
CANADJAN HOME JOURNAL

A STORY MADE TO ORDER
A Man's Idea of the One Who Should Win

By W. j . jEFF ERS

IAM going tu write a story for women. 1 amn a
man, and my story wilI show a man's idea of
what a woman likes. My story must be one

of love, for 1 arn perfectly certain that in no other
way can 1 interest women. My hero will be big
and strong and hanidsome, because women like that
lind of man. I will have to make the heroine as
beautiful and as fascinating as you can imagine, or
you will be sayirig that you don't sec how my hero
cver came to fail in love withi her. And thcre rnust
be a villain, darkly handsurne, delightfully mysteri-
ous and the very pink of courtesy, because women
like that kind of a villain. But the wornan does
flot know that one of hier suitors is a villain, nior
that the other is a hero. She thinks they are both
'just perfeetly lovely," and she doesn't know wbicb
she likes be&t. Ail these things she, you and I have
to flnd out as the story proceeds.

1 know a great inaiîy wornen would like me to
call my heroine Pýelicia, but 1 arn going to call hier
Jane because 1 know somcbody by that name 1 like
very much. My men 1 will eall Henry Smith and
Peter Jones, because a man caai be as big a hero
or a villain with those narnes as any others. Hav-
ing settied these things, 1 arn nonplussed as to
where 1 should locate my story. If 1 place the
scene in a drawing-room, likeiy enough the villain
wiil carry the day; if in a green forest or sbady
lane, honest worth would show to best advantage.
Being a man, I wish to býe perfectly f air to both,
and here 1 must con fess that I don't know myseif
bow this story is going to corne out. Maînly 1 want
the wornan to be happy, and a liero migbt be a diffi-
cuit kind of a man to get aiong witb. And then the
vilain miglit turfi out a decent sort of villaîn, migbt
love her very mucb, and inake lier very happy. I
think it will bc best to have both a drawing-roorn
scene and a forest episode.

Very well, thien, the story begins the nîght of the
bail at Mrs. --. More ýthings than the bail were
started roliing that night, as you wili sec veiy soon.

t was this nigbt for one thîng that 1 first met Jane,
Henry and Peter, and becamte interested in their
lttle romance. I wishI1 was a woman for five
minutes so that 1 could deseribe to yeutb e dress
that Jane wore that nigbt. Just close your eyes-
every wornan of you-and imagine you have mil-
lions of dollars, and eau buy just the perfect love
of a dress you have always beecn longing for. That
was the kind of dress Jane wore. Look in your
mirror to-night before you retire, and imagine your-
self as you would appear if with some magic power
you could make yourself over to fit your own highest
ideal of beauty. Wlien you have donc that, you
will see jane as every man in that ball-roorn saw
lier that first night of rnany things. 1 won't descrihe
the men. They werc men-that ought to bc enougb
for you. If I were to tell you one was fair and
the other dark, you would leap to conclusions as
to which was the villaini. As it is, you can pick
your own villain, and piture im to suit yourseif.

The ball-room is bardiy the place for a love
scene. So t was in the conservatory that jane
frst beard the words of irnpassioned love with the
music of the orchestra as a background. A de-
licious, dreamny sense of acquiescence i aIl things
possessed hier, andtiber whoie nature hung for the
moment at the melting point as readly to flow into
love or anytbing. And Henry certainly was bandi-
some andi undeniably iin earnest as hie leaneti for-
ward saying the olti backneyed words that neyer-
theless were niew in ýher young cars.

"jane, I love you. I think I aiways have loved
you. From the frst moment that I saw you, your
image bas been ever in my heart. There is a mati-
ness in my brain when you are away, a delirious
joy in my heart when you are near. I cannot think
of life witbout you. I must have you, Jane. I can-
not do wtbout you. Won't you be my wife?"

jane balf-yielded the ýhand which bie bad taken.
Th.e next moment she was in his armnsi anti mati
kisses were presseti on ber brow, bier lips, ber hair,
and stormay ejaculations of endearment broke f rom
bis lips, But thougb Jane could have drifted quite
easiiy into love, there was something wiid and pas-
sionate in tbis methoti of wooing that f rightened
bier. She broke f romt bim, anti faoed him, breath-
iess, haîf angry at bis actions, anti yet yearning to
bis words.

"Wili you be my wife?" hie asketi again.
"I dion't knoWwhwether I love yotî or flot." She

fatlered. "Let me have tirne. Peraps-"
But ble wouidn't give ber time even to tbink. He

urged is suit in low, impassioned tones, again took
bier in his arms, but tbis time like the gentle and
not the savage lover. So &lie drifteti witb the in-
fluences of the bour into an engagement.

Sbe bad a partial awakening an bour later when
Peter Jones looked straigbtly into bier eyes arnd
said, ' Jane, I love you. Have I any chance?"

al '''Ob, Peter, you are rny irieuti. Don't spoil it

"I understand," saiti Peter. A little later- he
atideti, "You can always counit on me," anti left lier
abrtsptly.

Next day Peter bati gone out of bler lii e, wbere
she knew flot anti Jane missed irim in a bundreti
littie ways. ghe bati aiways f cit him like a strong
presenc e near bler. as sorneone She could reiy on in
case of need. Hen-y Smith was always near hier, as

impetuously affectionate as ever, but somebow sbe
coulti neyer feel again as she hati on the evening of
the ball. And so it was not witbout a sense of relief
that she accepteti an invitation f rom a relative at a
distance to spenti the summer rnontbs witb ber.

The place to which Jane had corne was a deligbt-
f ui place in wbicb to pass the summer. t was in
the country among the ills, and not very far f rom
ber Aunt Faustina's bouse was a perfect gem of a
littie lake. Near the lake was a house wbicb be-
longed to me, and s0 it came about that I met Jane
the second time. As she was rather lonely, anti I
amn of a sympathetie nature, our intimacy developed
to sucb a point in a week that Jane toid me the
whole story.

A lady friend of mine said the otber day that
slîe tbougbt there were very f ew men, if any, who
were really wortby of a fine girl. I was rather sur-
priseti to hear ber say so, althougb tbat, I believe,
is the opinion of most men. Needless to say, it is
eacb man's firrn belief that lie is one of those very
few, anti that most other men-if wortb were the
criterion-wouid be entirely out of the running. No
matter bow bati be may be, every man fastens on
somnething in is heart of bearts wbicb he fondiy
imagines distinguisbes him f rom ail other men, and
be sees a tbousand tbings to excuse or palliate his
wickedness or weakness that no one else ever dis-
covers. Weil, 1, like any other of my sex in this
particular (note how I cannot keep out "in this par-
ticular"), did not tbink Henry Smnitb at ail the kind
of man that Jane sbould marry. I bati only met bim
once, anti I knew be was a fine-iookcing fiellow, but
I amrn ot Iîandsome myseif, and so bhave learneti to
distrust gooti loorks in a man. I jutigeti Peter to
be stronger, more ruggeti, not nearly soimipetuous
as bis rival, but mueh more capable of a sustained
affection as well as being safer in other ways, and
s0 1 threw my influence into the scale on the side
of Peter. My methoti was to make sly littie at-
taeks on Peter, irritatingly unjust, and contrasting
bim unfavorably with Henry Smith wbere I knew
hini to be botter. This brougb;t ber wariy to bis
defence, and so0 I gratiuaily accustomed ber to a
slight feeling of hostility to Henry Smith. This
was mean, I acknowledge, but tbere was worse yet.
1 wrote to a commercial agency, anti bad tbem make
me a detaiied report of ail tbey coulti learn concern-
ing botb of the men. lexcept for one tbing, there
was littie to choose between tbe reports, but that
one tbing was not favorable to Henry Smith. t
sbowed that financially be was on bis last legs, andi
although I knew this, woulti not influence Jane, still
it did worry me. 1 determineti to finti out wbether
Smith was deceiving J ane in regard to it,

Next day we were strolling aiong a winding path
that led down to Pearl Lake, that littie lalçe already
rnentioned. It was one of tbose bazy, sunny days,
one of those lazy, baxnmodky or stroily sort of days
when one talks witb the mooti, and confidences slip
out as naturally as leaves faîl in autumn.

"Do you ever hear from Henry?" I asked."Certainly," said Jane. "Every day."
"I only saw him once," said 1, reflectively, "but I

think bis letters would be terribly affectionate tîngs.
If it were Peter, now, be would tell you ail about
'is business andi about everytbing else. I daresay
Henry neyer says anything about anytbing but love.
He makes a fine lover I expect, but 1 don't tbink he
is vry ambitious in Lusiness."'

eThere you're wrong. Every letter is fuli Of
w1bat be intentis to do, and what fine thinga be will
be able to give and do for me by-andbye wben we
are married. Hie sentis me far too many presents
as it is-the foolisb boy l As if though money mat-
tereti! I wouldn't mind if be badn't ji sou.T have
plenty of my own, anyway."

"I stili maintain wbat I said. That is onîy a
iover's talk about business. I bet he Promises grand
tbings, but doesn't lie say, "I mnust hbave you b>'
my sitie. Witbout you I can do nothing. With you
notbing seems too great to attempt 1 Ani doesn't
,be irnrediately press you to name the happy day
rigbt sway?"

"Yes, of course hue does," saiti Jane. "Anti he
thicatens to corne here after me if I don't go home
soon, too. But how in thse woridtid we ever corne
to be talking of tbese things, and wbatever pos-
sessed me to tell you 50 much about everything that
1 shouldn't speak about. Let's talk of somnething
else. Or, botter stili, let us just say notbing at al
for a while. It is too, fine a day to spoil witb con-
versation."

"lThat suits me," sait I , "f or I know how you
make silence eloquent."

That nigbt I tbought deepi>'. Henry was cvi-
dentl>' pressing ber to marry lîi, he was heati over
beeis in debt, anti Jane bad mone>'. Perhaps there
was no0 conneCtÎon between tihe tbree, but I tbougbt
there migbt be. 1 at iast shifted the responsibilit>'
anti the otiîum of interference in a love affair by
enclosing the report of Henry Smnith's financial con-
dition in an envelope atitresseti to Peter Jones. 1
postet i t next day in a city tirty miles away. A
f ew days later I dropti an anonymous note to
Peter saying that Henry was coming out thse next
day to înduce Jane to, agree to an imxnetiate mar-
nage. I also droppedth te same kind of a note to
Henry, saying that Peter was in thse vicimty, andiabout to renew bis attentions to Jane.

Two tiays later I was walking with Jane
tbrough the autumn spiendors of the wootis. We
breasted a hill, andi looked tiown into a littie for-
est glade. Jane caugbt rny arm with a littie
cry, andi starteti running down the bih. Two men
were figbting savagely, andt tougb I bati not caught
their features distinctl>', I gleanet f rom Jane's ex-
citement, and aiso because 1 expecteti them, tbat
the>' must be Peter Joncs anti Henry Smitb. This
was bardly what I expected, anti much more than
I wanted. Stili, I never quarrel with fate, for we
neyer know what is for the best until after the
event. Henry was attacking bis oppontent with
aimost volcanie fury, but the other fought with a
dogged persistence, anti sncb an expression of deati-
1>' resointion on bis face that the outcome couiti
scarcely be doubteti. Tbey titi not sceeJane until
she ran alrnost between tbem, anti then tbey pauseti,
panting, anti still eyeing each other vengefuily. To
bc surpriseti at Jane's presence titi not seemn to strike
tbem.

"Peter Jones, wbat is ail this about?"
Peter was sulent.
"Tell me," she commandeti Henry Smith. He

aiso was silent.
"Was it about me?" The silence of the men

answered ber. ".Tell me, Henry, for I wiii know,
or everytbing i over betwcen us."

"I-e saiti sometbing about you," sait Henry,
addîng hastil>', "notbing bati, you know. Only I
wouitin't stand for it."

,:Oh, Peter 1"
"That is not the trutb," sait Peter, "I oni>' sait

about you tbat you were far too gooti for ýhim. I
arn sorry you came. I wouidn't bave bati you know
this for worlds."

"How titi you corne to say that?"
Peter openeti bis moutb, but Henry crieti, "Lt is

faise. He sait it worse than that. He saiti J was
an out-anti-out villain, or I woultin't be marrying
you l"

"tJnder the circumstances," correcteti Peter.
"The circumstances ?" sait Jane, wonderîngly.

-Wbat does be mean?"
Henry saiti nothing. She turned to Peter.
:,Tell me, Peter."
"Lt is notbing that would seern wrortg to you. t

only stems so to a man."
"Wbat is it?"
" Well, bc is, in debt," sait Peter, with obviouti

reiuctance.
"Is that ail?" saiti Jane, scornfuliy.
"Yes, that's aIl," cnîet Henry, pficking up beart at

ber tone. "He saiti I shoulti tell you about it, but
I tiitn't tbink I shouit worry you. I cais bear
my own troubles."

"There you're wrong, sait Jane. "You shoultihave toît me. I don't mmid you being poor, but I
tion't thlnkI you shoulti deceive me. Are you ver>'
batil> off ?"

"No, L'U pull througb ail rigbt, I'm pretty sure.
He's rn kin, mountain out of a miolebill."

Icn'keep quiet, anti sec you wreck your
life," broke in Peter. "Jane, I couldn't talk to you
about a rivai if I hati any hope of ever gaîing your
love. I have not that ýhope, andi I wîll speak. Henry
Sinith's oni>' hope of retrieving his fortunes is to
rnarry you, anti even tbe mone>' you wili bring birn
May' not save bis business SUPPOsing You let bim
have it. I tolti bim I thougbt it was catitish nfot to
tell you. That was wby we fought. I think so stili.
Good-bye." Anti Peter strode off, Paying no heeti to
a cry f rom Jane.

"I swear it isn't truc," saiti Henry eagerly. "Al
my business neetis is a little more rnoney i11 it, antiit can't bielp but pick up.'y

Jane looketi at birn satily for a moment, thensippeti sornething from ber finger, antihandeti h
to hlm.- "Here is yotsr ring, Henry. You bave at-
tempteti to deceive me. Perbaps you have tieceiveti
yourself. I couiti forgive you being poor. Tbat
is flothing. I have loveti you trul>', anti perha S
you bave* me in your own way, but you bave tbougt
as weIl of rny noney. Your own wortis tell me 80,
thougb flot directly. Good-bye. If I can do any-
thrng to belp you tbrougb your mone>' troubles re-
memjer I arn stiil a frienti, anti will do ail I cars."

Then She woulti fot wait nor listen to bim, but
joineti me where I stooti somie distance off-waiting.

I bave reati this stor>' a second time, anti I sec
that 1 bave not donc wbat I fet out to do. Insteati
of a fascinating viliain I have onl>' introduceti a
man Of very consmon dlay; insteati of a bero I bave
painteti a man w-ho migbt he one if theoprtny
were given, anti insteati of a heroine a woman
who---. But I WÎII bear notbing but thse best
things of her-for she is 110w my wife, and claims
to bc ver>' happy, thougb she may onl>' say that
because she neetis a new bat. However it be, she
Wil1 get it, anti I arn not too curious about sucis
matters. I know yoýu wanteti me to give 'ber to
Peter, but surel>' a writer can do wbat be likes witbbis own beroine, especially if fie falîs in love witb
ber himseif. The real love story was ours, but that
I wouldti' tell you for worids. If you do not like
tIse ending, Mny character is in your hants. I have
confesseti to enough to give you groundis for call-
sng me "villain." Anyway, I arn a sameless one,anti I arn satisfied with tbe fruits Of rMy viliainy.
Tbe moral is that thse man on tbe spot gets thse girl.


