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It would have eornforted poor Jftme 
son Greening as he pared his own room 
up and down, up and down, desperately 
anxious, copse ience stricken and wor
ried, if at that moment he could have 
seen Daphne at her prayers and heard 
her inejuding him in them. It would 
have cornforted him still more had he 
known about that cup of cocoa.

In the morning Daphne set out on 
her pursuit of an engagement with re 
ne wed energies. Mrs. Ghnister had 
given her the names of five reliable 
I hen trie a I agents. She went to Hey 
mour in Garrick Street first and stood 
among the crowd in the waiting room 
for a good two hours without avail 

Presently an inner door marked “1* i 
vnte" opened and a little1 dark ma. 
hurried out. Instantly he was besieged 
by a dozen men and women ; women, 
anxious faeed and hard eyed for all the 
set smile that rouies so easily to theath 
ral lips.

The little man eluded them and their 
demands with prartised ease. 11 is
quick glance singled out one here, an 
other there.
“No, nothing for you today, dear 

fall again tomorrow, old chap. Yes, 
yes, I haven't forgotten. I’ll let you 
know. Good by. Good by. ' '

And he had gone. The room began 
to clear. Daphne turned to a woman 
who was passing her on her way out. 
“Who was that ! ’ ’ she asked.
“That! Oh, Seymour.” she laughed, 

“lie’s as slippery to catch as an eel. 
lie won't be back any more today. I'm 
going on to Him I on '«. Coming ! ' ' 

Kenton was the next name on 
Daphne's list. The woman and she went 
out into the street together.
“Keen out of a shop long?” the 

woman asked.
The meaning of the term began to 

dawn on Daphne at last.
“I've never had an engagement,” 

she confessed. “I'm new to this.’’
The woman stood still on the pave

ment.
“ You poor kid!” she said corn miser

atlngly.
“ Why, don't you like the stage?'* 
“Dike it f Of course I do. I love it 
wdien I'm on it. 1 'in professional 

born It’s mr life But it's rough on 
shoe leather when you have to- go trot 
ling about for a shop, and now I'm not 
so young as I was. I 'in beginning to 
feel it,” she went on with the frank 
loquacity of her class. “I've been 
‘ resting ' -doing nothing, you know 

- for the last eight weeks Not a sign 
of a job and three little kiddies and -a 
husband, who's willing to work but 
won't, to keep. This . is Keifon V ' ' 

She preceded Dap tine up the narrow 
staircase. At the top she w:is stopped 
bv a managerial looking person.

“ llulloa. Minnie,” lie said. “I was 
just asking Kenton about you. Are 
you fixed up for the autumn f ' *
“All but signing the sont nut," lied 

the Woman with sudden gaiety. “Three 
pounds a week. If you can go one bet
ter - "

It appeared that the manager'could. 
“Come downstairs and we’ll talk it 

over.” he said.
As the woman turned she remembered 

Daphne, and, with the quick generosity 
of stage folk, brought her forward. 

“Got anything for my friend f * * she
asked.

The man shook his head. “Full up." 
he answered, and began to descend.

The woman eftught hold of Daphne’s 
hand and gave it a sympathetic squeeze.

* * Good luck-, dear. ’ ’ she whispered.
* * You see., I’ve hit it at last.”

She tio«bi.»d brightly and followed the
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provincial manager into the refresh
ment. room on the ground floor.

At Ken ton’s Daphne was told to 
“look in again,” and the same laconic 
advice was handed out to her at the 
other agencies. She got. quite used to 
the stereotyped interview'. The ques 
lions arid her answers were alw'avs the 
same.
“What's voiir line of business ? Any 

experience? No, nothing today. Look 
in again.”

She looked in again every day fur a 
fortnight until hope grew faint within 
her. She had .all but reached the end 
of her resources. Thirty shillings only 
remarried to her out of her five, pounds. 
It was then that she began to feel 
definitely afraid.

The world, whose bright side had only 
faced her until now, seemed a hard 
place fur a woman who had to make 
her way alone. That fortnight had 
ta light her more about the battle of life 
than all she had ever read or heard of 
the subject. She knew what it meant 
now by personal experience; and it was 
worse than anything she had ever 
dreamed of.

She had always associated man with 
the economic struggle, overlooking the 
fact that it touches womankind just as 
frequently and more hardly. Another

‘U. . ....
Had she had time to look at the news
papers, she would have seen in the 
agonv columns of several of them:

DA IT INK. So sorry. Implore you to 
corne back. .1.

She began to wonder whether she 
ought not to look for some other form 
uf employment. The stage seemed 
ido-id against her. In the end she de
cided to try at the agencies once more, 
and spent a whole fruitless day divid
ing her time between them.

In the late afternoon, as she was 
corning a way from Kenton’s, an alert- 
looking man with a lined face stared 
so hard at her that she could not help 
noticing it. Something about him sug
gested the American. She walked on 
quickly, lie followed. She had eaten 
very little that day. She felt tired and 
faint, and now the unpleasant atten
tions of this man looked like prolonging 
her walk indefinitely.

She jumped to the conclusion that he 
must be something obnoxious, or else 
a detective. In either cast* he must be 

«►shaken off. She slowed down, letting 
her pursuer gain on her, and then turned 
and faced him unexpectedly.
“What arc you following me for?” 

she angrily demanded.
The man was not in the least dis-

m ■

She WM lying on a horsehair sofa by the window.

new tiling to her was to see the aston 
ishing number of women who work on 
an equality with men w omen strud 
glinjr alone, uneared for. left to get on 
or go under as fate ordained.

The more she saw of that struggle 
the clearer she 'perceived and the more 
she appreciated what she had given ifp

a beautiful )iome, a husband she loved 
and who loved her. And she had left 
him ! For what ? The disagreement had 
focused itself into its true perspective. 
I» seemed ever so trivial and far off. 
She would have given anything to have 
gone back.

Her thoughts kept on reverting to 
home. She anxiously wondered whether 
the maid who would now have t>.«-
handling of the linen was careful about
airing it. Daphne had always seen to 
that herself, and so scrupulously that 
Greening had got into the habit of 
cheerfully complaining that all his linen 
was baked before it was considered safe 
for him to wear it. Now, perhaps, he 
was sleeping in damp sheets, wearing 
damp shirts, unaired flannels. And then 
the meals f’ook had a tendency to re 
peat the v irions dishes which Greening 
liked varied.

When Daphne’s thoughts galloped off 
with her in this direction she found 
herself absolute,v fighting the impulse 
to return. What always stopped her 
was that, a* far as she knew her hus
band had made np effort to find her.

concerted, lie faced the indignation in 
her flushed face with complete com
posure.
“I shouldn’t follow you unless I had 

a very good reason,” he said couse 
q lient hilly. “I’m Houghton Hughes.”
“I don’t know you, * ’ she said, and 

turned away.
Kut her curt tone had no effect on 

him. He kept up with her.
“See here, young lady, ’ ’ he said per

tinaciously, “I’ ettinc ail this way after 
you to ask• a question, and I reckon 
j Tn going to ask it. Can you ride?”

nr.
In spite of the bruskness of his speech

«Upi__the_'UiirtiMiialile__vulga-rlty_<»f his
looks, there was something about the 
American that convinced, Daphne of his 
good faith.

True, he might be a lunatic or a 
harmlmts^£rfink of some kind, in which 
• ase it would be best to humor him. At 
any rate, there could be no harm in 
answering his questions.

I can ride, ’1 she said. “But 
I don’t tee why that should be of the 
slightest interest to you.”
“Non will when I’m thru,” he 

answered. "If you knew my name 
*

don t you wouldn t look as if vou were 
talving to a guy that follows girls. 
Mean to -ay you've never h« ar I of 
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Company? ” I
The blank incredulity in his voice 

made Daphne feel inclined to laugh.
“No, J really have not,” she smiled; 

“but, now that I know you are the 
Houghton Hughes, and you are satis 
filed that I can ride, isn’t it time you 
let me go on fn peace?”
“Kut, ,Ie hosaphat, young lady! 

Don’t you want an i engagement ? ” ex
ploded the picture play man. “You 
came out of Kenton’s, didn’t you? And 
you looked kind of peeved, anyhow.”

“Yes, of course I want something to 
do** very badly,” said Daphne. “And 
I -dare say I looked depressed. I’ve 
been trying to get work for over a 
week.”

“Then cmne right in here and I ’ll 
tell you what I’m driving at. I’m a 
busy man. .arid I hate wasting time. 
Say, you were a fool skirt to keep me 
running around these blocks for twenty 
minutes on end.”

He took Daphne into an adjacent 
restaurant and ordered coffee for two.
“Now,” he said, rr answer' me 

straight. You’ve got the walk of the 
girl who’s lived in the open and been 
reared among horses.. Am I right?
“I’m an Australian,” said Daphne.
“Nerve?”
4 4 ITenty of it. ’ ’
44 Ride astride? ’ ’
“I’ve never ridden any other way.”
“Good hands? Strong seat ? Cab

bage Tree’s a handful.”
“I’m not afraid of any horse. If 

Cabbage Tree is one, you’d better tell 
me what you want.”
“1 wiH Cabbage Tree is the hardest 

mouthed bronco I’ve got. He’d un
seat a leech if he'd a mind that way, 
and he’s pesky tempered into the bar 
gain.” He was watching her narrowly. 
4 4 Shall -I go on?”

Daphne nodded. She adored horses, 
“pesky tempered ” or lamblike, and the 
obviousness of the fact that she was 
going to be asked to ride the bronco 
did not deter her. She began to feel 
pleasantly excited.

“Cabbage Tree,” pursued Hughes, 
“is the big screech in the show I’m 
rehearsing now down at Hatch Heath. 
It's an Australian story called ‘ Cabbage 
I.roe’s Last Ride’; and, by jinks! it’s 
riding, riding, first class riding all thru. 
Her? Now. the girl I’ve engaged for 
the leading part can’t ride worth a hot
ter. She can only act with her face, 
which is one of the essentials for this 
business. 'I o cut it* short, she’s scared 
o! ( abbage T ree. Cabbage Tree knows 
it, and gave her a nasty fall yesterday. 
Fact is, he’s about as difficult to man
age as a conceited leading lady. It 
amounts to this: Miss Fuller will bn 
ready to play in the final show in ten 
days if all goes well, but, meanwhile, 
the horse has got to be rehearsed. Will 
you take on the contract? I’in not ask
ing you to act, because 1 don’t suppose 
vouy pantomime’s up to the mark—tho 
if the worst came to the worst, I could 
bill you as Miss Fuller, just the same. 
Vou re almost her double in appearance. 
That's what made rue catch on to you. 
As to salary, Miss Fuller’s getting a 
fancy price, but she’s a star Cinema 
vvoVmfn. I ’ll give you three pounds if 
you’ll rehearse Cabbage Tree for a 

1 soft job, 1 allow I
wouldn't take it on myself for thirty 
but I ’m no cowboy, anyhow.”

44 I’m not afraid,” said Daphne. I’ll 
corne. ’ ’

“Right you are. Hatch Heath *is 
twenty five miles from London. Take 
a ticket to Grasmere. There’s a train 
from Huston at nine-fifteen tomorrow 
morning. You’ll have time to look 
around then before rehearsal at three.
I 11 meet you there. Here’s my card. 
And here’s your salary. Don’t fail

Kut is it usual to pay salarv in 
ad vamu. “• asked Daphne doubtfully.

• Where < abbage Tree’s concerned, 
it - the only way to settle a square
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