fact that
she really does—did—love .me. And there
is the boy . . . Poor thing! . . .
I can't help feeling sorry.”

‘“‘Your wife—your wife—always, always,
always!"” cried Ivy, ferociously. *‘“You
din her into my ears. You talkesof her as
though she were the inevitable. You can-
not forget her—you will not forget her.
I have told you that I hate'to hear her
mentioned, but you.cannot refrain. Per-
haps You are remo . or penltent. or
ashamed. Why? Can't a man have the
courage of his ictions? Do I care?
Would T balk even at a scandal? Am I
frightened or disturbed? I have no pa-
tience with you, Arthur. You do not love
me. : 1

She flung herself Into his arms, and
burst into petulant tears. The tle that
hound him was always flaunted before
her and she could not respect it, nor
could she understand why it played such
a leading role in his life. er mordélity
was as light as her halr, but not as pic-
turesque.

“Do' I worry you with trivialities?’ sha
asked at last, as she saw that her tears
had not been quite ineffective. *“If I did,
1 could tell you that my engagement to
Jack Chiiders has just been sanctioned
in the most respectable and legitimate
way. I do not like it, but I do not come
here and tease you about such matters.
T submit to it all, and I submit to it more
for your sake than for my own.”

He loaked at her and for a momént
was bewildered, He knew that women
would do anything, brave anything for
love, in its variations and aberrations.
But this tigerish attachment surely went
beyond Hmits prescribed or non-prescrib-
ed. It amazed him. Though what she told
him was not unexpected, still—as she toid
it—It was astonishing. Even to his vor-
rupted mind it seemed rather horrible.
But he could not tell her so. A man
cannot tell a woman who does outre
things for his sake that it {s horrible,
Nor ean he read her a lesson. He had
a detestation of illicit Jove that ended in
preachiness, as it o often did.

“Ivy,” he sald, “you are a' (he was go-
ing to say “noble.” but the idea was too
paradoxical) “brave girl. What would
vou advise me to do?"

She looked at him and he knew that
there was contempt in her eyves. *I can-
nat advise you,” she declared. “T do not
know your—your wife. Ah, you force me
to say it—you force me to say it! Those
words, ‘vour wife,” burn me, scorch my
lips. 'You force me to utter them. You
are o weak, so cowardly! What do [
advise you to do—I, I, 1?7 Would you
like me to see her and beg her to be
lenient? Shall I tell her how I love you?
Ah, you wouldn't mind. If you thought
that it wouild settle things, you wouid let
me go to her. I advise you what to do?
J—1 can't. .I love you. I don't know
why. T can't think up all these things.
They have not occurred to me. You have
had to deal with other kinds. of women
:hohknew these situations by heart. I

on't.”

He was shocked. This was a tigress,
unreasoning, illogical—and not a girl
There was something primitive and sav-
age In such untrammeled emotion. It
was also quite new, but—it appealed to
him. She was right. The women he had
met were the furtive, clandestine things
without the courage of conviction and
probably without conviction. He had
come to the pied-a-terre to-day with the
determination to relinquish it and flout
the gossipers. He had no ldeas for the
future—and though it annoved him to end
everything he was quite prepared to do
it He knew that her devotion to him

avol

a t mysterious process known as
wing trouble.”” In spite of which
romised restraint, trouble loomed up be--

ore him.,

In the meantime th:urlrl downstalrs,
confronted with the e of the names
in the door, had earefnlly examined them
all. She had seen both Ivy Hampton and
Arthur Stuyvesant enter, but t had
let themselves in with a key, and she
could not tell whether they were McNally,
Silverman, Compton, Rivington or Lamb-
well. She rather inclined to McNally, &3
there seemed to be safety in the multi-
tude of McNallys. She felt feverish and
oppressed, for she was muflled to the
ears. he had never been in this neigh--
borhood before and was therefore not
afraid of recognition; so sne gave her-
self the necessary ventilation and
emerged, not as Sallle Sydenham, critic,
but as Salile Sydenham, detective.

That day and other days she had de-
voted to the almost hopeless task of
tracking lvy Hampton to her reported
lair. She wondered what Mr, Green would
think of her reportorial acumen, for she
had worked without the ghost of a clew—
waiting till she was blue in the face; till
her feet were cramped and numb; till
she ached for movement and activity—
walting for a girl to emerge from a
hcuse to go—anywhere or nowhere,

It had been a gailing and a most hu-
miliating job. She wondered if this were
the kind of thing that reporters did for
money, and what they would consider ad-
equate payment for this atrophy of self-
respect, for this odious, groveling, loath-
some work.

She could scarcely imagine mere pecuni-
ary recompense in such a case. It seemed
to her to be outside the pale of human

ssibllity. No wonder that Mr. Green

ad tried to wet-blanket her aspirations.
But, of course, he thought it was a con-
sideration, allied unto “treasury day.
She paused for a moment before takin
the next step, and uttered a sigh of relief.
She had discovered, beyond the perad-
venture of a doubt, that old Witherby's
ltol&y was true. She had unearthed the
rendezvous, and the mysterious lady who
had been no mystery to her, was identified
in a legitimately evidential manner. There
was no doubt any longer, and her evidence
would be satisfactory anywhere. She felt
like a ghoul as she t‘nuzht of these
things. Horrible as they were they were
preferable to the picture of Jack Childers
—her amiable, chivalrous, charming as-
sociate (she was entitled to call him “as-
sociate’”), chained downtown by his du-
ties, while this girl, whom he loved, and
who locked so young and pretty and in-
genuous, was—, No, she could not dwell
upon it., It was too harrowing. X

She descended a flight of clammy, grimy
steps into the janitorial department, and
a thin, fair-haired woman came to her
with a baby in her arms, another at her
skirts, and—three—four—flve—behind her,
in the squalor of a room that reeked with
the smeill of onions. She talked In an
evil German dialect that was ugly enough
'tjo hear, and too unprofitable ‘to repro-

uce,

“The house is full,” she sald. “The last
apartment was rented last week.”

Sallle tried to look vexed, and was not
quite sure how to proceed. Janitors and

didn’t, whether o burst or
whether it evaporated. She would take
very good care that it evaporated, and
then. ® ® ® She did not dare to think
of her future course. She had never dwelt
very fixedly upon marital problems. But
she knew one thing, and it was that she
could never permit the man she loved

* * yes, she loved him with all her
heart, and she had always loved him
sl to enter into a life contract, his
eyes closed, with a girl whom she had
proved to be hopelessly tainted. She could
not think it out. The immediate question
was how to avert a horrible newspaper
sc’ndal.

*“I've had such a terrible day of It, Sal-

He,”” he sald, smiling, as she came up to
bis desk. *“They have all been congratu-
lating me, Miss Poplets will tell you all
about It, {f you want to know. But per-
congratulate me."”
“No,” she sald shortly. “You didn't
think it worth while to tell me the news.
Mr. Covington was my Informant. It s
true, of course.”

He put up his hands with a comlic ges-
ture, as though to ward off a blow. "Yel."\
he sald. “It is quite true, but don't con-
gratulate me. I hate it. Honestly, "If
somebody came in and pitled me, and
cried over me, it would be a most welcome
event—such a change.”

She smiied, but not very exuberantly.
He did not seem to be violentiy delighted,
but of course he had known It for so
long. It was new to her, but not to him.
He had grown quite used to contemplat-
ing the situation.

“l won't congratulate you,” she sald,
with an affection of Indulgence, “‘as you
don't wish it. It is not always necessary
to speak congratulations, is {t? When—
when—shall you .be—be—when shall you

be married?"” /

*“*Not for a long time,” he cried. *“Not
for ages. Miss Hampton is in no hurry.
She is a_very sensible girl, quite practical
and logical. * ¢ ¢

“Oh!" Sallie could not repress the ex-
clamation. This information gave her a
vast feeling of reilef. She could breathe
again. He was not a fervid Lotharlo, at
any rate, He was quite cool and unruf-
tled, it seemed to her. A certdin mental
tension was removed; clouds that had al-
most touched her, floated upwards into
the haze; she began to feel more like her
usual self.

“You are not impassioned,” she sald in
her frivolous tones, “not a bit like the he-
rces in my plays. I thought I should find
you glsslng locks of hair and pressing vio-

ts.

“Oh, Sallie, Sallle,” he exclaimed depre-
catingly. “You are like all girls, after all
—except Miss Hampton. Marriage Is, after
all, the supreme event in the world, In
your opinion, eh? I am not, as you say,
impassioned. Why should T be? There
are no risks, no dangers. We ars fond of
each other, and It is a case of the course
of true love running quite smoothly.”

“And if there were dangers and risks,™
she asked.

“I think T should like them,” he an-
swered, with a laugh. “They would be so
exciting. As it is, nothing is likely to
happen. It is all so placid and certain.”
She _.looked at him, anxious and dis-

janitresses are g y P as it
is the sole relaxation of their puileleu
lives. She did not want to seem unduly
inquisitive,

“I'm sorry,” Sallis remarked. “I like
the look of the place. I've been hunting
for an apartment in which I can be quiet.
Children make so much noise, don't
they?"

I¢“ was scarcely a diplomatic remark.

e janitress, nurroundodfn all sides by
her poor little cubs, could hardly be ex-
pected to agree with ‘“‘the lady.”

*“Oh, don’t know,"” she said. “We
can't kill 'em off. In some flats, I know,
they won't have children. Those land-
lords ought to be flogged. What are peo-
ple to do?”

‘““Are there many children in—in—in this
apartment? 4

The janitress looked triumphant. ‘“Yes,
there are,”” she said loudl{. “So, If you
are looking for a place without 'em, it's
just as well we are all filled up. They
all have children here—the MecNallys
seven, and one on the way; the Silver-
mans four; the Rivingtons six, and the
Lambwells five. Oh, I'm forgetting the
Comptons. But they don't count.
They're a queer couple. They hardly live
here. He's a drummer, I lleve, and
she's a dressmaker, and lives at her
store. Kind of peopie who haven't time
to have children. Don't deserve 'em, I

dare say."
& Jaughed Sallle. ‘““Ah,

“The Comptons!"
yes, the Comptons!

“Ah, yes, the Comptons!” mimicked the
janitress, who felt that she had been
stung In the maternal affections. The
blue-white child in her arms set up a
puny howl; baby at her skirts tugged
and pulled. She could hear the others,
in the room at her back, improving the
shining hour. Yet she was wasting time
on a woman who wanted to live where
there were no children ., . . the hussy!

Sallle had heard enough, and to “‘ease”
things generally gave a quarter to the lit-
tle boy at the janitress’ skirts. If she
could have brought herself to kiss the
patheti¢c little biue-white ' face on the
mother’s breast she would have done it.
Still, that would have been overelabora-
tion, and neither mother nor child would
have been grateful. The Comptons! That
was It, and she wondered why she had
picked out McNally.

The Comptons! The girl with the sil-
ver-ﬁ:ld hair, the Purftag face, the un-
sophisticated manner and the high-bred,

entlewomanly attributes was Mrs.

ompton. Sallle dground her teeth fu-
riously. She could have strangled Miss
Hampton.

CHAPTER XIIL

The feminine owls were deeply !m-
pressed and graphically Interested when
the news of Jack Childers’ engagement
reached them. actly how it “leaked
out,’”” as the saying 1is, Mr. Childers
would probably never know. But the re-
ceptive owls heard of it in exceedingly
due course, and proceeded to make the
urbane life of their amiable managing
editor distinctly uncomfortable. They felt
it their duty, for they had once been
women, and they stlH wore skirts, to
make the most of the situation, which,
for various reasons, was singularly grate-
ful to them. Most women believe that
man, unmarried, is a rake at heart, and
even in Owldom a vestige of that anclent
sentiment may yet lurka.

At another time the humor of the sit-
vation might have appealed to Mr. Chil-
ders, who was not lacking in that sixth
perception, known as the sense of the ri-
diculous. But on this ocecasion he was
rubbed into irritability, ard he could see
nothing funny in the procession of fem-
fnine owls, 'each with a pretext, that
came to his office and withered him with
,congratulations.

r. Childers felt comnletely unsettled,
and he sat frowning and making no at-
tempt to struggle with a mass of editorial
correspondence that lay threateningly be-
fore him. He was on edge. He had hith-
erto successfully battled against those
women and rigorously denfed himself to
them on all occasions. And now they be-
sfeged him and he was powéerless. He
could have coped with a delegation of
irate trade unfonists far more effectively
than with these feminine parodlies. His
hatred of them was quite unreasonable,
end he knew If: hut on that preciea ac-
count It was all the more irresistible, for
when cold applications of logle become
nseless then a case is generally hopeless.

Tt was late that evening when Sallle
Sydenham appeared. She had shirked her
theater and had devoted her time to map-
ping out a line of action. What it was

was something guite out of the ordinary, she hardly knew as yet, but she had been

but—ah. how little he,
knowledge of women, knew her!'—he had
believed that the mere ldea of discovery
would affright her. It meant so much to
her, or, at least. he subposed so. Arthur
Stuyvesant was puzzied. His nature was
a vacillating one; but, just the same, I
had no intentlon of "allowing this en-
tanglement to foreshadow his ruin.
Something must be done. Vague thoughts
flitted through his mind. His wife must
be appeased At any rate, any further
appeal to Miss Hampton was out of the
question.

“Come here, Tvy.” he said gently; and
es ghe came to him he took her hand.
“T won't discuss fthis matter with you
any more. 1'll think, if T can, what we
had better dn. You see. T am considering
vou just as muqh as—myself.”

“You need not,” she sa'd; but she was
mellifiesd, ‘‘hecause 1 really don't care.
What you call the worst does not frighten
me. It would not kill me to say good-by
tn Mrs. Hampton—a stepmother is not an
irreparable loss—and as to breaking with
Jack, 1T should get over it nicely. Say
that vou will come here just the same, if
only occaslonally. We can be careful; T
always am. It I8 you—vou who are care-
less.  Say you will come here. Say It,
Arthur—say it

She rose and stood hefore him, !noking

down into his eves. In the very shadow
of clouds that might fatally obscure his
brightest prosp he ve her the

requisite promise. He would be careful.
He had a dim recollection of having
“talked” the other night when he was
not quite himself. He had g¥en the sit-
vation away: but she need not know
that. He would come out of this tangle

with hig vast) thinking things out and was prepared to

work unwaveringly., Her night had been
sleepless, And her cup of unhappiness
had been filled to overflowing by the rec-
ollection of Charlle Covington's last
words., She had hoped that If the case
became desperate she could have called
upon him in the splendid devotion of 'his
platonic “friendship. That was all er.
Charlie could never be the same again,
under any circumstances. The memory
of wkat he had sald made her feel petu-
lant and irritable, for it was so manifestly
ahsurd. She had regarded him cafely, al-
most as a woman-friend, and he had
turned. He was a man * ¢ & ¢h,
mean she didn't want. Everything seemed
to be against her. :

She had come to the office to hear Jack
Childers talk, to learn from his own lipa
that he loyved this girl, who was known
under an hlias in the squalor and dank-
ness of an East Side apartment House
;- this pale girl, with the silver-
gold hair, who had one relationship with
him as cousin and proposed to undertake
another * * * s .

1t was late in the evening, but too early
for the uptown rida after the day’s labor.
She had not the heart to consider that
uptown ride, Bohemlan thouszh she was
in all her {impulses, her Bohemianism
balked at this guileless contact with Ivy

JHampton's n and fiance. She felt,

moreover, like an executioner as she came mere p. This, she imagined—poor
into the office and saw him sitting &.eu littlé Ilie, pitted against the huge,
in his easy ce and good temper. relentless, multl-clogged wheel of news-
Whatever happened, she would have to pa 'was a very di move
deal him a ¢ blow, for half meas- on her part, She knew little of the wheels
ures were impossible, and she would feel within wheels of journalism, and she was
bound to prevent his marriage with Ivy, rather proud of a course that she thought

tr . Perhaps he didn't know how
much he loved Ivy Hampton, and the only
thing necessary w?s the spice of danger,
the leaven of risk/ In that case it weuld
be very sad, indeed, and the denouement
wovld prove ghastly.

“Suppose,’” she said, with an assumption
of lightness, “that at the very last mo-
ment Miss Hampton told you that she
‘could never be yours,’ and said, ‘Stand
aside’ and ‘Let me pass.' as they do In
melodrama. What then?"

He grew rather thoughtful. Her ques-
tion was a somewhat leading one, but
¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ well, she was Sallie Sydenham,
and Sallie had the privileges of a court-
jester. He had once sald that she wors
a cap and bells for the benefit of the

office.

“What then?” he repeated. ‘“Well, Sal-
lie, I'm afrald -I'm prosale. I'm awfully
sorry, but I don't think that it would kill
me. 1 wish I could tell you that I should
pine away, in a beautiful green and yel-
low melancholy. Alas! I fear I shouldn’t.
The twentieth century doesn’t lend itself
to that sort of thing, does it? Of course,
I should be horribly put out, and I think
1 should make it very warm for Mliss
Hampton.”

Sallie blessed those words, as ha spoke
them. They set her at comparative ease,
and seemed to soothe her, No, it was not
a selfish satisfaction in the bellef that he
was not violently enamored, that she ex-

rienced. There was absolutely no self-
shness in any nook.or cranny of the sit-
uation. If he had loved Ivy passionately,
and the position had been clear and desir-
able, she would have been light-hearted
and joiou-—or she thought she would—for
his sake. She loved him_ and there was
no taint in her love. She would always
love him; but she could have watched his
happy marriage to the one sublime wom-
an of his cholce, with exquisite altrulsm.
This she firmly belleved. She weuld have
envied that sublilme woman * ¢ ¢ ¢
That was all.

“Don’t you sometimes tire of the dread-
ful rubbish I talk?” she asked, with a
laugh, for she feit that she could enjoy
repose—for a moment or two, at any rate,

‘““Not a bit,”” he responded promptly.
“You're a tonic, Salile. I've often told
you so. I might object to the analytic

suggestion in your recent question, if I
thought you were serious. But you never
are, you little lady-wag."

“I\never am,” she declared, with an
inaudible -lﬁh, “and I hope I shall always
be able to live up to my reputation—or
down to it, or around {it, or in some car-
dinal assoclation with {t.”

“By the bye,” he asked, “how’s the case
xieuir;_‘ on—poor old Stuyvesant and his
siren?"

It was too ghastly, and for one instant
—one quick, horrid instant—she thought of
telling him the whole hateful truth, and
closing the situation with a lna¥ there
and then. It was such a fearful Impulse
that it made her feel unsafe and Irrespon-
sible.

She summoned up all her powers of re-
pression, and conquered. *“Nicely,"” she
said carelessly. “I'm hard at work.”

“Have you any inkling, Inkling, Ink-
ling?"" he asked. and he stopped to whistle
the song from ‘“‘Florodora.”

“Perhaps; but don’t be inquisitive. Sher-
lock Holmes never gave himself away,
and I'm Sherlock just at present. I'm off
m:‘v:‘.t as I've loads of things to do. Good-
night.”

“Won't you walt and ride uptown?”

“I can't, to-night.”

“Oh,” he said, with a quizzical smile.
“You are going to look upon me as en-
gaged now, and to leave me alone. Sallle,
if you do that I shall be furious. The
way in which men who are engaged, or
married, are abandoned by everythi
feminine that they like, is distressing an
cruel. It always reminds me of rats leav-
ing a sinking ship. ‘Don’t be a rat, Salile,
and please don't regard me as a sinking
ship. Go on being a good fellow, Sallle,
You are a good feilow, and you can't help
"W

A flush spread over her face, and she
felt rather shaky. This appeal to her
¢ ¢ ¢ ¢ well, It was unnecessary; it was
heartless,

“1 shall never be a rat,” she sald un-
steadily, “and you will never be a sinking
ship. But I must abandon you to-night,
whatever you are.. Duty, Mr. Childers
calls me, and I reply, ‘I come—I come.’ "

CHAPTER XIV.
Ballle possessed a very

quiet, serene, Treaso faculties that
mow down the crop of mushroom im-
pulses as they lgrout. Nor could she fol-
low the Inevitable progress of events
from their source, to the turbulent every-
day sea into which they finally empty
themselves. With her it was always In-
tuition. She decided that the next thing
to do was to see Arthur Stuyvesant's
wife_ for upon Mrs. Stuyvesant the bur-
dea of results rested. If the wife had no
lnten;l?n of lu:e:lng redress, if ths be-
lieved in a plaintive nc&u!mence. a Spar-
tan endurance * * ¢ then there was
considerably less to fear. The case would
be easier to handle, for her duty would be
narrowed down to some unimagined
“pusiness’”: with Jack Childers. If she
could but discover that Stuyvesant's wife
suffered inertly, unvindictively, then she
could take her own time * * ® ¢ there
would bz no need to hurry ¢ * * ¢ She
could placidlz'uult her cue, and pave the
way for a denouement that should not
prove disastrous.
Unconsciously, her mind grew leas
turbed * * * * the
somewhat blurred ¢ * ¢ ¢ g was, In
spite of herself, lulled by “the fact that
nothing happened. To Mr. Green sha had
made one report, with a great affectation
°E un::uoutul:nury by "o' h:‘ the sort
of mystery appealed not, ag-
vely fantastic mind. She told him
that she had made some discoveries, and
that in a few days she would know for
certain If there really were a “story,” or
if the whole thing could be dismissed as

few of those

per-
was

———

weuld pave the way for that final mo-
ment, when she saw herself approach Ar.
Green, with the words “Nothing in it
¢ * ¢ alsolutely untrue * * * case
dismissed.” And she would say this, she
told herself, with a fine simulation of an-
noyance, as though she were deeply cha-
8rined at finding that heér labors had led
her 0 a dead wall. In fact, she would
give an artistle imitation of the disap-
rointed and hungry reporter. She had
watched many reporters robbed of thewr
prey. She had seen thelr despondent faces
when *“stories” upon which they had ex-
pended their most highly sharpened eaer-
gies had resulted in * * * In a ciean
biil of nothing whatsoever. She had often
wendered to herself If, in their hear: of
hearts, they had not felt some Instinctive

scuse of reilef at the Knowiedge that iney

had speared innocence instead of gulit,

&rd had found the world fair, when they

had gone forth to paint it dark. But they

had always seemed to be grievously de-

pressed.

She looked upon her quest of Mrs. Stuy-
vesant as distressing, but pecessary. but
when, with the address of the presumably
aggrieved wife cn a scrap of paper in her
pocket, she set out upon her self-imposed
mission, her heart sank and her apirit
qQualled. It was a nauseating plece of*
work, but It was the sort of work at
which nine out of ten reporters would
smile as “easy,” and they had far slighter
h:.ducemema than she possessed. ey
did this sort of thing for a dollar or two—
for fifty cents an hour or eight dollars a
column. Her work meant * * * ob,
it meant everything. In it were Involved
Jack Childers, Ivy Hampton, Arthur
Stuyvesant * * * herself.

She slipped threugh a qulet thorough-
fars in the west Side Ninetles and found
the house of the one woman who was le-
gitimately entitled to the corporeal bean-
ties of Mr. Stuyvesant. She saw his name
in ln.rﬁo red letters upon several bill-post-
ers. @ was to appear In a new problem
play, and the event had been largely ad-
vertised. Of the real problem that she
herself must solve, the advertifements
were silent. If only she could gag the
situation * * *

She rang an electrio bell and walked up
three flights of stairs. There was an ele-
vator. but she had no desire to be rushed
vp. She would arrive soon enough; she
would have been quite satisfled to walk
up ten flights of stairs. As she reached

rs. Stuyvesant’s apartment the door was
opened and a man {ssued forth. She saw
bim stand by the elevator shaft, ring the
bell and wait until the boy answered his
summons. ke was a well-dressed yet un-
obtrusive man, but she could ses the dim
outlines of his face only. He did not look
at her, and she shrank back, in case ha
should attempt to do so. She walted until
he had disappeared and then rang Mrs.
Stuyvesant's bell.

It was Mrs. Stuyvesant herself who
opened the door, Sallle felt sure. She held
a lighted lamp In her hand, and started as
she saw Miss Sydenham.

“Oh!" she sald, “excuse me. I had
closed the door to a gentleman, *
I thought he had returned. How stupid
of me! Well"—with a smile—"1 can't gav
l'mrqut now, can 1? Did you wish to sce
me

Just
- -

“Please.”™

She led the way into a lttle drawing-
room and Sallie followed. It was a tiny,
closely furnished apartment, with plctures
of Arthur Stuyvesant everywhere—on
easels, on desks, on what-nots, on the
mantelpiece, on the bookcase. The actor,
ir all styles, met her eye In poses of de-
clamatory aspect and Roman toga, and in

hotographs of the smug, smiling draw-

ng-room demeanor of to-day. It was a
sort of indigestion of Arthur Stuyvesant.
Mrs. Stuyvesant was a faded little woman
who must once have been exceeding!y
pretty. Sallie could pleture her with rosy
cheeks and a well-rounded flgure. Sugges-
ticns of this remalned, but the cheeka
were hollowing, and the figure, in a taw-
dry silken pelgnolr, with ribbons awry
and laces gons wrong, looked ltmp aml
uncared for. In spite of the lightness of
her first words, Sallie could see that sha
was uneasy and feverish, She placed tha
lamp upon a small table. It was the on'y
light in the room, but it was luminous
enough to give sallence to the detestabla
smiling plctures of Arthur Stuyvesant

“You wish to see me?" asked Mrs. Stuy-
vesant. “You ara an actress, of course ™"

She glanced significantly at the rouzge
on Miss Sydenham's cheeks—tints that
she put on as regularly as she donned her
clothes. _She often sald—to Rosina—that
she fait cold without it, & & o

“No,"” Sallle replled, “I will Introduca
myself, You may have heard of me £
am Sallle Sydenham, the dramatle critie *

Mrs. Stuyvesant stared at her visitor n
surprise. There was a time when ha
would have risen, in all her might and
main, to flout this daring young critic
who had made merry so frequentiy at tha
expense of her aspiring husband * «
who hed penned caustic wirtietsme sl
assailed the Immorality of plays with a
pen that was abnormally trenchant ani
vindictive. That time had passed. St 11,
through force of habit, she looked fur .
moment at the various pictures of the
actor that filled the room.

“Yes, I know you,” she sald. “We have
often hated you together ¢ ® ® when
you attacked him; and laughed at and ap-
plauded you ¢ & ¢ when you at-
tacked others. You have always appeared
to be honest, but honesty is unpleasant.
Once I thought that If 1 ever met you, [
should take great pleasure in strangling
you, It was when you sald that he ap-
pealed onlv to the unripe judgment and
the forbidden sentiments of the matinees
girl. I treasured that up agalnst you,
But now, Miss Sydenham, 1 do not mind.
We ¢ & ¢ wpchange."

“Yes,” sald Sallle, In a low wolce, “I
know, Mrs. Stuyvesant, I know. My visit
to-night has nothing whatsoever to do
with dramatie eriticism.”

Mrs. Stuyvesant looked once more at
her collection of photographs, and Sallie
wondered at her own temerity. It was
ghastly to apply the probe, as she knew
that she must do, {f her mission were to
be succesgfully accomplished.

“T eam&™ =ald Ballle slowly—<it seemed
cruel to lodk at the poor lttle faded wo-
man_and yet she preferred to do it rathep
fhan stare at the gallery of dramane
Stuyvesants—*“1 came, rs. Stuyvesant,
to tell you that the paper has heard—has
heard this sad story—and to ask you—to
ask you—'"

She stumbled and was silent, literally
unable to proceed. She wondered if the
“‘out-and-out” reporter began In this way
¢ ¢ ¢ or if he beat about the bush
more artistically ¢ ® * gop if he wera
even more brutal in his frankness. What
an agreeable caliing! And yet men could
be reporters, while there weare bricka to
be “lald,” subways to be dug, tunnels to
be excavated.

“It 1s quite true—whatever you may
have heard,” sald Mrs. BStuyvesant,
qufetly. *“Yes, I know. You are
referring to the—trouble bhetween
Mr. Stuyvesant and myself. You
need not hesitate. It s a sublect
that I have schooled myself to meet. I
am quite willing to talk."”

Sallle experienced a sense of dismay so
keen that she felt the sharpening of her
features, the tightening of the skin upon
her face. Old Witherby's Insinuations
were even more far-reaching than he had
supposed. Mrs, Stuyvesant knew all, had
made her plans, and was prepared. Fop
a moment Sallle was utterly taken aback.
She had Intended to probe and to ferret.
Instead, the actor's wife threw the truth
at her, and It was a large and a formide
able truth.

“Is it true, she began hesitantly—‘"is
it true that you will take steps to—to se-
curas a divorce—td ventilate the matter™"

Mrs. Stuyvesant showed no emotin.
This was not the picture of the distressel
and weeping wife that Sallle had expect-
ed to see. Cool resolution was imnressed
upon the bedraggled features of tha pale
iittle woman. It was by no means a gues.
tion of hysterics.

“See here, Miss Sydenham.,” she said,
“you are a woman—at least [ suppose you
are—or have been, at seme time. It is
Itke this: Arthur and I have been mar-
ried for several years, and | have suffered
a good deal during those years. | was an
actress, but | left the stage to pleas- him.
I withdrew from the struggfle, and at the
time was glad to do so. [I—T wors
him. There could be no matines giri that
ever looked upon him as I did. He de-
ceived me, not once or twice hut resay
times, and I bore it all In silence. asd still
loved him. 1 have bhumiliated myscIif
more than T should ecare to say, until T
felt that I was no longer a womon hut a
shadow, hovering around him, and thank-
ful for the privilege of being allowed 1@
hover. His plea was always the same
thing; publicity meant ruin. My rula,
which was achieved long ago, did not ap-
peal to him at all. Of late I was never
able to discover anything tangibie. but
we have lived in an atmosphere of in-
difference and apathy that was appal'ing.
As soon as T learned the truth—that re
has a mistress and an anartment—I o=
solved to end it all. Kind frierds threw
out hints, and although 1 have no idca
of the name of the woman or of the lo=
cality of her apartment, | am now pre-
pared to take the final step. T will not
prostitute myself by wearing his name,
and I will show every woman who had

him as an actor, what he Is as

s



