
SYNOPSIS 
THE CHARACTERS: 

BENJAMIN MERRIFIELD, aged 
capitalist, hires 

GAYLE DIXON to make love to 

his grandson, 
JEREMY TUCKER, a shy student 

of archeology. 
• * • 

YESTERDAY: Gayle is made a 

member of the Merrifield house- 
hold when she is the first to an- 

swer the unusual advertisement 
that is answered by several hun- 

dred young women. 

CAPTER TWO 
“It’s all right, butler. I’m not 

the least bit afraid of him. I’m not 

afraid of anybody, see? I can’t af- 

ford to be. But I’ve got to see him 
now! If that herd of females gets 
at him he’ll be—’’ 

Graham, the Merrifield butler 
who was already distressed at this 

day’s unseemly routine, had come 

again into the master’s study. At 
his heels this time was a strange 
young man. Of one accord Mr. 
Merrifield, Mr. Weems and Gayle 
Dixon turned to look. 

The young man was decidedly 
in earnest—obviously he had forced 
himself right over poor Graham’s 
authority—and yet he wore a hap- i 
py smile, too. His hair was curly, 
and black. He was well dressed, 
and built like an athlete. He car- 

ried a hat with snapped-down brim. 
“This gentleman has forced—’’ I 

Graham began, but the young man 

grabbed the conversational reins. 
“How do you do, everybody! 

He turned to the three who sat 
before Mr. Merrifield’s fireplace. 
“Thanks butler, goodby. How do 

you do, everybody!” His repeating 
himself, while he quickly apprais- 
ed the people and setting before 
him, caused Gayle Dixon to smile 
in amusement. Mr. Weems’ mouth 
had dropped open, and Mr. Merri- 
field himself stared, incredulous. 

“You are Mr. Merrifield, sir,” 
the intruder resumed, addressing 
that gentleman unerringly. “I apol- 
ogize for forcing my way in, but 
the truth is I’ve got to have work! 
Look, Mr. Merrifield, there are 500 

girls down thre now, and by the 
time you start seeing them at eight 
there’ll be a thousand! Now', you 
can’t handle that many in a month. 
I’m used to crowds and shoving 
and all that. I played football for 
four years—I’m just out of college 
—I can handle any kind of rush, 
and I can interview them for you. 
Now look, you give me some idea 
ot what you want and I’ll begin 
weeding them out so that you—” 

“I—you—w'ho—1” Mr. Weems 
stammered that. 

“My name’s Bill Bailey, and if 
you’ll excuse me, sir, we haven’t 
much time to wait. I don’t care 

what you pay me. I’ve been trying 
to get a job since January and I’ll 
take anything. I’ll prove I can de- 
liver the goods first. Okay, hunh?” 

Mr. Merrifield was staring at 
him and working his old jaws, but 
no sound came. Poor Mr. Weems 
was indignant, haughty; Gayle 
highly amused. Most likely Mr. 
Merrifield—who had been a well- 
disciplined executive for half a 

century and more—would have 
said a great deal in another mo- 
ment or two, but at the instant the 
flood began. 

Some of the 500-odd girls evi- 
dently sensed that Bill Bailey and 
the butler would lead the way to 
the Merrifield sanctum, so the 
more daring ones had started their 
own trip upstairs. Others had fol- 
lowed instantly. Now the feminine 
mob was about to engulf the Mer- 
rifield study! 

Bill Bailey was first to act. He 
jumped to a chair. 

“Quiet! Quiet, everybody!” he 
shouted, commandingly. “Stand 
where you are! Now listen, 
girls! Anybody who forces her way 
in will not be given a chance. Un- 
derstand? All of you back out like 
ladies, doggone it, and start filing 
through that door one at a time! 
Mr. Merrifield—uh, he wants me 
to say that he thanks all of you 
very kindly and regrets that he 

can hire only one. I’ll pick out six 
or eight for him to choose from, 
while he and his brother and 
granddaughter, or somebody, look 
on. Understand?” 

He gave one hurried glance at 
the trio by the fireplace, then 
turned back to the mob. Girls had 
completely filled the great hallway 
outside the study and Bill talked 
loudly so that all those and even 

the others still on the stairway 
could hear. Mr. Merrifield and 
Mr. Weems looked helplessly at 
each other. Gayle Dixon was wide- 

eyed. 
“Start walking by, slowly,” Bill 

hurried on, with a positive air of 
authority. “Head out that other 
door yonder, unless I take you out 
of the line. Miss—uh, you are Miss 
Merrifield or somebody, aren’t 
you?” 

He addressed Gayle for the first 
time. 

“Yes, I—I really am somebody, 
but—” Gayle was quick-witted, 
too. She moved forward, ready to 

help. 
“Okay. Now look—you lead the 

procession back outside again, eh? 
You know your way oraund this 

palace. Ought to be another way 
out somewhere. Your grandfather 
will be smothered in face powder 
if we don’t act fast. Get me?” 

“I get you!” Gayle stepped out, 
motioning to the girls to follow. 
She hoped—blindly hoped!—that a 

door across the room would lead 
somehow to an avenue of escape 
again, and fortunately it did. 

The two old men said not a word 
for almost an hour. 

They just stood by the fireplace 
and stared. Girls of every possible 
classification—there were even a 
few Chinese and one hopeful col- 
ored lass with very definite quali- 
rications—passed in review before 
the astonishing Bill Bailey. Bill 
greeted erch one cordially, spoke 
a kindly word or two, but hurried 
them all past. 

Every few minutes he asked a 

girl to step out of the line and 
wait. When Gayle had the line 
strung out to the lawn again, and 

had worked herself back up stairs 
with her air of authority, she 
found nine beautiful girls waiting 
in some confusion. 

Standing there by the door, she 
was conscious all at once of Jer- 
emy Tucker at her elbow. Jeremy, 
the young grandson of Mr. Merri- 
field, who had appeared earlier in 
dressing robe and had been sent 
away, like a little by, to make 
himself presentable. 

“Oh, 1 say!” Jeremy stared in 
astonishment at the moving line of 
girls. “Whatever is—” He couldn’t 
finish. 

“These are girls who came in 
response to Mr. Merrifield’s ad- 
vertisement,” Gayle explained. 
“They want to work for him. Poor 
dears!” 

“Oh, for goodness sake!” Jere- 
my fled. 

Gayle wished he had stayed. She 
wanted to study him. He was the 
man she was hired to woo! That 
is, Mr. Merrifield had said he 
wanted her to make love to young 
Jeremy. Did Jeremy understand 
that arrangement? 

Whew! All at once the possibility 
of that assailed Gayle. Her face 
showed deep concern and she 
wished she could ask Mr. Merri- 
field about it at once, but he was 

obviously too distracted now. Any- 
way, Gayle wasn’t sure she want- 
ed to woo a man for pay. Jeremy 
was refined, really, but colorless. 

In the end Bill had selected 12 
possible candidates. Then he 
pitched in with gentleness but firm- 
ness, displaying a rare charm, to 
cut that 12 down to six. When only 
the six remained, he turned to Mr. 
Merrifield again. 

“I think, sir, that you yourself 
will want to choose the final can- 
didate. These I assure you are the 
six best looking, and I’ll bet a red 
hat they’re the smartest ones, too. 
Do you want the rest of us to get 
out so you can go into a private 
huddle with these girls?” 

Mr. Merrifield was a brusque, a 
direct man himself, but after all he 
was approaching 80 years of age. 

(Continued on Page Nine) 
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OUT OUR WAY By J. R. Williams 
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BRICK BRADFORD—Seeks the Diamond Doll By William Ritt and Clarence Gray* 
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