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SYNOPSIS 

THE CHARACTERS: 
BENJAMIN MERRIFIELD, aged 

capitalist, hires 
GAYLE DION to make love to 

his grandson, 
JEREMY TUCKER, a shy student 

of archeology, while 
BILL BAILEY and six pretty girls 

are employed to help bring life 
and youth to the Merrifield man- 

sion. 
• • • 

YESTERDAY: With plenty of good 
publicity, tickets for the amateur 

play at the Merrifield home are 

going fast. 

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
Lola Montesa, bor- in Las Cru- 

ces, New Mexico, and reared on 

the Rio Grande, had come to this 

eastern city just five years ago. 
Part of that five had ben spent in 

college, the remainder in the more 

stark business of trying to keep 
from starving. 

She had succeeded to a degree 
because of her beauty. With that, 
she might have cashed in prompt- 
ly, in a half dozen different ways. 
One employment agency executive 
had left his desk and pressed an 

Immediate “business proposition” 
that she had been forced to strike 
him with her fists and run awa’ 

from him. Then, when it was all 
over, she wondered if she had act* 
ed hastily. 

She did not fully understand the 

ways of “the Yankees,” who were 

bustling and aggressive about 
everything, especially everything 
in business. Down on the Mexican 
border, life moved at a slower 
tempo. But here in the big northern 
city was something appealing, too; 
she wanted to stick it out. The pe- 
culiar "employment" in the Mer- 
rifield mansion had come as both 
a surprise and a godsend. 

Lola, lonely in spite of her exotic 
beauty, was one who wrote things 
in a little book called “Thoughts, 
Dav hv Dav.” 

This diary appealed to her be- 
cause she could put into written 
words things that she could not 

speak. It was an opportunity to 
unburden her heart, as every 
young heart needs unburdening at 

times. She had no intimate friends 
—roost of the working girls she 
kn;w shied away from her be- 
cause, she correctly supposed, she 
looked foreign. Her skin was dark, 
her eyes darker, her hair virtually 
black. She had a habit, born of 
shyness, of drooping her exceed- 
ingly long eyelashes so as to avoid 
anybody's direct gaze. This made 
her appear a little cold and sullen 
at times, she who really knew no 

anger, no fear. It made people 
leave her alone. It drove her, in 
loneliness, to writing intimate 
things in her little book. 

“What I did Tuesday night does 
not weigh on my conscience,” she 
was writing now, 48 hours later. 
"I so sadly wanted something, and 
needed it, so I took the initiative 
myself. Can that be wrong? I do 
not wish to hurt anyone. I realize 
that I acted quite boldly, but it was 
the only way, then. Today I won- 
der if I did right.” 

She put down her fountain pen, 
there in the tiny room where she 
slept, miles from the Merrifield 
estate. Hers was a miserable 
room, really, made all the more 

squalid by comparison with the 
luxury at The Oaks. She hoped to 
move after one or two paydays. 

She looked at the book, not see- 

ing it. Her mind was out in Mont- 
rose Manor, seething tonight be- 
cause of minor events that she had 
observed during the day. 

All at once she dropped her head 
on the table, over the little book, 
and cried broken heartedly like the 
unhappy person she was. 

* * * 

minor riot over distribution ot re- 

lief groceries, and a fire that de- 

stroyed a large warehouse and a 

factory. The legend of the wealthy 
Merrifields was suddenly revived 
in all walks of society—but most 

“put out” of all were the other rich 
folk of this city who had heard 

I about the Merrifield party and had 
not been asked to come. 

It was most distressing, if you 
haunted the golf courses, the polo 
fields, or the swankier clubs. The 
town’s socialites for once told the 

plain truth—admitted they had 
been snubbed, and wondered* why. 
Only middle-class youth had been 
invited to Jeremy Tucker’s party, 
when old man Merrifield’s prestige 
might have commanded the most 
"ultra” in everything. A lot of 
youths had grown up here in af- 
fluence and had never even seen 

inside the Merrifield home. Why 
in the devil were they ostracized 
now? 

A few men, driven by home pres- 
sure, ventured to open the topic to 
Mr. Merrifield himself during this 
week. They did it as tactfully as 

they could, when they met him 

downtown, but they did not fool 
shrewd old man Benjamin. He ob- 
served the trend of things and he 
chuckled delightedly. A rank dem- 
ocrat himself, he loved to twit 
those who were inherent snobs. 
That Gayle and Bill had chosen 
their own crowd—wholesome, boys 
and girls who worked or at least 
knew something of responsibility in 
life—was the most satisfying thing 
Mr. Merifield found about the 
party. He had a grand week just 
thinking of it. And—the newspaper 
society editors (although quite un- 

known to him personally) similarly 
enjoyed the whole thing. 1 

“It’s precious!” quoth Cholly 
Farrington in The Chronicle-Post, 
the city’s most-read columnist. 
“Just too, too precious. High hat 

society, high-hatted! Whoever 
could do it but the old gent with 
the copper millions? He, boys and 
gals, doesn’t give a damn—and it's 

■ ■ — ■ 

a swell attitude 11 you can get uy 

with it. He can. 

“The party for young grandson 
was a Grade A success, even with- 
out the cream. The Jeremy person 
not only will inherit practically ev- 

erything west of the Mississippi, 
he is a pretty good egg as well, 
people say. And an interesting 
point there—seven delicate, deli- 
cious, delightful and dainty dam- 

sels recently have moved into the 

mansion practically under Brother 
Jeremy’s nose. If that strings 
some of the rest of we girls—ha! 
They’re to be in a stage play next 

Monday night, aptly called ’Maid 
to Measure.’ Run, don’t walk, to 

the nearest ticket office, but you’ll 
learn that it’s already a sellout. 
Seems a fellow named Bailey— 
yeah, the Bill Bailey of halfback 
fame—is impressario. He’s quite 
a stage boy, too. And a girl named 
Gayle, gay Gayle. Golly, Mr. Mer- 

rifield, you do collect the oddest 
things!” 

Truth lurked in that gossipy col- 
umn. Farrington’s chit-chat was 

seldom malicious, but it often ac- 

complished a lot by subtlety and 
inuendo. Because of its sheer en- 

tertainment value practically ev- 

ery one of The Chronicle-Post’s 
800,000 subscribers read it every 
day. And 800,000 is a lot of people. 

Poor Mr. Weems, the aged sec- 

retary, tried so hard to be broad- 
minded about it all. Whenever he 
felt himself slipping, felt himself 

| becoming impatient with the do- 

ings of a new youth, he went into a 

conference with Mr. Merrifield for 
new strength. Whatever Mr. Mer- 
rifield liked, Mr. Weems liked. And 
now with an eternal chuckling. Of 

j mornings he went downtown, sat 
! some in bankers’ offices, or in a 

bond house, but he talked business 
far less than he talked about 
dances and singing and amateur 
plays. 

On Friday morning he came 

back from town and the first thing 
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Social reopening of The Oaks in 
Montrose Manor, historic home of 
Benjamin W. Merrifield, remained 
as the number one news story of 
that week, locally. 

It outshone a murder or two, a 

change in city administration, a 
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BRICK BRADFORD-Seeks the Diamond Doll By William Ritt and Clarence Gray 
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