DY QL B
0+

a.
~<

O R

(By LOUIS JOSEPH VANCE)

AUTHOR OF

“The Lone Ww» 3 &
“Joan Thursday” T

“The Brass Bowl” eiec.

T
L § (From Friday’s Daily).

Tt might seem ungrateful to Mrs.

snold; Sally couldn’t help that,

ough she was sincerely sorry; the
ociation simply must be discon-
ued.

\nd that, she declared in her soli-

. was all there was about it.

By the time she had succeeded in

nposing a note which seemed sufii-
ently grateful in tone to excuse for

ilul inadequacy of her excuse for
conding—that she was ‘“‘out of
clement” on the island, an out-
r. and didn’t “belong,” and never
ld-—the chill light ot early dawn
I rendered the electries garish,
'read the note over with hypei-
critical sensitiveness to its defects,
it decided that it must do. Besides,
he had used the last sheet of note-
paper in the rack on her desk; more
ts mot obtainable without a trip
to the living-room. Then in despera-
tion she appended, under the sign of
the venerable P. 8., ‘a prayer that
this might prove acceptable in lieu
of more gracious leave-taking, ad-
dressed the envelope to Mrs. Gos-
nold, -and left it sticking conspicn-
ously in the frame of her dressing-
Y ror,

Studiously she reduced her travel-
ling gear to the simplest requisites.
lie hand-bag she took because she
had a use for it, nothing less than to
serve as a cover for the return cf
everything she wore.

She was determined to go out of
this island world, whose ether was
too rave for her vulgar lungs, witn
no niore than she had brought intc
it.

At length the laggard hands of the
clock were close together on the
figure 6.

She rose, let herself out of the
roon:, and by way of that.memerable
side door issued forth into a morn-
ing as rarely. beautiful as ever that
blessed island knew. It made re-
nunciation doubly difficult. Yet
Sally did not falter nor once looi
back.

Her way to the village wharf was
shortest by the beach. None saw her
stealing through the formal garden,
with eyes averted from that one
marble seat that was forever distin-
guished from all others in the world,
and vanish over ‘the lip of the clitf
by way of its long zigzag stairway.
Few noticed her as she “debouched
from the beach into the villag2
streets; her dress was ingonspicuous,
Swr- demeanor even more than retir-
ing. -e
Her. hope was favored-in that on
this earlier trip of the boat ‘there
were few passengers other than na-
tives of the island.

On the mainland she caught an
accommodation train which wound a
halting way through the morning
and set her down in Providence late
in the forenoon. Then ignorance of
railroad travel made her choose an-
other accommodation instead of an
express which would have cost no
more and landed her in New York
an hour earlier.

Her flight was financed by a few
dollars left over from her bridge
winnings of the first day at Gosnold
House after subsequent losses had
been pajd. Their sum no more than
sufficed; when she had purchased a
meager Innch at the station counter
in New [Javen she was penniless
again; but for the clothes she wore
she landed in New York even as she
had left it.

The city received her with a deaf-
ening roar that seemed of exultation
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that its prey had been delivered unto
it ageain, Vi o]

. The heat was even more oppress-
ive than that of the day on which
she had left—or perhaps seemed so
only by contrast with the radiant
coolness of the island air.

Avoiding Park Avenue, she sought
the place that she called home by
way of ILexington.

She went slowly, wearily, lugging
her half-empty hand-bag as if it were
a heavy burden. :

At length, leaving the avenue, she
paused a' few roors west of the corn-
er, climbed the weather-bitten steps
to the brownstone entrance; and ad-
dressed herself to those three long
flights of naked stairs.

The studio door at the top was
closed and locked. The card had
been torn. from the tacks that held it
to the panel.

Puzzled and anxious, she stooped
and turned up a corner of the worn
fiber mat —and sighed with relief
to find the key in its traditional hid-
ing place,

But when she let herself in, it was
to a room tenanted solely by seven
howling devils of desolation.

Only the decrepit furniture re-
mained; it had not been worth ecart-
age or storage; every personal, be-
longing of the other two girls had
disappeared; Mary Warden had not
left so much as a sheet of . music,
Lucy Spode had overlooked not so
much as a hopeless sketch.

Yet Sally had mo cause for coms
plaint; they had forsaken her less in-
differently than she had them; one
or the other had left a newspaper;
now three days .old, propped up
where she could not fail to see it on
the antiquated marble mantel-shelf.

In separate columns on the page
folded outermost two items were en-
circled with rings of crimson water-
color. 2

One, under the caption “News of
Plays and Players,” noted the de-
parture for an opening in Atlantic
City of the musical comedy company
of whose chorus Mary Warden was a
member.

The other, in the column headed,
“Marriages,” announced tersely the
nuptials of Lucy Spode and Samuel
W. Meyerick. . No details were given.

Forlornly Sally wandered to the
windows and opened them to. ex-
change the hot air iof ‘the studio for
the hotter air of the back yards.

Then slowly she. set about picking
up . the.threads' of -her-life, ~* -+«

Sueh clothing as she owned of-
fered little variety for choijce. - She
selected the least disreputable of
two heavy, black winter skirts, a
shirt-waist -badly torn at the eollar-
band, ‘her severely. plain undercloth-
ing, coarse. black stockings, and
shoes that had been discarded as not
worth another vigit to the cobbler’s.

When these had been exchanged
for the gifts of Mrs. Standish, Sally
grimly packed the latter into the
hand-bag -and- shut_ the latch upon
them with a snap of despair.

Some evening, when it was dark
enough, she would leave them at the
door of the residence up the street,
ring the bell, and run.

She sat a long hour, hands listless
in her lap, staring vacantly out at
that well-hated -vista of grimy back
yards, drearily reviewing the history
of the last five days. She felt.as one
who had dreamed a dream and yet
was not sure that she had waked.

Later she roused to the eall of
hunger, and foraged in the larder,
or what served the studio as such,

turning up a broken carton of U-
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Pattern Service

MISSES’

Valuable suggestions
for. the Handy Home- *
maker — Order any'
Pattern Through The
Courier. -State -size.

DRESS.

By Anabel Worthington.

The most fashionable as well as ser
viceable material for the high school giel’
fall dress ig serge, and one of the best
ways to uﬁlke it is suggested in No. 8474.
The dress has a shallow yoke under th
wide collar, and the lower part of thy
front an(i back is plaited in groups to thi
yoke. The neck is slashed at th: centr:
front and laced with a cord. The dre .
iz to be slipped on over the head. Tb%
nock is finished with one of the«nea'_asti
collars, eut in points at the fmnf; to'ximu-i
late revers. The sleeves are leng ,nnd:
gathered into cnffs. A broad belt of !he!
material has a novel clqsipg,' w:hich “}"‘f&l:
used on many of the giew dress-es. Ou‘é
end slips theaugh a bound\sn{h:'.‘and bitt<
tons onto the belt. :

The dress pattérn, No. 8474, is cut in
sizes 16, 18 and 20 years. Width at'lowal
edge is Z% yards, ‘The 16 year size. re:
quires 5% yards 36 inch material, with
5% yard 36 inch contrasting goods.

To obtain this pattern send , °, %3 t¢
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ed heavily on: the

wondering idly if there was rent due,
and if she would be;tutned out into
the street that very night, and think.

the footfalls stopped on the”thresh-
hold of the studi and she looked up
ACe ‘%,lf—'l’usc- e

Surpise and ' indignation: smots]
her with speechlessness, but her
eyes were eloguent enough as o
started up—and almost ovefrturned
the rickety table at which she had
been dining. ;
But he ‘was crassly ‘oblivious to
their message. Removing his hat,
he mopped his brow, sighed, and
smiled winningly. - N
. “Hello!” he said. “¥You certainly
did give-me the deuce of a hunt, ‘1
wormed it out of Mrs. Gosnold that
you- inhabited a4 studio somewhere
on this block, and I suppose I must
have climbed thirty  times ' three
flights of stairs in the last hour.”
She demanded in a low, tensé
;oi e?: “Why have you followed m2

e ” 1 g E
“Well,” he protested, ‘“Mrs. Gos-
nold sent me—and if ghe hadn’t, 1
would have come anyway. I told yon
last night that T loved you. I haven't
changed since then: - And now that
you’re in a fix, whether or not of
your own contriving—well, it isn't
my notion of letting you pull out
for yourself if you’ll let me help:--
and that goes, even if you stick to
it that you won’t marry me.”

“And Mrs. Artemas?” she inquir-
ed icily. ‘“What does she think about
your coming after me?”

He stared and laughed. “Oh, did
you know about that? I hoped you
didn't—""

“I saw you with her in your
arms—"’

“Yeg,”” he agreed patiently.:
“She’d been laying for me for sev-
efal weeks. I told you she was—-
don’t you remember? Only, of
course, I didn't name her. And last
night, when I went back there look-
ing for you, she cornered me; ami
while I was trying to.be nice and ex-
plain I could never be anything more
than a brother to her she burst eut
crying and threw hersélf into my
arm§ and—what could a fellow de”
1. tiied to make her behave, but be-
fore she would listen to reason those
confounded people had to pep up.
And, of course, she took advantage
of that opening instanter. ' But—-
great Scott!—you didn’t suppose 1
was going to be that sort of a gen-
tleman and let her get away ?nthcit.
did you? So much in love with you
I can hardly keep from grabbing you
now! Not likely!”

She tried to answer him, but her
traitorous voice broke, and before
she could master it he had resumed.
“Mrs. Gosnold wants you back—
sent. me to say so—says she’ll come
after you if I fail to bring you.”
“Oh, no!’” she protested, tremb-
ling uncontrollably.

“You won’'t meet any of those
folks. They're all'going to-day. It's
a new deal from a fresh deck,ﬁ_gf)_ht.t‘)”
speak.” §
“No,” she averred more steadily:
“you told me I was_foolish; you
were right. I'm through' with . all
that.” e
He came closer to her. “You
needn’t be,” he said. “Don’t damn
Society just because you got ‘in
wrong at .the first attempt. Try
again. Let me try with you. I've got
all the money thére is, more or less.
If you want a villa at Newport—"*
“Qh, please, no! I tell you, I'm
finished with all that forever.”
“Well,” he grinned fatuously,
“what about.a flat in Harlem?’{

A little smile broke through her
tears.

“Why must you go to such ex-
tremes?”” she laughed brokenly.
“Aren’t there -any -more apartments
to be had on Riverside. Drive?”
THE END.

Save Your Hair! Double Its
Beauty in Just a Few
" Moments

925-cent “Danderine”. Makes
Hair Thick, Glossy, Wavy
.. And Beautiful -
»——.

Within ten,minutes after an ap-
plication of Dapderine. you cannot
find .a single trace of dandruff or
falling. hair .and your scalp will not
itch, but what will pléeage you yost
will he after a few weeks” use, when
you see new. hair, fine and downy
at first—yes.—but really hew hair-
—growing all over the gealp.

Danderine is to the hair what
fresh showerg of rain-and sunshine
are to vegetation. It goes right to
the roots, invigorates and strengin-
ens them: -~ Hs exhilarating, stima-
lating and life-producing . properties
cause the ‘hair-to grow-long, strong
and beautifel. . - - - 2 Fur
... A -little - Danderine . immediately

No' difference how .dull,fadad, brit-

cloth with Danderiné and ,earefully
draw-it through. your -hair, ;

e .amall strand at a time. - The
effect is amaging—your hair will be
light,. fluffy and wavy, and have an
appearance of,abundance; an in-
comparahle lustre, softness and lux-
urianee.. .~ oo o g

Get,.a. .25-cent battle. . of Knowl-
ton’s Danderine from any drug, store
or toilet counter, and _prove that
your hair. is as ‘pretty and soft as
any—that it hds been neglected or
injured by careless treatment-—

*“Ir Canada fails us-in October, we must curtail
many of our activities.’”’
e ARTHUR STANLEY,

Chairman, Exgcutive Committee,
British Red Cross.

Tt how costs $‘300,000.00 a week to carryon the work of the
British Red Cross, or $16,000,000.00 a year, |
Every minute of the day and night it costs $30 to minister to
| the sick and wounded and dying. ‘ \
Last year Ontario’s magnificent contribution paid for the entire
work of the British Red Cross for nearly six weeks.

This year, in view of the greater need, it is earnestly and
confidefitly hoped that Ontario’s contributions will ‘be as
great proportionately ‘as the magnificent offering of

- last year.

Qur trust is, that the Citizens of Ontario will give 'generously
to this noble cause on—
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T ﬁ&”f@ﬂim. Ciety is the
Gia’to the Sick and Wousded of the

- Its wetk is lore the concern of all
classes of British subjects, whether livin
in the m&. :in the Dominions
Colonies beyond seas, or in

coun
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57,000 Hospital, Beds, found in_the

* home jand abroad.

$220,000 spent on equipment of kmg

George Hospital (1,850 beds) and
Utitted Kingdom., $130,000 a year contributed to cost of
Py v 7 ¥ its smaintenance.

30,000 of thesé' provided with $225,000 spent on building and equip-
Nursing Staff. ping Netley Red Cross Hospital
e . s (1,000 beds); and - | £

2,000 Trained Nurses working at $625,000 spent on maintenance,

$175,000 for Orthopaedic Curative
Workshops and Training . Fund.

$185,000 for. Facial Injury Hospitals.

BT T
IN-GREAT BRITAIN

4

7,500 V. A. D’s helping in Army
Hospitals. :

£y e

-

Organization of Resources Committee, Pu’lnmentB\uumg;,- Torento. -
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that!s all—you surely can have
beautiful hair and lots of ,it if you

il Just ‘try &' Httle Danderiney el '
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