
GIRL WHO LONGED FOR PLEASURES FOUND IN BIG CITY HAS
GONE BACK HOME TO FORGET

By Jane Whitaker.
Ever the bright lights beckon and

ever the moths rush at the flame and
the white dust of a thousand other
moths whose singed wings are folded
close to lifeless bodies serves never as
a warning.

This is the story of a girl who was
scorched by the flame. It doesn't
matter vfhat is her name sufficient
that somewhere back in a small town
in Kansas she is trying to pick up
again the threads of a sane existence
and living in fear that some day the
old folks may find out how badly she
was scorched or some day when a
new, clean life opens it may be closed
by the thing that is past.

The girl came to Chicago because
the call of the big city was in her
blood. She was going to work here
yes, but the thing she thought of
most was that she was going to play.

She secured work and she secured
a girl chum and the two took all of
the clean pleasures they could snatch
in their hours of leisure. And one of
the pleasures the little girl from Kan-si- s

snatched was the friendship of a
man who was high in power, but who
stooped to amuse himself with the
foolish moth.

The game was played in the usual
way. There were dinners of expen-
sive viands and tempting. There
were theater parties. There were in-

toxicating rides in taxicabs the
game so seldom varies.

And in this case as in almost every
other, the little moth believed the
man in the big position really meant
to'marry her. Hadn't he told her he
loved her and he couldn't live without
her? Hadn't he sworn that he was
miserable away from her, that he
longed to crush her in his arms every
moment? Love could not seem
stronger than that.

And the moth flew closer and closer
to the flame until one night it flew too
close.

Of course, one cannot blame the

man. A moth that has had its wings
singed by the flame isn't nearly as
attractive as the moth that is still to
be lured, and so the man high in
power, weary of stooping to play the
game, told the girl from Kansas that
he was through.

For days she endeavored to see him
again. She telephoned and he re-
fused to answer. She wrote and he
never read her letters, and at last two
things dawned upon her that the
man who loved her so devotedly be-

fore she flew too close to the flame
would never see her again, and that
she was in a condition that would
soon reveal her story to the world.

She was crazed by the latter dis-
covery. Then someone told her of a
doctor who would perform an illegal
operation. She went to the doctor.
She gave him all the money she had
and the operation was performed,
but that was all. There wasn't any
subsequent treatment and she lay on
a bed in a cheap hotel in terrible
agony the while her chum tried to get
help or money.

When a social worker discovered
the two girls they were about to be
ejected from the hotel and they had
three pennies between them. Also the
girl from Kansas was in a dangerous
condition.

The social worker had her taken to
the County Hospital. And the girl
said afterward that while she was on
the operating table the young phy-
sician amused himself by telling her
that if she had behaved herself she
wouldn't be there and there wasn't
much use fixing her up because her
kind couldn't keep out of trouble.

Well, that was just part of the price
she had to pay, but it showed her
very clearly that no matter how a
moth justifies flying close to the flame
the world sees never an excuse.

When the girl was well she just
had one wish, and that was to "go
home." And so she was sent back
to the little town in Kansas, where,
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