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THE
night of the baron's declaration was one

of the rare occasions when Ilooked forward-
impatiently to an interview withmy mother.
Ifelt it was sure to be illuminating, ~tf not a
revelation. All through the evening

—
after

that terrible moment in the automobile^
—
I

had assiduously avoided baron de Berenzig, not
alone because Icouldn't bear the thought of be- 1

ing wifh him, but to contradict whatever stories
Perry Willing's ready tongue would not fail to cir-
culate. Iknew he had been a witness of the scene
in the motor and was in mortal fear of his misinter-
pretation of it.

"Mother,"Imanaged to whisper, as we were being
helped into our wraps7"don't ask the baron to come
with us."

She raised her eyebrows, adjusting an expression
of'mild surprise.

"Ifyou do,"Iadded, desperately, "I*llrefuse to ride
with him. I'llask Nella to take me home."
c "And make a scene?" inquired my mother, con-

\u25a0 temptuously. "You've .hardly come to so sorry:a
pass, my dear."- ;-\u25a0\u25a0 . •

-I turned away, miserably conscious that she was
right; that Ishould never have the courage to,fling
myself thus openly before the Juggernaut of Gossip.
But Imight have been happier braving the wheels
of the monster then«and there than to- subject my-.
eelf, as Idid, to all that followed.• Baron de Berenzig joined us, as a matter of course,
as we stepped from the littleelectric elevator, and at
once bent over my mother's hand, expressing .his
pleasure that her slight indisposition of the early
evening had not prevented her attendance. It seemed
to me he must have had an opportunity to do that
before the moment of departure, but from my

mother's greeting, they appeared net to have met be-
fore. ' ,
Ishrank from his touch as he helped me into the

motor, yet my mother made a place for him beside
her withan "Of course you're coming with us," and
smiled invitingly. '

U"l-..i;i
He stepped in and Iturned, staring out into the

night, my lips set hard to control the tears- that
threatened to deluge me. When we reached home I
went straight to my room and gave them their way,

determined at least that my mother should not know
of my weakness. Ihad not spoken a word on the
way and had felt the wrath gathering under her cool
brow at my hasty "good night" as baron de Berenzig
helped me from the, motor. IknewImust meet her
on her own ground, and of one thingIwas firmly con-
vinced, niy rage 'was quite equal to hers.
;Mysympathetic little maid helped me into a dress-

ing gown, patting my shoulder meanwhile and plead-
ing that she be allowed to bathe my head in eau de

t cologne. But Itold her she need not wait up for
me.—lwas quite prepared to spend the remainder of
the hours until breakfast in my mother's boudoir.
Ireceived no answer tc my knock, and when Ien-

tered found the room vacant, though the logs flaming

tinder the marble mantel and the big chair pulled
close to the grate indicated that an -occupant was

MOTHER AND DAUGHTER
Ihad intended entering the field of battle withmy

mother's own weapons at hand-r-coolness and ex-
quisite sarcasm. But as Ipaced up and down while
the clock ticked away long moments that - seemed
drawn out expressly to tantalize me,' Ireviewed her.
part in the affair, and by the time the. swish of her,

gown announced her coming Iwas keyed up to -my
natural inclination to go straight to the point with
neither stratagem nor subterfuge.^ - S

•
v./*Ifaced her with eyes blazing the wrathIhad been

strangling all evening.
"If any one had told me," Icried, "that you would

deliberately plot to subject me. to the insults of a
scoundrel Ishould have branded the statement a lie.
Itseems a role too impossible even for the most un-
natural mother to play." -.:~',v

My mother's brow remained unwrinkled,
*
but her

eyes narrowed. She settled into a chair and drew a
scarf <about her shoulders. "I am not 'playing; a
role' as you seem inclined. to do on every possible oc-
casion," she answered ,. calmly. "I neither revel in
tragics, nor am Iat home acting the fool. Ileave
;both of these for my daughter."
Isat down on the very edge of the divan, leaning

forward. "Well, she has finished playing the fool,"I
flung out, "once and for all. That's what I've come
to tell you. Irefuse to be either a puppet or a pawn

in whatever game you and baron de Berenzig seem -
, to have planned.***

"So now it's a game. Really, my dear child," my

mother shrugged, "your metaphors of the street are
confusing, not to say disagreeable. Suppose we deal
in facts instead of figures." .
Irose and began pacing the room again. "Suppose

we do,"Iagreed, stopping before my mother's chair.
"Well, then, Iknow that ybu purposely invited the
baron to join us this evening, that your headache
\u25a0was a ruse to leave us alone, and that in spite of the
hazardous position in which he might have placed us^
both last winter you have made yourself a party to
his designs, whatever they may be."

"Do you mean to say"
—

a look of real astonish-
ment sped across my mother's face. "Didn't he- tell-'

you he had divorced his wife?"
"Quite so! And that now there was 'no encum-

• brance in the way of marrying ;/ne. He- ought to-

be living in Utah—it woulH be.more convenient for1

him. As ifIwere a thing, a *..creature ;of neither
'

•grains, soul nor backbone!"
"Which is just what you are proving yourself to

be," my.mother roused herself. -"Any"onc;who shows]

herself as incapacitated as you did tonight-r-as you"
•

<are doing now—must not;be :left alone '\u25a0 to
'make .an

idiot and laughingstock of herself. Last year you>

would have welcomed the chance to marry: baron 'de/'
Berenzig" ,

"And this year," Iinterrupted hotly, "there is no
human being more distasteful Ho me.*'

'

"Simply becauseche pays you -the: compliment "of
divorcing his wife. Really, Idon't know what you;

i want You're not,worthy, of him." / ;

"I'lltell you. this," I"blazed forth, "I,don't want.a'
trickster with an adjustable cloak of morals \u25a0 noria
male thing in the" latest cut of trousersi. And;l-'dbn't;

intend to have either or a combination of-bothithrust'.'-
noon me.' For months I've been trying.to!adapt my-7
self to a code ofhonor that seems to be principally/a
lack of it. Tve done my best to be^untrue: to'myself ?.

and to everybody else— and 4 I've"been/ miserable.
There may be-^something radically

*
wrong—<>riradi-

"HinCT T5 T7 A TTT^TTTTTT \u25a0-- 17 1" tT"XT
-

\u25a0\u25a0" "O 13 T? A T**XJXTT^ TXlT^\T. ~\ {J&
"

T^A 15 'ir>X\J O X \u25a0
~~~ p*iTVi\Kj"AXX^ 1j

•
\u25a0 \_jL^tj^,j Xif7-* * pXV12*a\ XXX"j"

j KiNX V_i* ISX. X
• -

|>/A.l\.

do my best nbw"?o repair the neglect.. It is;not too
-late,.'l-am sure." ... "

E . And|then11:made the \u25a0most
-idiotic, oriI( should say

.one of the most idiotic,;movies of my limitedcareer. /-I:;motioned ;to Xarley'Deane, .who- was, coming;toward
fusrand"remindcd him'arid myself /of some old sporting
printst I'd'promised' to;show him,:bought;recently at
auctionrby^my brother Dick. .;- -"They're';inithe; library,".Isaid, rising. "I know
Evelyn, you'll pardon me and let'Dr. de^Bererizig take
care/of you for' a\ while." :^ / /.-

"
/, /,y ;C'

::Iiflattered myself
'
as I~trailed"out that -the |eyes'- of

?th'eientire room had seen me abruptly"leave "a-moment
|after/the ;baron joined1us, butIforgot one 1thing,'- that
Iwas leaving him alone withEvelyn 'Taghern-Steward,
.arid that he was quite as clever as*I,if.not "more;so; ;''
.7; When %we reached ithe ;library.I:sank

'
into="a/ huge'

t
armchair, my head flung back against its broad, warm
{expanse, and closed my eyes*. "Carley/'T managed
|to -breathe, "don't talk to me for three whole minutes.',
If rdo,;'I:shall-7-cry."

The dear.- boy; turned away. sympathetically. /For a
time "there.' was; a ,blessed silence while;ISprayed for.
courage jto> face", the cannon jand^ carry on

-
the fighti"as

;begun. *I;felt/sure /that/ my /mother,: too, had -been
;given: an .embellished description of that moment in
the motor and that it would prove an added weapon, in;

.herhands. ../ .• . . .,
v :/ ;

\u25a0 '.'Carley,"
'
Iblurted at

-
last,- opening my:eyes to see

:him;in;a far corner, of,the. room,' his;face turnedfrom
;me^ busily/ lighting"a cigarette,/"y6u're known as 1a
'goodt fellow*...? and /I've always tried to. be ;one. Are;youfwillingto

'
take a 'sporting chance* for me? *I've

got to take a fighting one." "'/ r 7

..VMy.dear little ĝirl,".-he said; flinging,away •the cig-"
arette in :his hand, "and- then proceeding; to light an-
other/as/he cameltoward me,- 'what's the mess?^ I've
-'ne'Vecseen ybu-so' upset."- :

"That's part of. the rsporting chance, C^rleyV'Lsaid,
"you*mustn't'ask questions./ You must just:come into
this thing -blindly,- as if-^as;if/you were betting on a

\u25a0horse. thatlwasn't' a. favorite." • .
\u0084.^",
..^"

- - < .
"The»i Ican't, bet, on you," he -laughed, "'cause.

you are;one." / :/<.;/-/
/"I want jto-play/at being one—yours'l? I;explocled,

taking ;my.courage^.in both and' holding "it tight.
"I»wanVyou;to*play at•being riiydevoted-r-to >\u25a0 save my:•Hfe'.^ltJ.wUl>be/jjust -forfa":few*,months s'andithen only;

\u25a0in;cbmpariy,"'Iadded hastily. •;.;.'-;'/;.._ v :

X"Where's Ithe \u25a0:\u25a0 fun,"- \u25a0 Carley/ asked, 'with;.a disap-
pointed 1 air,\'.'if it's not. to;be all.the. time?? ;

-1 :'-£"; ;•
ENTER^THE- BARON ;

- • ?.
4"Please," [I;pleaded,/ "it's/ not /a 'laughing matter.
I'm seriousf^l jmust be—an'd vl'm:asking fyou/to"*do

\u25a0 this for;me*because \u25a0 I'm:desperate, jI've:had' to"turn"'
tofsome{one;and' you'seemed"—^l^V "";/ /

'
y*'::(. '-*

stretchedfout his -wiry;hand and caught mm c
ina tmgling. grip. :"Done!" he exclaimed. don't;
let's s talk;any, more'<abbut'E if?Let's fact and -I'll;*how
you jwhatja.good/sport ;I/can be> Now,' how. 'about'
::
those/pririts?' v/,/ f.;.

'_ ',
'

-^|§§^§|l?2?^^ii\.*jj\\aros"e" and ."was^bending^byer.'a^portfolib,^ Ca"rley,at ',

xnylcide,*when'- Ay/mother;made' her;appearance,^ lean-
ing confidentially on- the arm;of jbaron.de \u25a0Berenzig. :j_
v*4,vAh,\here fyourarel"ishe ''announced! "::^^W_e;nee"d you"
iat^bridge,]Carletbn," :and?her/feyes rshqt'jneTa^signal'of!

striumph.s triumph. "Dr.fde*:Berenzig,\you :kn'6w,fdoesn't^playV.
• so'4'ye^brbught^him utoUakejyour jplace ;here." . s
V:

'"
\u25a0''-\u25a0 I*knew Ithatjthe jyearibefore« the ,baron rhad played.

That \izct,X combiried; withi*theVgleam- in mother's
:eye^ spurred: me" to"!combat./ / ; v /: "C^"*
•.??e"l^mayj'as-swell/come/ too,"-Iproclaimed;-. "you'll
vprbb'ablyj^ed^me.*'-/;//.^/":^;. :;

-'/- -"v v
':v> /" '-.:-\f:;*:

'

:

]~. I,"So*sorry,'Vdear;* but j'the '.tables \are*all/made up."'
Aridrmy;motherIhad \ swept \Carley^ out « with

"
her; be-.

fore either -of us had a chance to protest.
; -I dropped into my chair again. It was just as well
that my inevitable interview with the baron be over
as j soon as possible. He leaned back against tho
library "table, studying me leisurely in that discom-
forting foreign way, that may be •interpreted as
meaning almost anything-^-or everything. When his
eyes. finally reached the rose in my hair he bent down
closer, closer,; and of a" sudden caught up my hand
that, rested' on the arm of the chair.
-; "Most beautiful "one!" he breathed into my ear.
Isnatched away my

\u25a0 "I'do not care for a repetition of the scene in the
motor,' baron de Berenzig. whatever may be its ad-
vantage to you. You seem intent upon forcing me
into a-.position"—
,*"-"There -is but •one position it is my intention to
have you assume, and -you know what that is,"- h«
interrupted.- -V-. "The same in which you intended to place me last
winter?".Iflung at him.

"Quite the same, dear little lady, that of my
—

wife." He lingered tenderly on the word. "Iwanted
*you' for that, though you willnot yet recognize it,
from the -first moment."

"Just a little bit'more, in fact, than you wanted
the wife with- whom you were already burdened,** I
put in. "What an,exquisite. sense of responsibility!
And may Iask whether you decided at once to push
her gently to one side inmy favor?"
, "Helas," sighed the baron, "Iam never practical.
Idid not ihink of anything, or.of any one

—
but you-^-

until the -countess made me know my false posi-
tion"——

-~
"Yoursl"Iexclaimed. "Idon't suppose mine was

of any cons equence ?" j
"Your charming mpther spoke only of my injustice

to myself,".he smiled, 'reminiscently, "when she and
Ifconsidered the advisability of a divorce before I
went away last spring."

"My.mother and you!" Isat erect, intent, scarcely
believing Icould have heard aright. "Consid-
ered"- The enormity of my undertaking in pit-'
ting myself against a woman as resourceful as my
mother flashed suddenly upon me. "Do you mean

—
dp^you dare, to tell me that my mother knew of this
disgraceful plan of yours?"

HIS TALE OF DEVOTION
"Dear lady of mine, would it not have been a far

greater disgrace to remain the husband of another
when it was youIloved, youIdesired

—
more than

life?"
He was behind my chair and had drawn my rigid

figure:against its back before Icould resist. His fin-
gers seared me like fire and Istruggled^ to free my-
self. '"Can you not understand v/hat it is to love as
Ilove you?" His head was bent over mine and his
breath on my face stifled me. Iwanted to shriek, to
cry out for relief. "What does the world

—
what does

life itself matter— when every thought, every breath,
every burning fiber of you"

"Baron de Berenzig,' Iinterrupted, half strangling
myself to utter the words calmly, "I am not in-
terested in a minute account of the processes of your
emotions. Willyou kindly release me**

"Ishall not (his grip on my shoulders tightened)
til you hear me. Last winter you would "have

listened. > You would have loved me as Idesired.
Your mother admitted to me your tears, your heart-
break when you discovered Iwas already married"

—
Iremembered that first interview with my mother
and the tears of chagrin Ihad shed with no thought

'

of the baron as either man or lover, and rage at the
injustice of it all again shocked me. "Itwas for that
Iwent abroad," he went on, "for that Idivorced the
woman for whom1 had long since ceased to care, who
no longer understood or sympathized withme"

"Who is to be congratulated," Iinterpolated, "as
the one gainer in the affair?"

But he continued, unheeding. "Do you suppose
that now Imean to release you— to sacrifice my
love?"

"You desecrate the name!" Icried. "IfIwere to
consent to

-
marry you now, providing you would

waive the millionor two of dowry necessary, I've no
doubt,1

to repair, that/ impractical benf you deplore,
how would you,receive me?" »

"With arras; open wide," he whispered, his lips al-
most touching my ear, "then closed to hold you tight,
tightl".;> ... '
<*"A;prisoner against my will—ras you.have rae now—

to-be released when ransom had been paid?"
"You choose to laugh." He came around in front

of-mj and Isighed^with relief, shrugging my shoul-
•dersto rid them of the impress of his contact. "Quite
so! We shall see then!"
I;ha"d looked up, intending to defy him, but mock-

ery/dropped ."f,rom me as Ifound myself gazing into
a face that had lost all ease of contour and with its
sharp' cheek, bones and high bridged nose had taken
on thelook of a satyr.

"A year ago," he rushed on, "you were willing to
accept. my love and Iwas a married man. How do
you think the world would look upon that? Do you
•think,- perhaps, it would believe you were unaware
of the. fact?; Thatis not the world

—
yours and mine.

No,;it willchoose rather to accept the interpretation
I'mean' to 'give it

—
that you knew Iwas not free,

you accepted my devotion, permitted your name to be •

linked with mine, and. that with me it was just aa
amusing.; game

—
a play.. Brand yourself so. if you

will,'-but Iwarn you the mark willburn deep and
you shall suffer."
Istarted to my feet, though Ifeltlike a dead thing,

unable to stand upon them. "You couldn't!" Icried.
FIGHTING FIRE WITH FIRE-."Icouldnot?" He peered into my face. "Youknow
only your American love

—
flat, colorless as water. I

shall show you what love means to my blood. Give
your life;to me, and in return you shall have happi-
ness. 1 No; one but ourselves need ever know of the
wife who'is- dead to me, who never existed for the

\u25a0world on'this side of the ocean.- Yet ifyou refuse it
is -\u25a0entirely -possible, that your friends may become
aware 'of her. existence. You well know what they
willsay.". And then a delicate shrug, an upliftof tha
eyebrows and a smile that spoke volumes.'
Isank back intomy jchair, shuddering. Iknew how

right, he, was, and my*blood went Jcy at thought of
what his suggestion meant. Imight have been a
rabbit caught in the coils. of a boa .constrictor

—
it

didn't matter much whether the latter represented the
world or the baron, Iwas bound, it seemed, to be
crushed either .way..YetIstruggled to laugh through
the tears that jdrdwned -my voice, remembering my
resolution to,exhaust all. the strategies of war before
surrendering. Ihad known when Iplanned it all
how terribly difficult it was going to be. .-

"If,YouReally— loved me, as you say
—

you do," I
succeeded *n gasping. at last, "you would try to win
me,,not .frighten 'me. into accepting you. American
girls are not like\the foreign—they can not be subju-
gated] by threats. Whatever my summing up of you
and your.deception. last winter;Ihad at least judged
you a^gentleman, not a coward." , ; /"^ My";thrust;told.- He came tomy side and leaned .
over me,;:his voice softened somewhat. "Then you
willgive me the opportunity to try? Itis allIask— ;
for the present."
/Trembling—and fearful—lthought itbest to submit
to temporary arbitration. Imet his eye, a poor effort
at challenge in my own, yet even then the man re-
pelled;me.

r
; "Providing you do not attempt to seize it too open-
ly;as 'you;have -tonight."Iwarned. **P will not be co-
erced: Iiwould—lwould fight first to the last drop of
blood in'me."
/-p rose, though Ihad to surreptitiously grasp the
chair *to /steady myself/ and,, drawing up, measured
him as hejhad me.: . f: c

The "baron's .eyes shone. "It is so Ilove yoa
%

best!'*- he rexclaimed. >

-ButIfelt that in-one moment more my poise would
collapse} on. its weak "foundation, and Idreaded re-
.vealing'the'fear that; held me.

"I rather: think," I suggested, "we have stayed .
a wayvfromithe

*
others ', auite long enough. Will you

•take;me -back-.to:them?' *• .
•'-\u0084 (Continued Next Sunday.) .

cally^right—:with me. But Ishan't givemy self \to a
marriage of convenience or inconvenience, nor willI
submit to persecution at the .hands of a reprobate,
even though^ my own iriother's point of- view permits
her .to constitute herself*his chief ally"

PROMISE TO THE BARON
"Which is precisely her intention1" My mother's

eyes were steel against the flintof mine, and Iknew
by the. sparks flashing from them that ;it;was io be
war between us, withno hope of arbitration. "Ishall ;
do everything in^my power to further this affair

—
as:

Ipromised 'baron de Berehzig this afternoon. \u0084It is
the best thing in the world that could happen to you

—
any one with a suggestion of sense would realize it.
We shall see who is the.stronger. There willbe more?
than one' story of an engagement, and Idon't mind in-
forming you that many of them willemanate from me. \
You may deny them ifyou swish—you know very well
that willbe fuel to the "flame. You willbe; flung con- ;
stantly together," and

'
Ihaven't a doubt he can prove

himself quite as fascinating now that he is • free ias
he was a year ago when he-had a wife of-whom you
knew nothing. 'Really, in spite 'of the. 'perverted prin- \u25a0

ciples* with^which you see fit to credit me Ifair to
understand or appreciate all, this vulgar; fuss."

"What you evidently fail to understand," ; was my 1
final shot, forIfelt that tears were imrriinenti ''is that
I've a!sense of justice that can rebel and a heart !that
doesn't seem to have been left out of;my- makeup. ;

.What Ican't understand," Iadded, . turning in* the\
doorway, "is why children"are brought into the world \
if parents have no other plan than to make them suf-^
fer." /:::.:;-:\u25a0: . X^m-" - '

\u25a0

'

\• My,mother rose with a bored air of dismissals "It
is rather too late for a talk on either sociology, or psy-
chology. Tomorrow ifyou-choose"— —. -

"Tomorrow—lshall
'

be.quite \u25a0 prepared to stand 1
alone," I-burst out.' "It seems the only course left"to
me." - \u25a0'\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0_ ;_"-- •.

- " ','* '. iyY- \u25a0[\u25a0.'
Nevertheless, in spite of:my defiance, I!was desper- •

atelyafraid of the poyer my mother held..-:Iknew
she would:have her plan of warfare
mapped out^ and couldn't help but realize that1should
experience some, difficultyattempting to cope /.with it
Iwas ready,* however/ to use extreme measures 1ifnec-
essary to,circumvent her. ; The:battle;between' a

'
new

recruit- and an old campaigner \u25a0^was bound'toibe^un- >
equal,", but?I'studied jsome her.;methods '{of;,the past j

;and ;arrangedVmy" imoves^accordingly. :First^ of;all,'fl'j.
apparently, ceased'; all,actual rcombat^ and .pa-,
tiently.until the .beat of ? the 'drum should; call;me to.

J

-arms., _ \u25a0, : •-\u0084 \u0084'."•'-""- [.-;..' '•./\u25a0; %C
,1 h,eard .'its \u25a0rumble the •night •oi a.dinner party- to

a *select few .:given \by /my;mother,' when'Iwas » flung
upon:baron ;de^Berenzig^Sraim^ with;the obvious'in-
tention: bf;;being >, kept; there ;all I}.Fori threeii
lorig'hours ;jjwas, inwardlyrat .white

"'
heat «,and ;^out-"-.

.wardly* cool,'.while" the baron ]seized his ;

to-bend royer, me' withJan-intimate 1littleairiofi t̂ender- '"\u25a0

ness that caused* ariTexpectant imurmurj to'float \about
the] table.II-did-not? failItonotice' that^my »mother's ;
guests jwere all*of;the| typejcalculated Hofcarry}"news t:- with:remarkable? rapidity- aridr was^by^ noTmeansV un-.prepared lfor the^ stealthy, armi that ''slid through- mine ;
directly '}the~s signal^ was given •that: relieved mc ifor ay,

,time •of;my"*Nemesis;- ..;,.•" '; .^-, '.'\u25a0\u25a0[ \u25a0;.,-" .:-I
"Felicitatipns,'" breathed 'Evelyn jTagherri-Steward

into .my.attentive car. "Ihave been' looking'forward
Hoithis tforfaeons^ my dear.'! . . '

. J . ;
*

"I'didn't:know the cards X had;been out that \long,"*:
Iiremarked,', innocently.' ; "Besides,^ it's just lan fordi- .;
nary,' indifferent:sort ?of •a^dinrieriparty;\with*nothing^
,exciting;but;bndgejto? happen^ afterward.' ;Ido JhopeS
you've :,brought fa

'
purse J as; generous^ asIyour:heart." ;;

.Evelyn. wrapped her long-black ;tfaih;about 3her \u25a0 feet
'

as she. sank. into, a- chiair"and ".looked, at me through-
her. long, black—extraordinarily, black—lashes.- "Me-;
chante !" she Itrilled, with}an accent .; that must \u25a0; have
caused -her.Parisian banker: to capitulate' completely.
"Youknow what I/mean. 'Is it\to;be, in- church or^
at home— and f when?

*
There's <always such > a dis-

gustine lot of difficultyabout arranging these foreign
affairs. . / ... -

».
"Foreign affairs do not in the least concern me,"

arid Ifelt my eyes flashiin spite .of myself. "It
. seems to me you always .";pay \u25a0;more Tfor \u25a0 them \u25a0 than
they're worth and;then ;you don't even get the inter-;
estyon/your money."" '-.

;

•\u25a0. : \u25a0-''':.
:

_ Evelyn's; eyes gave a sidewise ,gfintlx"Oh, then' thej
picturesque little tableau vPerry, witnessed/ in a motor,
outside the StevieiCraigsV represented voluntary, con- =.
tribution on your part .without-any hope;of<returns?"-,

"What tableau?"^ Iasked," with a? play.; at puzzled"
indifference. "One meets them ;in- every nook^aridcorner."

'
,-\u25a0\u25a0./\u25a0/\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0 ,•\u25a0« . ' '\u25a0\u25a0'::'-ri-'--:f'

"Quite right1" laughed \ Evelyn, .and raised her.
liqueur glass, twirling.it/-meditatively;:until*the.1in-
sidious, oily green withinglinted like her/eyes./ i"And:
;this one was • in'/ the 'ftextreme ?,corner

*of;a < motor \
brougham, calculated to beiWellbut of rarige"of prying:
eyes. There .were; 1111believe, a; man arid'a girl"—

—
r -

"What -an extraordinary ;combination!".Iejacu-
lated. "Ofcourse/ the girl was proposing to' the man.!
Or,*it'sjust possible he wasproposingto her,"and', the "i
prying eyes! didn't trouble, to*wait and see whetherihe;
was accepted ornot. Probably, according to their dis-
torted point of view, the, girl\wasinr the;man's -arms'
before the. motor, came* to a stop. I've;known-people I
to break up^a home' before there was even a sign of
therwalls caving in.'' J;

~ . ,-.-
"Methinks," sighed Evelyn, moistening the tip.of

her. tongue with the liqueur, \u25a0 "methinks the lady, doth
protest; too much."/

"She- doth protest," Iflashed, indignantly, fprget-
ting.that I;had"pledgedl myself 'to .'the^strategies iof|
war, "against being forced;into"a:man's arms •against ;
her willl"v^ ?,\W; ;--/:./ ;"\u25a0: ;/;. v\u25a0'-:\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0 \u25a0 >-. -... \u25a0'. v

"She seemed ;willingenough to:stay there," Evelyn
herself \to the

'liqueur' glas s,/ "that night!in
-

*theimotor.'*.''; v;V;*-r ;//;j//O-.;'\u25a0' -;:
\ /\u25a0'\u25a0 -;/,;./'." ;'/\u25a0''

'

Ah—so :Iv had \u25a0•been;'- right!
-
1;had jknown • thatrif •

Perry Willing caught only a glimpse ;of me during the
'

moment the baron vheld'my.f rebellious; hand Jn'his:'!;
!\u25a0 by*the ;\u25a0 time j\u25a0 the ? story;, had *J gone ..'\u25a0 the tfinal J

rounds be -/clasped %in:the!; baron's :arms,*
'arid ?*it

wouldn't jhaveVsurprisedlrne'in; the -least -if he^had;
\u25a0:been seen -kissing; mtf;Fortunately /itappeared"' that ;I'•'
had v merely: ended \u25a0 in;his ". arms,- with::no further,- em- .*
bellishrnents.. '\u25a0: v;, "r' » ":; . ' \u25a0';"\u25a0/

"Iwish, my;dear," I;said, assuming a composure ;l
was \ far -from

'
feeling,^!'you'd fgive/ime* a>verbal '.*dia-':

gram of the juxtaposition/; ;^
of'"the {affair arid:havirig7appareritlyjb"een';one of •
principalfactors," it]may vbe ;welljfor;me^torbe posted 4
;on details."' v. ;;-\u25a0: \u25a0' /;;\u25a0'

'
\

:<\ ""'-'\u25a0..,' \u25a0/:" '\u25a0\u25a0.' \u25a0 .'.-'. :c'^-
:"Perhaps,'.' / Evelyn looked!tup 'daringly:as the •

;baron ;approached,7/ <Dr:vde &Berenzig ;willundertake
tovgiye.us ian%illustration/ %IV.wasT;tellirig\our \little"!
gypsy here,'4 rshe; supplied,tglaricing/ up at hiriYthrough'
herjlashes,*<*'bf ?a* chariningr picture ifrained* in*a motor ;
,carithe- night1of;the!Steve* Craig;,party."

THEXOMPACT^WITHXARLEY\I
'

'\u25a0."
"AllVI The;baron isent" a^ tender fsmile-intm'y}direc-.-• tion^ \u25a0""A

* pictured not imeant
°
for - eyes "*bt Xthe;

:world; perhaps^l kriowTbfimariyTsuchi^TThink of;thel
;numbers)locketi!inrchurchesrand:convents^.hidde"rijb'e- v

>altars,\f sacrificedito f religion 'iand lost |to\ those T;'
s who could-sb 1well-haveienjoyed'jthein.'' ' *'";..-';;.

"
'\u0084"""

"This one
'
should ;have fbeenfdes 'troyedjbef ore it was.

;made,". .Jtco'uld^f eel'itny?.voice^;shaking, -"and JI/shall


