
THE STARS SATURDAY SHORT STORY
BY GOUVERNEUR MORRIS

At first nobody knew him;
then the Hotchkisses knew
him, and then it seemed as if
everybody had always known
hinv He was first noticed
sitting in the warm corner
made by Wilcox's annex.
Pairs or trios of people, bare-
headed. their tennis clothes
mostly covered from view by
clumsy coonskin coats, pass-
ing Willcox's. would break in
upon whatever else they may
have been saying to make
such remarks as: "He can't
be. or he wouldn't be at Will-
cox's;" or contradictorily:
"He must be. or he'd do
something besides sit in the
sun": or. "Don't they always
have to drink lots of milk?"
or, "Anyway, they're quite
positive that it's not catch-
ing"; or "Poor boy, what
nice hair he's got."

The suspicion that this in-
teresting young man was a
consumptive was set aside by
Willcox himself. He told Mrs.
Bainbridge that Mr. Masters
was recuperating from a very
stubborn attack of typhoid.
So Mrs. Bainbridge drove out
to Miss Langrais' tea at the
golf club, and passed on the
glad tidings with an addition
of circumstantial detail. Mis-
ter Masters had been sick for
many months at?she thought
?the New York hospital.

Mister Masters never re-
membered to have passed so
lonely and dreary a February.
The sunny South was a medi-
cine that had been prescribed
and that had to be swallowed.
Aiken on the label had looked
inviting enough, but he had
found the contents of the bot-
tle distasteful in the extreme.

"The South is sunny," he
wrote to his mother, "but, oh,

my great jumping grand-
mother, how seldom! And
it's cold, mummy, like being
beaten with whips. You were
right about the people here all
being kind; they are all the
same kind. I know them all
now?by sight: but not by
name, except, of course, some
who are stopping at Will-
cox's.

"But in spite of all this
there is a truth that must be
spoken. I feel a thousand
times better and stronger than
when I came. I have no one
to talk to but your letters. So
don't stint me. Stint me with
money if you can (here I defy
you), but for the love of
Heaven keep me posted. If
you will promise to write
every day I will tell you the
name of the prettiest girl in
Aiken. She goes by eight
times every day. and she
looks my way out of the cor-
ner of her eye. And I pre-
tend to be reading and try

very hard to look handsome
and interesting."

Such was the usual trend of
his letters. But that one dated
March 7 began with the fol-

-1 wing astonishing statement:
"I love Aiken. .

and went on to explain why.
But Mister Masters was not

allowed to love Aiken until
he had come through the
whole gauntlet of gossip. But
finally the real truth about
him. or something like it, got
out; and the hatchet of sus-
picion was buried, and there
was peace in Aiken.

This was the truth that got
out about Mister Masters. He
was a nephew of the late
Bishop Masters. His mother,
on whom he was dependent,
was very rich: she had once
been prominent in society. He
was 30, and was good at
games. He did not work at
anything.

So he was something that
Aiken could understand and
appreciate: A young man who
was well-born, who didn't
have to work?and who didn't
want to.

Aiken took a great fancy to
Mister Masters. First because
Aiken was giving him a good
time and, second, because he
was really good company
when you got him well cor-
nered and his habitual fright
had worn off.

But gradually he became al-
most at ease with nearly every-
body: and in the shyest,
gentlest way enjoyed himself
hugely. But the prettiest girl
in Aiken had very hard work
with him.

I don't mean that the pair
sat or stood or walked in ab-
solute silence. Indeed, little
Miss Blythe could never be
\u25a0ilent for a long period nor per-
mit it in others, but I mean
that with the lines and the
machinery of a North Atlantic
liner, their craft of propinquity
made about as much progress
as a scow.

"No," said little Miss Blythe.
upon being sharply cross-ques-
tioned by Mrs. Hotchkiss, "he
practically never does say any-
thing."

Mri. Hotchkiss dug a little
round hole in the sand with
her long black cane, and made

an insulting face at little Miss
Hlvthe.

"Some men," said she, "can't
say 'Boo' to a goose."

Little Mis* Hlythe had many
brothers and sisters; no money,
as we reckon money; and
only such prospects as she
heiself might choose from in-
numerable offers. She was
little, her figure looked best
in athletic clothes (low neck
didn't do well with her, be-
cause her face was tanned so
brown) and she was strong
and quick as a pony. All the
year round she kept herself
it the pink of condition
("overkept herself," some
said), dahcing, walking, run
ning, swimming, playing all
games and eating to match.
She had a beautiful clean cut
face, not delicate and to be
hidden and coaxed by veils
and soft things, but a face
that looked beautiful above a
severe Kton collar, and at any
distance.

Foolish people said that she
had no heart, merely because
no one had as yet touched it.
Wise people said that when
she did fall in love, sparks
would fly.

Nothing would have aston-

ished her world more than
to learn that little Miss
Blythe had a secret, darkly
hidden quality of which she
was dreadfully ashamed. At
heart she was nothing if not

sentimental and romantic.
And often when she was
thought to be sleeping the
dreamless sleep of the trained
athlete who stores up energy
for the morrow's contest, she
was sitting at the windows
in her nightgown, looking at
the moon and weaving all
sorts of absurd adventures
about herself and her partic-
ular fancy of the moment.

And at 23 it was high time
for her to marry and settle
down. First, because she
couldn't «ro on plaving games
and showing horses forever,
and. second. because she
wanted to. But with whom
she wanted to marry and set-

tic down she could not for
the life of her have said.
Sometimes she thought that
it would be with Mr. Blag-
don. He was rich and he was
a widower; but wherever she
went he managed to go. and
he had some of the finest
horses in the world, and he

wouldn't take no for an
answer. Sometimes she said
to the moon:

"I'll give myself a year, and
if at the end of that time I
don't like anybory better than
Bob, why . .

?" Or. in

a different mood. "I'm tired of
everything I do; if he hap-
pens to ask me tomorrow I'll
say yes."

Then there came into this
young woman's life Mister
Master*. And he blushed his
blush and smiled his crooked
smile and looked at her when
she wasn't looking at him
(and she knew that he was
looking) and was unable to

say as much as "Boo" to her;
and in the hidden springs of
her nature that which she
had always longed for hap-
pened. and became, and was.
And one night she said to the
moon: "I know it isn't
proper for me to be so at-
tentive to him, and I know
everybody is talking about it,
but?" and she rested her
beautiful brown chin on her
shapely, strong, brown hands,
and a tear like a diamond
stood in each of her unbeliev-
ably blue eyes, and she looked
at the moon, and said: "But
it's Harry Masters, or?bust!"

Mr. Bob Blagdon, the rich
widower, had played a wait-
ing game; he knew very well
that beneath her good nature

little Miss Blythe had a proud
temper and was to be won
bv the man who should make
himself indispensable to her.
She is an honest girl, he told
himself, and she is always put-
ting herself under obligations
to me. Let her ride down
lover't lane with young Blank
or young Dash, she will not

be able to forget that she is
on my favorite mare.

Miss Blythe liked him be-
cause she was used to him
ar 1 because he could talk
sense. But she was afraid
of him because she knew he
exoected her to marry him
some day, and because she
knew other people, including
her own family, expected this
of her. Sometimes she felt
ready to take unto herself
all the horses and country
places and automobiles and
yachts, and in a life lived re-
gardless of expense to bury
and forget her better self.
But more often she wished
by. one desperate effort to free
herself forever from the en-
tanglement.

Mr. Bob Blagdon was con-
sidered a good fellow. There
is no reason to doubt that he
was a good husband to his
first wife, and wished to re-

place her with little Miss
Blythe, not to supplant her.
To his three young children
he was a perfect father.

But when Mister Masters
entered (so timidly to the eye,
but really so masterfully) into
little Miss Blythe's life, she
could no longer tolerate the
idea of marrying Mr. Blag-
don All in a twinkle she
knew that horses and yachts
and great riches could never
make up to her for the loss
of a long, bashful youth with
a crooked smile.

Her own mind wii made
ud from the first: even to
going through any number of
awful scenes with Blagdon
But as time passed and her
attentions (I shall have to
call it that) to Mister Mas-
ters made no visible progress,
there were times when she
was obliged to think that she
would never marry anybody
at all.

One reason for his awful
bashfutness ami silence was
that certain people had told
him it was only a question of
time before little Misii Blythe
would become Mrs Bob Rlag-
don. "She's always been
fond of him," they said, "and
of course, he can give her
everything worth having." So
v lien he was with her he felt
a» if he was with an engaged
girl.

But what was hidden from
Mister Masters was presently
obvious to Mr. Rlagdon and
to others. To a man in love
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there is no redder danger sig-
nal than a sight of the object
of his affections sitting con-
tentedly with another man
and neither of them saying
as much as "Boo" to the
other. The first time Blagdon
saw them together he
thought; the second time he
felt; the third time he came
forward graciously smiling.

"Don't you ride. Mister
Masters?" said Mr. Blagdon.

"Very honorable bankrupts,"
said he carelessly, "always pay
what they can on the dollar."

The next day. there being
some dozens of people almost
in earshot, Mr. Blagdon had
an opportunity to speak to lit-
tle Miss Blythe. Under the
circumstances, the last thing
she expected was a declara-
tion ; they were in full view
of everybody; anybody might
stroll up and interrupt.

"Of course," said the shy
one. blushing. "Rut I'm not
to do anything violent before
June."

"Sorry." said Mr. Rlagdon,
"because I've a string of pon-
ies that are eating their heads
off. I'd be delighted to mount

you."

"Phyllis," said he. "you have
been looking about you since
you were seventeen. Will I
dor

"Oh. Bob!" she protested.
"I have tried to do," said he.

not without a fine ring of
manliness. "Have I made
good?"

She smiled bravely and
looked as nonchalant as pos-
sible; but her heart was beat-
ing heavily.

"I've liked being good
friends?so much," she said.
"Don't spoil it."

"I will make you happy." he
said. "... Has it never en-
tered your dear head that some
time you mutt give me an
answer ?"

She nodded her dear head,
for she was very honest.

"I suppose so." she said.
"A decision is expected from

us." said*he. "People are grow-
ing tired of our long backing
and filling."

"People! Do they matter?"
"They matter a great deal.

Aad m know it."

Misa Rlythe looked serene-
ly up.

"I never saw such a fellow
ai, you. Bob," said she. "for
putting other people under ob-
ligations. When I think of
the weight of my personal ones
I shudder." She smiled inno-
cently and looked up into his
face. "When people can't pay
their debts they have to go
through bankruptcy, don't
they? And then their debts
all have to be forgiven"

Mr. Blagdon felt as if an
icy cold hand had bean sud-
denly laid upon the most sens-
itive part of his back; but hfc
expression underwent no
change. His slow eyes contin-
ued to look into the beautiful,
brightly colored fact that was
turned up to him.
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"MOLDING HANDS"

» ? *

"Ye#, I suppose they do.;
I-et me off for now, Bob. Peo-

WITH ILLUSTRATION POSED BY
MISS PAULINE FREDERICK

pie are looking at us. . . At Mister Masters, now
Give me two weeks, 1 shall seated near the other end of
think about nothing else." ,jle table, she lifted shy eyes;

"Thank you," he Mid. "Two | )Ut he was looking at his plate
weeks. ... 1 hat will be full and crumbling a piece of bread,
moon. ... I shall ask all it was like saying good-by.
Aiken to a picnic in the woods She was silent for a moment;

. .
. and?and if your answer then, smiling with a kind of

is to be my happiness, why. rcckless gayety. she lifted her
you shall come to me, and glass of champagne and turned
say 'Hoi)?drive me home, will to t he host.
you?"

"And if it's the other arwrwcr,
Hob?"

He umiled in his usual ban-
tering way.

"If it's the other, Phyllis?
why ? you ? you can walk
home."

She laughed joyously, and
he laughed, just as if nothing
but what was light and amus-
ing was in question between
them.

Along the Whiskey Road
the whole floating population
of Aiken moved on horseback
or wheels through the sweet-
smelling dark to Mr. Hob
Hlagdon's picnic in Ked Oak
Hollow.

Hlagdon had preceded his
guests by half an hour, and
was already at the scene of
the picnic. The night was hot
with heaviness. It was clear
and bestarred. Furthermore,
it was so still that candles
burned without flickering.

A table thirty feet long and
low to the ground so that peo-
ple sitting on rugs could eat
from it with comfort, stood
beneath the giant red oak that
gave a name to the hollow.
The white damask and the sil-
ver and cut glass gleamed in
the light of dozens of candles.
The flowers were Marechal
Niel roses.

At the last moment, when
to have been any later would
have been either rude or acci-
dental, little Miss Blythe's
voice was heard.

Miss Blythe blinked at the
lights and looked very beauti-
ful. She was all in white and
wore no hat. She had a red
rose at her throat. She was
grave for her?and silent.

The truth was that she had
during the last ten minutes
made up her mind to ask Blag-
don to drive her home when
the picnic should be over. She
had asked Masters to drive
out with her; and how much
that had delighted him nobody
knew (alasl) except Mister
Masters himself. She had dur-
ing the last few weeks given
him every opportunity which
her somewhat unconventional
soul could sanction. In a hun-
dred ways she had shown him
that she liked him immensely:
and well?if he liked her in the
same way. he would have man-
aged to show it. in spite of his
shyness. The drive out had
been a failure. They had got-
ten no further in conversation

(than the beauty and the sweet
smells of the night.

Tur

MOVIES

finally she had given him up
as a bad job!

At the Alhambra Until Monday.
"The Death Htone of India," three

roela.
? ? ?

At ths Colonial Until Sunday.
"The Intruder," two reela; "Tit

for Tat." "Through the Cumber-
land Mountain* of Tennessee,"

Tbn Fatal Soar."
? ? ?

At tha Circuit Until Sunday.
"A Wartime Mother'* Sacrifice,"

two reel*; "Punnlcua Win* a Race."
a a a

At the Clemmer Until Sunday.
"Shipwrecked," two reel*;

"Pathe Weekly," "Snowy Kgret
and It* Kxtcrmlnatlon."

? ? ?

At the Melbourne Until Sunday.
"nannal," two reel*; "Mission

Holla," "Cohen'* Outing."
? ? ?

At the Grand Until Sunday.
"In the Nick of Time," "The

School Klila' Picnic," "Mutual
Weekly."

? ? ?

At the Clasa A Until Sunday,
"On the Steps to the Throne."

four reels; "Helmont Stun*." "Uau-
moot Weekly."

? ? *

At thr Good Luck Until Sunday
"Bread Cast Upon the Waters."

two reels; "The Speeders," "A
Henpecked liurßlar."

? « ?

At the Ye*ler Until Sunday
"Fortune Smiles," "The I,ove

Test," "The Sultan of Sulu,'
\rabla and thn Baby," "Roughing

the Cub."

AT THE THEATRES

THIS WEEK.

Moore?Dark.

Metropolitan?Dork.

Seattle?llnrk.

Orpheum?-Vaudeville.

Empress?Vaudeville.

Pentagee Vniidovlllo.
Grand Vaudovlllo and motion

pictures.
Clemmer ? Pboioplajra and

vaudeville.
Melbourne ? I'hotoplnjrs and

vaudeville.
Alhambra ? I'botoplaya and

vaudeville.

"To you!" she said.
Delight swelled in the breast

of Mr. Hob Blagdon. He raised
his hand, and from a neighbor-
ing thicket there rose abruptly
the music of banjos and gui-
tars and the loud, sweet sing-
ing of negroes.

Toward dessert nothing was
to be heard but the exclama-
tion: "For Heaven's sake, look
at the moon!" "Did you ever
see anything like it?"

No one remembered to have
seen the moon so large or so
bright. Atomized silver poured
like tides of ligfot into the sur-
lounding woodsand at the
same time heavenly odors of
flowers began to move hither
and thither, to change places,
to return, and pass, like disem-
bodied spirits engaged in some
tranquil and celestial dance.

? ? ?

It was not wholly by acci-
dent that Mister Masters found
himself alone with little Miss
Blythe. Emboldened by the
gayety of the dinner and then
by the wonder of the moon, he
had had the courage to hurry
to her side; and. though there
his courage had failed utterly,
his action had been such as to
deter others from joining her.
So, for there was nothing else
to do, they found a thick rug
and sat upon it, and leaned
their backs against a log.

Little Miss Blythe had not
yet asked Blagdon to drive her
home. Though she had made
up her mind to do so, it would
only be at the last possible
moment of the twelfth hour. It
was now that eleventh hour in
which heroines are rescued by
bold lovers. But Mister Mas-
ters was no bolder than a
mouse. And the moon sailed
higher and higher in the heav-
ens.

"Isn't it wonderful?" said
little Miss Blythe.

??Wonderful!"
"Just smell it!"
"Umm."
Her sad, rather frightened

eyes wandered over to the
noisy group of which Blagdon
was the grave and silent cen-
ter. He knew that little Mrss
Blythe would keep her prom-
ise. He believed in his heart
that her decision would be
favorable to him; but he was
watching her where she sat

with Masters and knew that
his belief in what she would
decide was not strong enough
to make him altogether happy.

Then his eyes caught little
Miss Blythe's, but she turned
hers instantly away.

WOMAN INJURED
Mrs. Jessie Levy. 71S 12th »v?

who was riding on the front end of
<h«« car. wa* »li«htly Injured when
O. Holtano. 1401 Broadway, driving
a motor tnick for the Olympic Mo-
tor Co., ran Into a Yesler car at Hth
av. and Yealer. Bhe was taken
hom«.

"Do you see old Mr. Blac
over there?" she said
to Mister Master#. "He's pre*

tending not to watch us, but
he's watching us like a lynx.
Did you ever start a piece ol
news?"

"Never," said Mister Mas-
ters.

"It would be rather fun,"
said little Miss Blythe. "For
instance, if we held hands for
a moment Mr Hlack would
see it, and five minutes later
everybody would know abou'
*?"

, .4Mister Masters screwed hM
courage up to the stickin

'

point, and took her hand
his. Both looked toward B«
as if inviting him to noti<s*

"There," said little Miss
Blythe, and was withdrawing
her hand But Masters' fingers
tightened upon it, and she
could feel the pulses beating
in their tips. She knew that
people were looking, but she
felt brazen, unabashed, and
happy. Mister Masters' grip
tightened; it said: "My mas-
ter has a dozen hearts, and
they are all beating for you."
To return that pressure was
not an act of little Miss
Blythe's will. She could not
help herself. Her hand said
to Masters: "With the heart
?with the soul." Then she
was frightened and ashamed,
and had a rush of color to the
face.

"Let go," she whispered.
But Masters leaned toward

her, and. though he was
trembling with fear and awe
and wonder, he found certain
courage and his voice was
wonderfully gentle and tender,
and he smiled and he whis-
pered: "Boo!"

... \
Only then did he set her

hand free. For one reason
there was no need now of so
slight a bondage: for another,
Mr. Blagdon was approaching
them, a little pale but smjling.
He held out his hand to little
Miss Blythe, and she took it.

"Phyllis," said he. "I know
your face so well that there is
no need for me to ask, and for
you?to deny." He smiled
upon her gently, though it cost
him an effort. "I wanted her
for myself," he turned to Mas-
ters with charming frankness,
"but even an old man's selfish
desires are not proof against
the eloquence of youth, and I
find a certain happiness in
saying from the bottom of
my heart?bless you. my chil-
dren. ..."

The two young people stood
before him with bowed heads.

"I am going to send you the
silver and glass from the
table," said he, "for a wedding
present to remind you of my
picnic. ..." He looked up-
ward at the moon. "If I could,**
said he. "I would give you
that."

(THE END.)

LEAVES ATLANTIC
PORT FOR SEATTLE

The Pacific Coast Steamship com-
pany's new liner. Conncrejm, left
Philadelphia Friday for Seattle. to
enter the coastwise trade. It will
take al>out 45 days to make the trip,
('apt. 11. C. Thomas. formerly of the
President, is In command
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