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HI first saw her coming out of a stage
door. She looked like an unusually
pretty bird, which, contrary to all bird

custom, carried a gigantic nest on top of her
small head. Really it was nothing less than
yards and yards of black net, interwoven as
intricately as if a nesting bird had wrought it.

She hadn't cared much where she went
just anywhere for a walk. And when they
met well, she meant diversion for him and
he meant company for her. Conventions
meant nothing to Guthrie just then, and Mazie
wasn't the particular kind, anyway. So, after
each had confessed the lack of a home, it
seemed only right that they should dine to-

gether. There, amid the lights and the laugh-
ter, she learned bits of his story. In return,
she told him little stories of life on the road.

The two faces were held in curious con

went his way through life, monotonously,
doggedly and calmly.

And then came Alice she, whom he had
left shortly before meeting Mazie. She had
come into his life two years before. That
she loved him he was convinced, but that
he reciprocated he was not sure. He had
never been able to convince himself.

A stenographer in his office, the beauty, the
sweetness and the dignity that shone from
her eyes and the simple purity of her face,
had fascinated him from the first. Ordinar-
ily calm and cool and self sufficient, several
times he had caught a pretty flush mounting
to her cheeks when he dictated his letters.

And sometimes she smiled a sweet, rap-
turous smile was hers one which Guthrie,
at first, had difficulty in understanding. But
the apparent pains she took with his letters

its people, reckless and extravagant, he was
alone and face to face with the most diffi-

cult problem of his life.
Was it fear that clutched his vocal chords

and forbade him the words he would utter
fear that although Her body was gone ; Her
spirit remained with him and dominated him.
Did he love Alice ? Was Alice the earthly
instrument which represented that which he
had lost? If it was love he felt for Alice,
was it the plant that had grown from the seed
of the past? Or was it a newer and greater
love, born of his maturer experience? If so,
why did the dead hand of the past stand be-
tween him and Alice?

These questions and many others he asked
himself over and over again as he walked.

trast by the soft, yellow light of
the table lamp. That of the man
was dark and thoughtful, while
that of the woman well, Mazie
was a little thing with auburn
curls, large blue eyes and a tip-tilt- ed

nose. She did things with
her hands and shoulders, caught
her lips between her teeth and
made eyes very round.

As Paul Guthrie comprehen-
sively surveyed her slender, lithe
grace, he realized that she had
what he had not youth and
happiness.

"No, I haven't been on the
stage long ; only two seasons."
the girl said in reply to a ques-
tion.

"And you are married ! You
look so young, more like a child."

A smile barely flitted across
her face.

"I've got a boy, too," she
added simply. "A cute little
youngster. Of course it's hard
to leave him so much, but what
else can I do? I gotta live. Oh,
yes, I married before I knew
what I was doin' I was only six-
teen. But nobody ever bothered
about me and I did pretty much
as I pleased. We'd been mar-
ried only a few months when
Jim left."

Then a sweeter, softer smile

Ihere had been a time, he re-

membered, when, night after
night, he had awakened to find
himself muttering Her name.
But that was years before he
met Alice.

His brain fought desperately.
But as he turned the problem
over in his mind, it seemed to
grow more intricate, more le.

A new and insistent
clamor seemed to dominate him ;

it was the cry of his soul for
happiness. And then he found
himself walking rapidly, almost
running, seeking abstraction.
He wanted anything that would
carry his thoughts away from
himself.

And then Mazie. She, vi-

brant with life, stimulated him.
It was her radiant happiness
that attracted him to her.

A girl, with a large shallow
basket, filled with flowers,
passed among the diners, seek-
ing to vend her wares. Guthrie
raised a finger to arrest her and
whispered something in her ear.
She nodded and laid a bunch of
full blown, red roses before Ma-
zie. Mazie smiled her thanks

. and slowly drew one of the flow-
ers from the rest.

"Do you know, mister man,
you can learn a great lesson from
this little rose? she asked.
"Supposin' this flower had lived

as you have lived closed itself up from the
world would it be here to make me happy
now?

"That wasn't what it was put here for, an'
to live like you've lived, wasn't what you were
put here for, either. You gotta learn you
can't crawl up in your shell an' expect hap-
piness to crawl after you."

"But what right have you ?" Guthrie be-

gan with some irritation.
"Oh, never mind. I suppose you're thinkin'

it's none of my business. Maybe it isn't. But
one of the tricks of a show girl is knowing
men. An' when I see a man a real man
who has lost his smile, it hurts."

"Now " Guthrie again tried unsuccess-
fully to interrupt.

"You've had a great sorrow, perhaps, but
you've always gone where there aren't any
bumps. That way always ends in a blowup.
You've forgotten your ambitions an' your
hopes an' your dreams just like my kiddie

replaced the one of bitterness.
"But then, I'm much happier

in my line than you are in yours," she con-
tinued. "I always have the kiddie. I live
for him. You don't live for anybody not
even yourself an' you don't care."

Deep in his consciousness the man knew
that she was right. That he had suffered
anyone could see in his eyes. For twenty
years he had been chained to his desk a
man with a broken spirit. Sometimes it was
as if he was more like an animal in a cage
than a man. He had reduced the leaping
joy of life to a matter of monotonous or-
derliness.

He had been just a boy when he had met
Her the other her. Always afterward he
referred to her so. A smile from Her eyes
and a laugh from Her lips, and for the first
time in his life Paul Guthrie had really lived.
Under Her ready sympathy he grew and
broadened. Then one day she died died as
a wild-flow- er would die crushed by the blast
of winter..

With her he had buried his youth. He

I believe I'm really enjoying myself, " he confessed.

and the hint of suppressed desire, which he
sometimes surprised lurking in her eyes, made
its meaning obvious to him.

No matter how cold, or how hot, or how
wet the day, Alice walked home from the
office to keep herself in trim, she said.
Gradually Guthrie had fallen into the habit
of accompanying her: And try as he would,
he had never been able to convince himself
of his love.

A dozen times, as he walked with her, he
had had the question on his lips and each
time he had left her with the words unspoken.
It was as if a vague, ghost-lik- e hand from the
past clutched his throat until the words he
would say choked and strangled and finally
died away.

He had walked home with her as usual
that afternoon and, as usual, the words, that
he meant to utter died before their birth. As
he left her a cold wind, sweeping along the
long, canyoned streets, awoke him to the real-
ization that in all the city, with its lights and (Continued on 13)


