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Thne dealer
who carrnes
Carhartt's

cari conscieritiously recommend
them to his customers because
he kriows 'they coritain every-
thing one expects in good
OvERALLis and ALLOVERs. They
are made of sturdy fabrics; they
are carefully and strongly sewn
as to seam8; they are roomny
and generous in cut;- they have
ail the worth-white devices that
make for solid comfort and
convenience, and the prices are
right. CAREARTT QVERALLS
and ALLovE.RS are made in
denim an~d khaki. They are
readily identffied by the car-
heart button.

Hamilon C hr
Cotton~ Mils, Lhited

~rI

Elizbeth Surrenders
(Continuedfrom page 8)

bosoin, like this?
ELIZABETH: Yen do thatti-Or

you 're too fussy to be a 'dopted nevvy
of mine.

NEVILLE (as hie hurries out by the
door on the loft): Aaything you say
goes, Honey-Ol, herce's your purse-
'n the ly-paper.

(Alec le patiently waiting to corne in,
as he listons with a smile to the hur-
ried,' low conversation ln the studio.
He la tliat adorable thing, a middle-
aged man with the smile of a jolly
boy. He is something of a dreamer, is
Alec, absolutely devoid of conceit-
thougl is ehaving hie portrait paint-
ed by request ofthtle City Club, of whichhe is President-so it nover ocurs te
hum to be impatient when he is kept
waiting. Perhaps that is why the dear
man lest Elizabeth. However, that is
as it may'be, and Elizabeth opens tlie
door, and lie walks in sud shakes lier
band gently but witli a firma pressure-
yon know liow amen like Alec shiake
haads-tliere lsecourtliness and loyalty
and warm friendslîinl sucli a biand-
sliako.)

ALEC: Hlow do you do, Elizabeth?
ELIZABETH: Late, as usual; your

sitting was for tliree-thurty.
ALEC (blandly, and with a twlnkle

ln lis oye): I 've been waiting ln the
hall for ages, waiting for you te open
the door. Whoso was tlie manly voie,
and why did your visiter escape through
the kitelienette? I scout a mystery!

ELIZABETH: Nothing mysterious
about Neville. Ho 's gone to tlie.gro-
cery store for ha]f-a-pîat of cream.
Whou Kitty cones, you know, I 'a go-
leu te give yeu tea.

(Por soute reassu whicli we cannet
fttlom, Alec looks the picturo of dis-may, but as we, too, have plottod little
plots and thoen fearod the coasoquences,
thero ln somthing familiar, somehow,
la tlie eotîon wlich his expressive
face portrays. There ia ne doubt
about it, Alec ls dismayed, and ho fa
conceaing it badly.)

ALEC: Neville hore? Dear me!1Nevîlle! NOW what in tieý world leNeville dolng liere I Thougit lio wassafely at Ioilege. Most unfertuniatel
WeuldnI't have had this liappen fer the
worldl

ELIZABETH (tartly): weulda thave had what lisp pont? Nov 's comlngt
I thon ghlt yo 'd bte dliglited te osehimi I wrote hlm, of course, abeut
yeur engagement te ]Kitty, and ho',emlnng down te cengratulate yen bth-
te, as it were, celobrate.

ALEC (weally): My pathergl
E,,LIZABETH: -Wliat?,
ALEC: Nethlng.
ELIZABETH: I thouglit 1 beard yen

speali.
ALEC: Net at ail.
ELIZABETH: My mîatake.ALEC: Don 't mention ît.
ELIZABETHZ I Won't. . o f

course, you teld mie te keep this en-
gagement thlng under -ty hat, as îtwere--but 1 knew you 'd botli wsnt hlm
te knew, peer bey, and hl's taking itmoat philoophicauly.

ALEC: Why "peor boy"?f
ELIZABETH. Wel ulesy'r

Ulnd yen 'vo 8eon Lwit ,witlNeville, hie feeling for Ktty-but liey'i
get over it-tioy always do.

ALEC (tee innh elirturbed te psymnucliattention te lier WOrda-only hlai-listenlng, in tact): Ali-dear me-just
s-

ELIZABETH (meaulngly): I gay-
"'Ho 'l get over it-thoy always d."

ALEC (hearing lier remarli for theflrst timo): Net alwaye, Elizabeth.
ELIZABETH: I said <'always!"y

iALEC (gently stubborn): And 1 uaid
Snet always," Elizabeth.

ELIZABETH (with a world et gar-
cagin ianlier volce): For instance?

ALEC (leng-reprossed emnotions stîr-ring withln hlm): Elizabeth-.do yen
ever remombor-d<o you evor thinl-

(Thon, Partie seizing hlm, lietries
te cover lus traeks).

Do yen remomber the sad cas, of
my Aunt Emilyl

ELIZABETH: She was a woma-
YOI-I meain Noville-le a man.

ALEC (weakly): Yen know best,Elizabieth. What-wliat turne do yoU
expoct Kltty?

ELIZABETH. Almest any minute,snd I haven't begun work yet. por
gooduess' salie, talie the pose and stoptalking. I've been trylug te get some
censtruction into the trousersthis aftr-noon-hate Painting trousers!

ALEC (seating hiniqelf ln the ohiren the platforin): If Nevlle wero lulove with Kltty, why dldn et ho tenll e
sol

ELIZABETH: Why didn' t e ti
lier se? Wliat s question!l Ho doosnt
graduate till next J une; added te whlcli
she lias tee mach money, ýnd lie, net
onougl.-Den 't movel

ALEC (gently): Kitty thînks the girl
lias a. riglit te know.

ELIZABETH (snapping at hlm):
Well, yen told her-dlidnet yen?

ALEC (nncomfortably): Oh, yes, Yes~t
of course! I told lier; dida't Il

ELIZABETHI (grimly): Yen dÎdi
ALEC: How did the boy take it,

Elizabeth?1
ELIZABETH (la a detaclied manlOri,

as she stands off and equinte horriblly
at the pictare): Tako wlist?

ALEC: Kitty 's-ny - our - alim-
engagement?

ELIZABETH: Stillarping on tiat
subjecti Oh, ho '11 get over it; tiiey
always do.1

ALEC: Net always, Elizabeth.
ELIZABETH: ALWAYS! - Nw

don 't tart that slly argument again;
1 wen't have it!-IIow often have I
told yeu that I osa t paint if yen per-
siet la talking ail the time?

ALEC (mling): Ail riglt, Dear-
dear Elizabeth. Peo snd expression'
ail riglit?

ELIZABETH: No! Nothing's rigt-
Stop thinking ot Kitty; it makes yen
looki se feehish. I ai painting a pÎe0
turo of a business ma, te ho liung on
the walls et s city club, net of s le'ver
meonlng about his laes.

ALEC (meekly): I wasn 't thÎuig
Ot Kitty, Elizabeth; I was thlnkig-
just thinkig-na-

ELIZABETH (lnterrupting): Well,
stop thlnklng if the offert malies yenx
looki like s foL. . . Oh, yes.. -1
beg your pardon-I veo ne iglt to be
ne rude, I1linow-but yen are unbellOV-
ably lrrltsting, and I de want te get
soins work donc and have sme tine
te dress before Kitty cernes.

ALEC (amazed). Have time te whatt
ELIZABETH:- D-r-e-double 0 -

DRESS! YE Godsl Alsec, dos It se60
8e impossible?

ALEC: Nt impossible-just impreb-
able; yen nover do drees, yen lineWP
dear.

ELIZABETH: Donyt b. lnsnltlag-
sud don 't caîl me "Dear." (8h. Pro-
ceds sverely.) I have soune iiw
clothes, and I 'ingeing te wear lem-
new dressasnd boots-yes, and a biat-
I'rn golng te wear lemoieut te dlner

wihNeville to-night--we 're goiig te
that niew place around the oorner-lie
ne0eds cheering-.

(Alec realîzes witli tender amusement
that she le roally feeling very apolO'
getie for ler womanly wealness;lie
Caa 't resist toasing lier a. bit, lu hÎB
gentle way.>

ALEC: "ClieeragtV' Yes, I10511 u-*
derstnd that; but yen, lan110w drese
and boot--not fergetting the hat-
would be exhilrating-intoxîcating-

ELIZABETH (cressly): Well, it '5
soen satisfaction te kaew that yen
woa 't bo affocted that way.*'ALEC (wtli cheerful nteret;:Oh,
I don 't knoW! Wy, I hayn 't e.!'
Yen "dolled np,"yas ]Kîtty weuld Say,
la Yesrs ad years ad years-

ELIZABETH (iaturilted-aad Who
eaa blame lier?): AND yEA-B8--say

iagaia, Alee--eay it as efteii as Ye11

(Alec subsides; lie stiffens a little in
the poe. Elizabeth workg on, whistl111g
that overlasting tanoloas tune. AMec
la Wea1deriag vaguely wliaI wlll happell
wliea EittY and Neville meet. L¶ 0w
that lie is face te face wi tlite cons?-'
queaeaet ofbis feolis little plot, lie 'g
feeling an awful fool, snd 1onging ,o
eonfese the whele tlilng te Elizabt
befere any more conmpications grise-
He feels that bis positiqa le undigni"
fled; lie feels ratlier deaperato; lie
deesn 't knew if lie'.9 going to e , rou-ndl
Seolded or lauglied at. We 'd be dis-
tressod Ourselves. Soveral trnies hie
eens his lips te speak, but closes thon'

before a word lias passod tlici.)
ELIZABETH. Y--, expression la lin

Possible. Ail I asali8l that yn lok
nornially Intelligent, -bat, according te
your expression, yen are ruDning the
wbLoe.pa-nt of hunian emotions.ALC:Elizabethyou 55y that,
Neville islaiere?

ELIZABETH: Yen hourd me,
ALEC.: And Rltty may b.cliore at

aiay moment?
ELIZABETH:- What lu the werld isthe natter? Do try te thinli about the

Weather for jut fle minutes.
ALEC <depratoîyy:- Elizabeth, whst

wuldyou y if I ýjà o that 1lied
beon a foel--let mysel! into a devilof a fix-a Childîih ix, but a devil Of
a. fix for ail that?

(Conpnued On P9 7


