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“Like “John Esterbrook?' "
“Yes, Hke ‘John Esterbrook.’ Miss
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“You and 1 ought to understand ; :
‘Cordelia’ if any one could.” state before 1 puiled up. I was—
Dorcas sat In sllence while they |heaven knows how many miles from
rushed over the lighted city with anywhere. I thrashed things out with
insistent glimpaes of sordid life. M myself. I'm going to make ‘John Hs-
terbrook’ the biggest thing that has
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Enoch Wentworth, numﬁa.pe
Andrew Merry, actor, play a™~ hand at
poker, the stakes absolute control of the
future of the loser. Wentworth wins an
they decide to keep the matter secret.
Enoch's sister, Dorcas, knowing from her
brother of Merry's shortcomings, triss to
arouse his ambition. Andrew outlines the
plot of & play he has had in mind she
urges him to go to work on It. When
the play Is completed Merry reads It to
Wentworth, whose life ambition is to
write a succesful play, He demands Mer-
ry's play as a forfeit of the bond won In
the poker game. Preparations for staging
the play are begun, but Merry, who is to
Pla_v the leading part, s missing. Dorcas
& asked to play the leading female part
and makes a fine impression at the re-
hearsals. She quarreils with her brother
for taking =a)1 the credit for the plece,
Dorcas finds Merry among the down-and-
outs In a bread line. Bhe Influences him
to tpke his part in the play. She pro-
duces and suggests certain changes in the
play to Wentworth, which thé latter tries
to induce Merry to make, but the actor
refuses.

CHAPTER Xl—Continued.

“You're right.” Oswald's voice was
emphatic. “I don’'t know why I did
not see it. Perhaps because the child
has little to do except to follow har
father about.”

“It's that following the father about
which I mean to make the strongest
point in the first act.”

“Engage the child Immediately.”

“I'll have to do diplomatic work to
get her.”

“How 7"

“Alice Volk would rather starve
than let her child go on the stage. She
has been hoping we might find a small
part for herself which she could play
—crippled.”

“Poor soul.”

“I hinted that we might give the Iit-
tle Julie a chance. She snatched the
child away as {f she thought I meant
to kidnap her. When a woman has
seen the seamy silde of life as she has
—you understand.”

Oswald nodded gravely. “We must
find a way to get around her.”

Merry sat writing a letter in the
manager's office the next afternoon
when Oswald entered, accompanied by
Dorcas.

"I want you to tell Miss Wentworth
about the little Volk girl” sald the
Englishman. “I have enlisted her
sympathy. Jf the mother feit that
some woman here would be interested
in the child she might change her
wind."

“I'll do anything I can,” sald Dorcas
heartily. “I am glad you are making
& change. It will improve the first act
wonderfully to have the child sweet
and real. Then,” the girl laughed in
a half-embarrassed way, “did you ever
look at a picture of yourself when you

. were at the tadpole age and wonder if

it could have possibly been you? That
has been my frame of mind aince I
lald eyes on the little ‘Cordelia.” ™

“I don't blame you,” Oswald smiled.
“I can't imagine why we made such a
blunder. Merry puts it just the way
you do,”

#Thank you, Mr. Merry.” Dorcas
turned to the actor with a grateful
Emile. I am ready to go with you any
(ime to see Mrs. Volk"

Dorcas had a new insight In Merry's
character when she found how his
friends held him in esteem. There
was not & touch, In Mrs. Billerwell’s
greeting, of hero worship or deference
to the man who had won fame. It
was merely a droll blend of loving de-
votion and motherly tyranny. :

Merry jumped to his feet when Mra.
Volk entered, with Julle clinging shyly
to ber gown. Dorcas felt instantly a
:iroh of sympathy and warm friend-

lp. Merry had told her something
of the pitiful story on the way uptown.

“You said once, Miss Dorcas,” ke re

minded her, “that you were never so| .

bappy as when you had some one to
mother. Alice Volk needs mothering.
3 doubt If she has & friend in the world

r man, and | saw her chin tremble once and

d | denly:

: Rillerwell is pure goid, but Alice |
" meeds a woman like you.*

eyes grow misty; then she spoke
“She must have lived through
awful experiencea”

“Alice Volk has seen the very depths.
She suffered more than misery and

strugk New York in years." 5

Dorcas laughed. BShe feit foolishiy

happy.

“] am so glad,” she sald.
“It's up to me to do the best I ean;

neglect; there was actual brutality. I|j owe it to you,” there was grim de-
knew her before Volk came into her|germination in Merry's voice; “to you

She played with the first New | g Oswald, he's s

prlnce of a good

York company 1 was In. Bhe was the| sallow; now Alice Volk and the child
gayest little creature then you can Im- | come into 1" -

agine—a whimslcal, laughing, care-
free, happy child.”

“And yourself.”
“Yes, myself. 1f I succeed, It means

“Gay!" Dorcas spoke Incredulously. | atriaying more than you imagine.”

“The galety has gome.”

“And you will confess you wrota the

“It has been wrung out of her. play ™

“I never had a real woman friend ex-
cept the sisters at the convent,” sald
Dorcas. “I think Alice Volk and I
will be friends. We can help each
other."

“Bach other? I had not thought of
it in that way. Your friendship will
mean a great deal to her.
reaching out a hand to some one who
fs drowning.”

“Alice Volk is different from any
one I ever met. When little Julle ran
out to speak to you, I followed her.
The mother lald her hand on my arm,

“Not—yet.”
“Why
“Miss Doress,” Merry's volee had a

tone of entreaty In it, “I want to ask
one thing of you. I ask it because your
faith In me is so great and uplifting
it is like | Prop the authorship of the play. I can-
not explain, T eannot fight the thoughts
you have of me. You sald once, ‘1 be
Heve in you' Do you remember?”

Dorcas looked at him with steadfast

eyes and nodded.

“Go on beleving. It's the kindest

drew me back into the room, then she | thing you can do for me, and—for
closed the door and kissed me. She |Enoch.

did not eay a word. Any other woman

Thelr eyes made a compact though

would have kissed me while I was say- | no word was spoken.

ing ‘Good-by,’—before you and Mrs.
Billerwell. She does unexpected things

They lingered over strange dishes

that came and went Food seemed

that cannot help drawing one to her.” | merely a clroumstance, an excuse for

“Pour soul!™ said Merry.

being ajone and together. They falt

The conductor entered, shutting the | curfously isolated, for the noise made
door behind him with a crash. “Twen- | & refreat for them as silence doss. A

ty-third street!” he called.

sudden Iuil fell on the babel of sound.

“Let us get of and have dinner | The orchestra, which had rested for a
somewhere,” suggested the actor. *1|few minutes, began again—not one of

want to talk to you—for hours."

CHAPTER XIi.

its long overtures, but & prelunde to the

florld music in an [talian opera.
Through the murky atmosphere &
woman’s volce shrilled out with rare

= sweetness.

A Prima Donna of the Past.

Dorcas rose to her feet for & sec

Dorcas and Merry paused for B mo- | gnd, searching for the singer; then she
ment before a flight of steps which led | geated herself with her back to the
up to what had onceé been & fine|gable. The crash of dishes; the rattle
private residence. Its exclusive days | of silver, and the popping of corks con-
were past; it was beckoning with a|tinued, but tongues were stilled except
garish blaze of light to every passer|for one volce. It was singing the
by. Through the open door came |tremendous aria from “Ernanl" The
strains from the overture to “Willlam | gir] drew o long breath as the last

Tell”

note died away into silence then she

“What a queer place,” sald the girl.|turned eagerly to Merry.

“You can’t realize Its queerness un-
til we are inside. The crowd that
gathers here Is as motley as any you
find In New York."

Dorcas ran lightly up the steps. The

“Who is gha?”

“I'll tell you in a minute.”

Bhe turned again to look at the
singer, who stood crushed Into a na-
row balcony which was crowded to

cafe, shabby and weather-beaten out- | discomfort by a plano and four mu-

doors, was bizarre inside.
ther end a daub of painted canvas at-
tempted to create the {llusion of sunlit
flelds. Against it vose a theatrical
apple tree. A hundred electric lights
blazed ingide crimson apples on its
widespread branches. Under If, at a
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At the far | giclans. The woman was absurdly fat

and absurdly gowned. Years ago, in
the pelmy days of a concert tour, she

il

1 *“Good moming.” There was a

thuu »

~Oh, the peor soul!” Doreas’ volce |1

was a whisper.

“Her's was an unusual case,” sald
Merry. “She is only fifty-three now,
80 I've heard. It makes you I
into what a ghort bit of our lives fame

army, & pitiful army. Unless one has
& home and some one in it to cherish
and love, the lonely days of old age
are—" Andrew langhed cheerlessly.
“Well, I never think of them."

He stretched out his hand to inter
cept a boy who wandered between the
tables with a tray full of ecrimson
roses. He laid a bunch of them before
Doreas. She burled her face in the
cool petals,

“Shall we go?" asked Merry.

As they pushed their way through
the maze of erowded tables they passed
& woman who sat dining alone. She
wore an orange velvet gown, and a
shabby lace scarf covered her naked
shoulders. - Dorcas paused for a mo-
ment, laid her hand upon the woman's
arm, and spoke a few words In Italian
The ginger looked up and put a grimy,
ring-bedizened hand upon the girl's

“*“Why, are you Infteresfed In her
yourself?” 3
~“My God, Enoch!” Andrew stuffed

-roll of paper in his pocket and
jumped to his feet.

“Here, sit down. I want this affalr
straightened out—now."”

Merry did not answer. He walked
across the office and stood beside a
table where a litter of photographs lay.
He picked one up carelessly and
glanced at it. It was an exquisite por-
trait of Dorcas. Her eyes gazed fnto
his with a stralghtforward look which
was characteristic of the girl.

“WiH you tell me,” there was stern
demand in Wentworth's volee, “will
you explain why you are so
about my morals™ . \

“I don’t earé a damn about your
morals,” answered Merry contemptu-

fingers. Merry stood watching them. Logaely, “I was thinking about your sis-

The woman looked very old and faded
under the white glare of the elee-
tricity, but her face grew eager and
tremulous while she poured out her
soul in her own language. Dorcas took
one rose from the cluster in her arms
and laid the rest of the fragrant blos-
soms beside the singer's plate.

“You’ll forgive me for parting with
your flowers?" she whispered as she
rejolned Merry.

“I'm glad you did it Once upon 8
time stage bouguets were a worn-out
sensation for that woman; today 1
guess she is showered with roses about
once in a blue moon.”

Dorcas paused near the door to nod
good-by to tbe singer, who sat gazing
after them with her chin buried in the
red roses. Suddenly Dorcas turned to
Merry. Her face had grown white,
and she put her arm within his. He
clasped it with a strong grip, but
neither of them spoke. " At the same
moment " they had caught sight of
Enoch Wentworth. He was seated in
an alcove st a small tabls hedged
about with pelms.  Zilla Paget sat
facing him. Enoch’s hands clasped
.one of hers which lay upon the table.
They were engrossed in each other.

Dorcas stopped sbruptly when thay |

reached the foot of the steps. “OhI"

.she whispered appealingly, “Andrew, ||

save Enoch from thnt_ woman!”™

_CHAPTER XIIL.

A Sealed Bargalin.
Wentworth sat in a small room at

the theater, which he had appropriated | the
as his‘'own. It led directly off the box |
offica. He was.glancing over a heap of {

press elipfings when the door opemed
and Merry walked in. L3

prised glance on Enoch's face while'he
m . i O’

Androw soaded & responsé, then he ).

drew a package of manuscript from his.

pocket. Wentworth’s eyea turned on |

him curiously while he fisttened

g .2E,

ter. 1 am still fool enough to beliave
that you have some decency left I
will hand over this aet, rewrliten as
you want it, when you promise to have

‘nothing to do with Zilla Paget."”

*“When Merry stopped speaking he
took a seat opposite Enoch and wadted
for a reply. : 3

Wentworth pigked it up and tere it
into halves. He sat tearing and re-
tearing it in perfect silence. When it

was reduced to fragments, he gathered -

them into the hollow of his hand ana
dropped them in the waste basket;
then he logked acress at Merry.
“That was Miss Paget's card” he
gald harshly. “I'm through with her.”
Merry took the maénuscript from his
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