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SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING
CHAPTERS.

The story opens as P. Sybarite, a
fifteen-dollar-a-week clerk with aris-
tocratic forefathers, pummels .his
friend, George Bross, for a taunt, then

invites him to share seme theatre tick-
ets he has Keen given. In the party

are Violet Prim, a chorus girl, and

Molly L«eetag,a shop girl,whose ad-
dress is the boarding honse where
they all lire.

The play is "KlsmeV
, with ite sug-

gestion that a magic Day of Days,

when all things are possible, may

come to any one.
On the way to the theatre P. Sy-

barite is shown a newspaper cutting
which indicates that Molly Lessing
may be in reality Marian Blessington,

an heiress who has disappeared from
her guardian's home to escape a pro-
posed marriage with his son. Later,
in front of the boarding house, Molly

is accosted by a man who leaps from a
taxlcab and whom she seems to know.
t. Sybarite stands by, ready to aid the
girl, if need be.

STAGGERED, Broes recovered
quickly.

"That's just her cutenees. She doped

it out the safest place tor her would
be the last place he'd look for her!"

"And you really think that she, ac-
customed to every luxury that money

can buy, would voluntarily come down

to living here, at $6 a week, and clerk-
ing In a department store?simply be-

cause, according to the papers, she's

opposed to a marriage that she can't j
be forced to contract in a free country

like this?"
**Wet-l . . .** George floundered

helplessly for a moment and fell beck
again upon an imagination for the

time being stimulated to an abnormal
degree of inventiveneee:

"P'raps old Shaynon's double-crossed
her somehow we don't know nothin'
about. He ain't above it, if all they

tell of him's true. Maybe he's got

her coin away from her, and slie had

to go to work for a livin
,. Stranger

things have happened in this burg,

P. S."
It was the turn of P. 8. to hesitate

tn doubt; or, at all events, so George

Bross inferred from a sudden change

in the expression of the little man's

eyes. Momentarily they seemed to

cloud, as if In introspection. But he

rallied quickly enough.

"Allthings are possible, George," he
admitted, with Ws quUileal grin. "But

this time you're mistaken. I'm not

arguing with you, George; I'm telling

you you're hopelessly mistaken."
"You think so?huh?" growled

George. "Well, I got eight Iron bucks
that says Marian Blessington to any

five of your money."

He made a bold show of his pay en-
velope.

"It'dbe a ehame to rob you, George,"

Bald P. Sybarite. "Besides, you're bad-
tempered when broke."

"Never you mind about that Here's
my eight, if you've got five that makes

a. noise like Molly Lessing."

P. Sybarite laughed softly and pro-

duced the little wad of bills that rep-

resented hie weekly wage. At this

George Involuntarily drew back.
"And how would you settle the bet?"

"Leave It to her," insisted George,

In an expiring gasp of bravado.

"Here she comes now," added P.

Sybarite, glancing up the street

"Quick, now; you've only a minute to

flecide. Is it a bet?
,

Witlh a gesture of brave decision,
George returned his money to his
pocket

"You're an easy mark," he observed,

In accents of deep pity. "Iknew you'd

think I meant it."

"But didn't you, George?"

"Nah?nothin
,

like that! I was just

kiddln' you along, to see how much

you'd swallow."
'It's all right, then," agreed P. Syb-

arite. "Only?George!"
"Huh?"
"Don't you breathe a word of this,

to Miss Lessing?"
"Why not?"
"Sssh!" P. Sybarite warned him,

sibilantly. "Miss Lessing might hear

*>v. . . . What will happen if you
fven mention the matter to her," he

added, as the shop girl turned in at the
gateway, lowering his own voice and
fixing the shipping clerk with a steely
stare, "willbe another accident, much
resembling that of this afternoon?lf
you hafen't forgotten. Now, mind

What I tell you, and be good."
Mr. Bross swelled with resentment,

exhibited a distorted and , empurpled
visage, but kept silence.

P. Sybarite's window commanded an
elevated if non-exhilarating view of
back yards, one and all dank, dismal,

and littered with the debris of a long,

hard winter. Familiarity, however,

had rendered P. Sybarite immune to

the miasma of melancholy they ex-
haled; the trouble in hie patient blue
eyes, the wrinkles that lined his fore-
head, owned another cause.

Perhaps it was true. Perhaps George

had guessed shrewdly. Perhaps Molly

Lees ing of the glove counter really was
one and the same with Marian Bless-
ington. of the fabulous fortune.

Old Brian Shaynon was a known

devil of infinite astuteness; it would
be quite consistent with his character

and past performances if, despairing of
gaining control of his ward's money

by urging her into unwelcome matri-
mony with his son, he had contrived j
to overreach her in come manner, and
so driven her to become self-support-
ing.

Bven If George's romance were truej
only in part these were wretched cir-j
cumst&nces for a girl of gentle birth
and rearing to adopt. It was really a
shocking boarding-house.

Now, however ? ? ? P. Sybarite real-
ized suddenly that habit had instilled

into his bosom a sort of mean affection
for the grim and sordid place. For an
entire decade he had occupied the same
chair at the same table in the base-
ment dining-room, feasting on beef,

imutton, Irish stew, ham-and-'oeans,
veal, pork or Just-hash ?according to
tie designated day of the week. ? ? ?

The very room In which he sat was
somehow dear to him; upon it he
wasted a sentiment* in a way akin to

that with which one regards the grave
of a beloved friend; it was, In fact,

the tomb of hie own youth. Its nar-
row and impoverished bed had groaned
with the restless weight of him all

those many nights through which he

had lain wakeful, in impotent mutiny

against the outrageous circumstances
that made him a iprteoner there. Its
walls had muted the sighs in which
the desires of youth had been spent

Its floor matting was worn threadbare
with the impatient pacings of his feet
(four strides from door to window;
swing and repeat ad libitum). Its soli-
tary gas-jet had, with begrudged il-
lumination, sicklied o'er the pages of

those innumerable borrowed books

with which he had sought to dull
poignant semiconsciousness.

A tomb! ? ? ?

Was the radiant epirit of youth and
gentle loveliness (who might, for all
one knew to the contrary, be Marian
Blessington after all) to be suffered to
become one of that disconsolate crew?

What could be done to prevent it?
Nothing that the wits of P. Sybarite

could compass: he was as inefficient aa
any gnat in any web. ? ? ?

Being Saturday, it was the night

of ham-and-beane. P. Sybarite loathed
ham-o.nd<<beans with a deathly loathing.

Nevertheless he ate his dole of ham-

and-beane. He sat on the landlady's

right, and was reluctant to hurt her
feelings or incur her displeasure. Be-
sides, he was hungry: between the
home-exerciser and the daily walks to
and from the Brooklyn Bridge, his
normal appetite was that of an athlete
in piak of training.

There remained half an hour to be
killed before time to start for the

theatre. George Bross joined him on
the stoop. They smoked pensively,
while the afterglow faded from the
western sky.

But presently Miss Prim and Miss

Leseing appeared and changed all that

in a twinkling.

"Well," observed Violet 'generously,
later on, at the end of the play, "1
thought little me was pretty well stage-
broke; ibut I gotta hand it to Otis. He's
some actor. He had me going from the
first snore."

"Some actor is right,
,, affirmed Mr.

Bross with conviction, "and some show,
too, if you wanta know. I could sit
through it twict Say, I couldn't quitj
thinkin' what a grand young time I'd
start in this old burg if I could only
con this "Kismet" thing me
my Day of Days. Believe me or not,
there would be a party."

"What would you do?" asked Molly
Lessing, smiling.

"Well, the first flop I'd naij down all
the coin that was handy, and then I'd
buy me a flock of automobiles?and
have a table reserved for me at the
Knickerbocker for dinner every night
?and" ? ? ? His imagination flagged.

The wonder and the romance of
"Kismet" were still warm and vital

in P. Sybarite's imagination, intus toe
his thoughts with a roseate glamoui $of
unreality, wherein all things w fcfce
strangely possible. The iridescent 1 tai-
agery of the Arabian Nights of 1 lU
boyhood (who has forgotten the f t&
eination of those three fat ol<J't **{\u25a0
umes of crabbed type, illuminated wi tt\
their hundreds of cramped old woo I-
cute!) had in a scant three hours bet

recreated for him by Knoblauoh's fa n-
tastic drama with its splendid invet fo-
ment of scene and costume, its

able histrionic interpretation and tnei

robust yet exquieitely tempered ar-
tistry of Otis Skinner. ,

Presently, with an effort, blinking,
he pulled his wits together, and, a traf- j
fie policeman creating a
opening, the two scurried across andj
plunged Into the comparative obscurity

of West Thirty-eighth street, sturdy
George and his modest Violet already i
a full block In advance.

Discovering this circumstance by the

glimmer through the shadows of V46,
let's conspicuously striped black-and
white taffeta, P. Sybarite commented ]
charitably upon their haste.

"If we hurry we might catch up," /
suggested Molly Lessing.

"I don't miss 'em much," he ad-
mitted, without offering to mend the

pace.
She laughed softly
"Are they really in love?"

I ?"George is," replied P. Sybarite, af-

ter taking thought.
"You mean she isn't?"
"To blush unseen is Violet's idea ot

nothing to do?not, at least, when one
is a perfect thirty-eight and possesses
a good digestion and an infinite ca-
pacity for amusement c I\u03b1 carte.

,,

"That is to say?" the girl prompted, j
"Violet will marry well, if at all." ]
"Not Mr. Bross, then?"
"Nor any other poor maa. I don't

say she doesn't care for George, bat

before anything serious comes of it

he'll Jiave to make good use of hit
Day of Days?if Kismet ever sends
him one. I hope it will," P. Sybarite
added sincerely.

"You don't believe ?really?"
"Just now? With all my heart! I'm

so full of romantic nonsense I can "hardly stick. Nothing is too incredible
for me to believe to-night. I'm ready

to play Haji the Beggar to any com-
bination of impossibilities Kismet

cares to brew in Bagdad-on-the-Hud-
son!"

Again the girl laughed quietly to his

humor.
"And since you're a rtrtte believer,

Mr. Sybarite, tell me what use you

would make of your Day of Days?"

"I? Oh, l"-x? Smiling wistfully
he said: "Well, for instance, I'd like

the chance to go far for a friend,
somebody who Mad been kind to me,
and?ah ?tolerant ?if she were in

trouble and could use my services."
He fancied her glance'waa quick and

sharp and searching; but her voice

when she spoke was even.
"Then you're not even sure she ?

your friend?is in trouble ?"

"I've an intuition: she wouldn't be

where she Is if she wasn't."
"But?seriously?you're not sure, are

you, Mr. Sybarite?"

"Only, Miss Lessing," he said sober-
ly, "of my futile, my painfully futile,
good wili."

She seemed to start to speak, to
think better of it, to rail \u03b2-iltot in sud-
den, shy constraint. He stole a side-
long glance, troubled, wondering If

perhaps he had ventured too impu-
dently.

She wore a eweet, grave face, en
profile; her eyes veiled with long

lashes the haunts of tender shadows;
her mouth of gracious lips unsmiling,

a little trist.
He didn't groan, save inwardly; but

respected her silence, and held his own
In humility and mortification of spirit
until they were near the dooryard of
their boarding-house. And even then
it was the girl who loosed his tongue.

"Why?where are they?" she asked
in surprise.

Startled out of the deeps of self-
contempt, P. Sybarite discovered that
she meant Violet and George, who were
nowhere visible.

"Violet said something about a lit-
tle supper In her room," said P. Syba-
rite in a moment.

The girl paused at the gate. "Then
we needn't hurry," she suggested,
smiling.

"We needn't delay," he countered
amiably. "If somebody doesn't Inter-
rupt 'em before long George will be
too late to get the pitcher filled. This
town shuts up tight at midnight, Sat-
urdays?lf you want to believe every-
thing you hear. So there's no need of

being too indulgent with our infatuated
fellow-inmates."

"But?just a minute, Mr. Sybarite,"
she insisted.

"A\u03b2 many as yon wish," he laughed.

"A\u03b2 a matter of fact, I loathe draught
beer."

: "Do 4be eerious," she begged. "I
want to thank you."

>He was aware of a proffered hand,

? slender and fine In a shabby glove,
and took it in his own, uneasily con-
scious of a curious disturbance in his

? bosom.
i "It was kind of you to come," he

eaid Jerkily, in his embarraeemeot
1 "I enjoyed every moment," ?&? \u25a0***
f\ Warmly. "But that wasn't all I meant
$ vhen I thanked you."
w, His eyebrows climbed with surprise.

'f J "What else, Miss Leasing?"
1 "Your delicacy in letting me kiow

yj dv understood"
i Disengaging her hand, she (broke oQ
w} Ith a startled movement and a low
i cry of surprise.
i A taxicab, swinging Into the street
I from Eighth avenue, had boiled up to

\u25a0 he curb before the gate and, pausing,

H isoharged a young man In a hurry;
fi itnees the facts that he had the door
Isuien. when halfway between the cor-
ner and the house, and was on the
plan ning<board before the vehicle was
[faM ly at a halt.

I] i a stride this one crossed the aide-
wall t and pulled up silently, trying to
maA ter the temper which was
sha| ing him. Tall, welHmjportlened,

tear* *eßsively turned out in evening
doti tea, he thrust forward a handsome
facei marred by an evil, twisted mouth,
ands peered searchlngly at the girL

J&T stlnctively she shrank back iulde
the 1 fence, eying him with a look of
fascS nated dismay.

Aij instinctively P. Sybarite ttrtatled
betiw een the two.

"W ell?" Me snapped at the intruder.
"J& i! Miss Lessing, I believe?"
Thi» > voice of the man from the taxl-

Icab «\u25a0\u25a0 vas poisoned with a malicious
oh that grated upon the nerves

of*P. J, lybarlte.
1 *&{iy the word," he suggested terene-

to the girl, "and I'll bundle this
: wins al back into that taxi and direct
t be i driver to the nearest accident
> rard! "

"*l?eT rid of this microbe," interrupt-
( w fliti stranger savagely, "unless you

?ant [ him burled between glass slides
v tader* a microscope."

The girl turned to P. Sybarite with

r' ,ba<£ ng eyes and imploring hands.
"I'm afraid I must speak alone with

t Hs"?there was a barely perceptible
j cuse?"gentleman."

Ignored by the man, Sybarite strut-
te \t hack to the brownstone stoop.

The man seemed at once insistent,
de tj mnined and thoroughly angry. In
a 1 ft ace of minutes the fellowseeming-
ly y )rought forth some telling argu-
me tf t. She wavered and her accents
roFfe la doubt:

' 1 s that true?"
IDs reply was patently an affirma-

tive
' don't believe you!"
' n 'ou don't dare doubt me."
IW e girl showed evident irresolution,

pre *#"icing her abrupt surrender.
" tf cry well," she said in a tone of

resi jg nation. "I'llgo, but I must leave
a n m saagp."

" te onsenae"
S W -j showed displeasure in the lift

of bHU r chin. "I think I'm my own mis-
tres "a- ?as yet."

Ht growled as she turned back to
the (b Duse.

lm ;j ulsively she gave Sybarite -her
hand it a second time; with as littlere-
flecti 1 a he took it in both of his owr

"Ie M there nothing I can do?"
"I d iust go," she repeated in a lew

tone. \ "I can't refuse. But?alone.
Do y< 4 i understand?"

"Y\u03b3 Jk i mean?without him?" P. Syb-
arite « iodded toward the man fuming
in th( % gateway.

"If \ you could suggest something
to detA, 'n him long enough for me to
get int'j the cab and say one word to
the chii* iffeur"

"MoliJ !" cried the man at the gate.
"Dods( i answer," P. Sybarite ad-

vised: I you don't, he'll lose pa-
tience LUnd,come to fetch you. And
then"? a

"Mollb| *
"Do t tt 'Juiet," suggested P. Sybarite.
"Whett's ythat?" he barked In a rage.
"I sal kiold your tongue."
"The fleJ tfl you did!" With a snort

the maty .erode in to the stoop. "Do
you knb ft who you're talking to?"

Steppii ii: aside, as if in alarm, Miss
Lessing itof oved behind the fellow and
darted thibe >ugh the. gate.

"I don't* ' P. Sybarite admitted am-
iably; "bufj, your nose annoys me."

"You iti pudent puppy!" stormed
the other. "Who are you?"

"Who?ml )?" echoed P. Sybarite in
surprise. § The girl was now instruct-
ing the _1- a&autfeur.) "Why," he
drawled, "Ifl en the guy that put the
point In ppointment Sure you've
heard of m<! ?"

At the curi b, the door of the taxicab
closed wlth"4' a slam. Simultaneously
the drone f the motor thickened to
a rumble. T! befcnan with the twisted

mouth turned just in time to see it
drawing away. *-

"Hi!"he cried in surprise and die-
may.

But the taxi didn't pause; to the
contrary, it stretched out toward
Ninth avenue at a quickening pace.

P. Sybarite found himself ducking

beneath the swing of a powerful fist
And this last, failing to find a mark,
threw its owner off his balance. Trip-
ping awkwardly over the low curb-
ing of the dooryard walk, he reeled
and Vent a-sprawl on Ms knees, while
his hat fell t>ll and rolled several feet
away.

P. Sybarite withdrew to a respect-
ful remove and held himself coolly
alert against reprisals that never
came. The other picked himself up
quickly, cast about for the taxicab,
discovered it swiftly making off?al-
ready twenty yards distant?and with
a howl of rage bounded through the
gate and gave chase at the top of his
speed.

Sighing, P. Sybarite went back to
the stoop and entered the hall. And
co Molly Lessing might very well be
Marian Blessington, after all!

In which case the man with the
twisted month was, more probably
than not, none other than that same
Bayard Shaynon, the son of her guard-
ian, whom the young lady was report-
ed to have Jilted so arbitrarily.

Turning the topper over in his
hands, it occurred to P. Sybarite to
wonder if he did not, in it, hold a val-
uable clue to this riddle of identity.

It was a handsome and heavy hat
of English manufacture; it carried
neither name nor initials on its lining
and lacked every least hint*as to its
ownership?so it seemed until the
prying fingers of P. Sybarite turned
down the leather and permitted a vis-
iting card concealed therein to flutter
to the floor.

The hall rack was convenient; hang-
ing up the hat P. Sybarite picked up
the card. It displayed in conventional
script the name, Bailey Penfield, with
the address, No. 97 West Forty-fifth

street; one corner, moreover, bore a
pencilled hieroglyphic which seemed
to re*d: "O. K.?B. P."

"Whatever," P. Sybarite mused,
"that may mean."

At least he meant to know more
about Mr. Bailey Penfleld before he
slept

He strolled toward sixth avenue,
then walked to Forty-fifth street,
turned off to the right, and in another
moment was at a standstill, in the
extremest perplexity, before No. 97.

By every normal indication the
house was closed and tenantless. Dis-
appointed in the conviction that he
had drawn a false lead, the little
man strolled on eastward a little dis-
tance, then, on sheer impulse, gave
up his project and, swinging about,
started to go home. But now, as he
approached No. 97 the second time, a
taxicab turned in from Sixth avenue,
Slid to the curb before that dwelling
and set down a smallish young man
dressed in the extreme of fashion?a
person of physical characteristics by
no means to be confused with those I
of the man with the twisted mouth?
who negligently handing a bill to the

chauffeur, ran nimbly up the steps,
rang the doorbell, and, promptly let-
ting fflmeelf into the vestibule, closed
the door behind him.

Here was mystery within mystery

Indeed! The circumstances annoyed
P. Sybarite intensely. He turned bold-
ly up the stepe, pressed the bell-but-
ton, laid hold of the door-knob, and
entered into a vestibule as dark as his
bewilderment.

Instantly the bare and narrow vesti-
bule was flooded With the merciless
glare of half a dozen electric bulbs,
and at the same time he found him-
self sustaining the intent scrutiny of
a pair of Inhospitable dark eyes set
in an impassive dark face?this last
abruptly disclosed in the frame of a
small grille in one of the inner doors.

"Well?" he wfes gruffly asked.
"The saints be praised!" returned

P. Sybrite. "I find myself so. And
yourself?" he added civilly, not to be
outdone.

"What do you want?"
P. Sybarite stiffened his neck.
"To see Mr. Penfield," he returned

firmly.
"What Mr. Penfleld?" asked the

other, after a pause which to P. Syb-
arite indicated beyond question that

at least one Mr, Penfield was known
to his cautious interlocutor.

"Mr. Bailey Penfleld," he replied.
"Who else? I have his card with this
number ?got it from him only to-
night"

"Card?" The face returned to the
grille.

"I believe you'll find that authen-
tic," P. Sybarite observed with asper-
ity.

By way of answer, the grille
closed with a snap; but his inclination

to kick the door was nullified when,

without farther delay, it opened to ad-
mit him. Nose in the air, he strutted
in, and the door clanged behind him.

He stood in the main hall of an old-
fashioned residence. To his right a
double doorway revealed a drawing-
room luxuriously furnished, but, as
far as he could determine, quite un-
tenanted. On*the left a long stair-
case hugged the wall, with a glow of
warm light at its head. To the rear
the hall ended In a single doorway
through which he could see a hand-
some mahogany buffet elaborately
arranged with shimmering damask,
silver and crystal.

"It's all right," announced the war-
den of the grille, his suspicions to all
seeming completely allayed. "Mr. Pen-
field ain't in just at present, but"?
here he grinned shrewdly?"l reckon
you ain't co dead set on seem' him as
you made out"

"On the contrary," P. Sybarite re-
torted stiffly, "my business is imme-
diate and personal with Mr. Penfleld.
I will wait"

"Sure." Into the accents of the
other there crept magically a trace of
geniality. "Will you go right on up,

or would you like a bite of something
to eat first?"

At the mere hint of food a frightful
pang of hunger transfixed P. Sybarite.

"I don't mind if I do, thank you."
He found the back room one of good

proportions?whatever the architect's

original intention?now serving as a
combined lounge and grille richly and
comfortably furnished in sober, mas-
culine fashion, boasting In all three
buffets set forth with a lavish display
of food and drink, and presiding over
them the typical colored butler.

Poising a tiny glass delicately be-
tween thumb and forefinger, P. Syb-j
arite treated himself presently to one
small sip?an instant of lingering

delectation?another sip.
It was years since P. Sybarite had

tasted a cocktail artfully concocted.
Now, it mustn't be understood that

P. Sybarite entertained any misappre-
hensions as to the nature of the insti-
tution into which he had stumbled. He
had not needed the sound, sometimes
In quieter moments audible from up-
stairs, of a prolonged whirr ending in
several staccato clicks, to jnake him
shrewdly cognflzant of Its questionable

character.
So at length, satiate and a little;

weary?drawn by curiosity besides ?he
rose, endowed Pete lavishly with a
handful of small change (something
over fifty cents; all he had in the!
world aside from his cherished five
dollars), and slowly ascended to the
second floor.

Here, in remodelling the house for
its present purposes, partitions had ar-
bitrarily been dispensed with, aside
from that Inclosing the well of the
stairway; the floor was one large
room, wholly devoted to some half
dozen games of chance. With but tew
of these was P. Sybarite familiar; but
on information and belief he marked
down a faro layout, the device with
which his reading had made him ac-
quainted under the assignation of les
petits chevaux, and, at either end of
the salon, immense roulette tables.

The carpet, goldea brown- In tone,
was of a velvet pile so heavy that it
completely muffled the sound of foot-
steps. The room, indeed, was singu-
larly quiet for one that harbored
some two-score players In addition to
a full corps of dealers, croupiers,
watchers and waiters. The almost in-
cessant whine of racing ivory balls
with their clattering over the metal
compartments of the roulette wheels,
clicking of chips, dispassionate voices
of croupiers, seemed only to lend em-
phasis to the hush.

The warmth of the room was notice-
able.

P. Sybarite was a lonely exception
to the rule of evening dress. But this
discovery discomforted him not at all.
The wine buzzing in his head, teeth
tight upon an admirable cigar, h.e
strutted hither and yon, ostensibly as
much in his native element as a press
agent in a theatre lobby.

A few minutes sufficed to demon-
strate that the owner of the abandoned
hat was not among those present;
which fact, coupled with the door-
keeper's averment that Mr. Bailey Pen-
field was out, persuaded P. Sybarite

t£at this last was neither more nor
less than the proprietor of the prem-
ises.

His tour ended at last In a pause
<by the roulette table at the rear of the
room.

There were perhaps half a dozen
players around the board?four on one
wing, two on the other. Of the latter
one was that very young man who had
been responsible for P. Sybarlie's
change of mind with regard to going
home. With a bored air this prodigal
was frittering away five-dollar notes
on the colors, the columns and the
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dozens?his illsuccess stupendous, his
apparent Indifference positively mag-

nificent. But in the course of the
little while that P. Sybarite watclxed
he either grew weary or succeeded In
emptying his pockets, and, ceasing to
play, eat back with a grunt of im-
patience more than of disgust.

The ball ran its course thrice before
he moved. Then, abruptly lifting his
finger to the croupier: "Five on the
red, Andy," said he.

"Fdve on the red," repeated the
croupier; and set aside a chocolate
colored chip In memorandum of the
wager.

Carelessly he tossed It upon the red
diamond. Black won. Unperturbed,

he made a second oral bet, this time
on black, and lost; increased his wager
to ten dollars

,
on black, and lost; made ri

it twenty, shifted to red, and lost;

dropped back to five dollar bets for

three turns of the wheel, and lost
them all. Fifty dollars in debt to the
house, he rose, nodded casually to the
croupier, and left the room.

In mingled envy and amazement P.
Sybarite watched him go. "Look*
easy," meditated P. Sybarite with a
thrill of dreadful yearning. "Why
not?" A minute later he was shocked
to hear his own voice:

"Five on the red," it said distinctly,
with an effect of extravagant apathy.

A thought later he caught the
croupier's eye and drove the wager

home with a nod. His heart stopped
beating.

Five dollars! All he had 1-n tlw
world!

The whirr of the deadly little ball
In Its ebony runway was like nothing
leee than the exultant shriek of a
banshee. Instantly (as if an accident
had happened in the power house)
every light In Ms body went out and
left it cold and dark and altogether
dismayed.

The croupier began his chantr
"Three, red!"

P. Sybarite failed to hear the rest
Allthe lights were on again, full blast
The croupier tossed him a chocolate
token. He was conscious that be
touched it with numb and wltleet
fingers, mechanically pushing it upon
the red diamond.

Ensued another awful, soul-sicken-
ing minute of suspense. . . .

"Twenty-five red!"
A second brown chip appeared mag*

ically on top of the first. P.
regarded both stupidly; afraid to
touch them, his brain communicated
to his hand the Impulse to remove the
chips ere It was too late, but the hand
hung moveless in listless mutiny.

"Thirty-four, red!"
Two more chips were added to his

stack.
"Twelve, black!":
Forty dollars were represented la

that stunted pillar of brown wafers!
P. Sybarite experienced an effect of
coming to his senses after an abbrevi-
ated and, to tell the truth, somewhat
nightmarish nap. Aping the manner
of one or two other players whom he
had observed before this madness pos-
sessed him, he thrust the chips out of
the charmed circle of chanoe, and
nodded again (with what a seasoned
air!) to the croupier.

"Cash or chips?" inquired that func-
tionary.

"Oh?cash, thank you."
He never quite understood how it

was that his feet carried him to the
other roulette table or how it was that
his fingers produced and coolly handed
over the board one of the twenty-

dollar notes rather than the modest
five he had meant to risk.

Twenty white counters were meted
out to him.

"What are these worth?" he de-
manded. 4

"One dollar each," he was Informed.
To save his face he'd have to go

through his twenty. But after that?
exit!

He made this promise to himself.
Prying a single chip apart from its

fellow*, he tossed it heedlessly upon
the numbered squares. It landed
upon Its rim, rolled toward the wheel,
and fainted gracefully upon the green
compartment numbered 00.

The croupier cocked an eyebrow at
him, as if questioning his intention, at
the instant the ivory ball began to
sing its song of a single note. Abrupt-
ly it wae chattering, in another lnstarft
it was still.

"Double 0!" announced a voice.
A player next P. Sybarite swore

soul fully.

Thirty-five white chips were stacked
alongside the winning stake. With un-
becoming haste P. Sybarite removed
them.

"Well," he sighed privately, "there's
one thing certain: this won't last. But

I don't like to seem a piker. I'll Just
make sere of this one: It can't wlrr.
And at that, I'll be anther fifteen
dollars In."

i

San Francisco Sunday Call.


