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jssed on.  She WAl

o Ik weut aqupat her
* Her pause h\d b

d was one ucant quﬂeﬁm
‘she laid the sleepmg ¥Oug ‘
Rl hed and removegd q’ )
What sort of hostiliti
lehn? l{ad’*_»
lesas fove'turn to the acid of ‘B

the man who nominally Pog; hﬂ?
Sg wid scar-ely «redi?%t. It
was $00 wuch ai variance th her

‘w-“, canception of the m He |,

would “fiarer bave recoutde ‘¥ such
iittlegesg.  Still, the biting contempt
in Fyfe’s voice when he said to Ben-
: %¥oe underestimate quohun.
safe: * * * ne's foxyd* That

Sue rocalled t t ong
in the mget direct way had °

passed orilicism on Monohan. and thea
it lay mostly in a tone, suggested mors
than spokeq. Yet he kusw Ngaokan,
bad knogm-him for yveass:. They bad
<laghed belore shie was a factor

in ﬂleig 3
Benton came to dinner
more o:hs preoccupied, an odd meod

| sore beads on bath sides, but we did

| Bind him W

“Tell me, GUICk!”™ -

“It’'s quick tqld,” Howe nﬂ grimly,
“We were rea Mono-
han g got a ha

didn't take so long. Three of our men
wis used bad, end there’s plenty of

the job. After we got them on the Fum
we blowed up their swifters.and piles
with giant; then we begun ¢ put the
cedar through. Billy was on the bank.
when somebody shp,t ih hilm from 3croys
the river. Ome'w e kn
fhat hithim.’ Apd.
80 close beip’ |/
Eyfe, and ﬂnb’;e b

meant for Jack, lﬁgqrg
dn’ dowm.

Whoever he was, heshotl!xh that's
all. There, mother;, dow’t cry. THat
don’t help note. 'Whaf's done's ddie”

rown & Gp.

on: i - You'll get coid Stlll“
M’”M“b&tﬂla. :
She-fylibwed him back into the 1i

last, getting up abrupkly,
“Whoat's the matter, Jack?” she ‘

there?”

“Part of the logging game,” he {
sweréd ipdiﬂ‘g‘p’enux “Doesn’t amoed
to mu

“But has been fighting.
face was { . And I've heard
ray he was one of the most pea
men alive. Is it—is Monobhan'

“We won't discuss Honohm " Ty

said curtly. mmy. t;heres nQ “
geL of him gettlhg’

irm &, At &mﬁ

pausall o moment.

“Don’t worry,” he said kindly. “Noth-
ing’s going to happen.”

But she stodd losking out the winflow
after he loff, uneagy with a presciéies
of trouble, She" With a feverl
interest the stir ﬂmt mﬂy
about the bunk houses. That
» wide space had bees. clemred e
“bangalow and She conld see
moving lanterns and even now and them

'] story gréw on her she shuddered. It
“I'm going up the lake,” be s&ﬂ ﬁ :

ed. “Why, has trouble started up -

Stelia tumetuﬂwalkednptom
house, stunneéd, She could mot credlit
Bloodshed, ﬂqth Always in hec life
“poth had ) thingy remate. And as
“the real’ of . Howe's

hy at her door, equally with her and

noban, even if teither of their hands
sped tije Duliet=an indlmct u—'
ﬂwty. but FFewsomely real ‘

CHAPTER XIV.
Free as the Winad.

TELLA had barely crossed the
thréshiold when ‘badk i the rear
Jack junior's’ bnby Mm rose iu

[ @ shrill gcream of pain. 4 )
She scarcely heard her husband and
the doctor come in. Forgwe;rym
p Kad Been sitting in a low s

* w actoss her lap,'aud on that th

; tortgred body wlddled with cot-

fbon soaked in olive ofl, the only dress-

'ing she and Mrs. Wﬂ could devise

to eage ﬂle pain’ Ali those oth

bear the voiges of men: calling to each

fer. O Benton. Afterward they
‘weat .8essivl bLebind the. ciosed
door of T'vfe’'s den. An hour or so lat-

er Beaton went home. While she
Hetened to the soft chaff-a-chuff-a-chaff
of dw ‘Offickamin dying away in the |

 flye came in and slumped
mg @ chair before the fire where
a big Qﬁ&ck crackled. He sat these

-nenr n.h.lt smoked cigar clamped o
of his mouth, the liges of

jaw in_profile, demed .

eyed him covertly.
forward to speak. Wo“s

them to uttennee ﬂle
jat whistle came screaming

blagk of &
up from gﬁe ~water, near and shrill and
impeeatings

Fyfe Gemse out of his chair like a

llhot. _‘ehﬁdedpohadonh!steet.
nn@rt.mds_
'Dese for an

llxed so _mpnth m

Ry
G

"- wek

} at him. - Nerves! She

! rounded

other. Ounbe’ the' Pantber's dazzling | !
eve of a searchlight- swung ‘seross thn'
laudmg, and 18" ﬁé’uh HEKSE out a file

towargd

u;e bont the tender |
Clo. bxnd her

went the boats

swarmed with men,

Stella looked and listemed until there
was but a faint thrum far gp the lake,
Then she went:to bed, but mot to-sieep.
What ugl‘,y s Were loosed at the
lake head ﬂe did mot know. But on
the face. of & she. conld not aveid won-

witichi “ha@ Dovered om her lps that |
evuinf,"hb‘h had not.brought her-

knew ‘smptoms too weil. Nerves

at ammn in that big, spleadid

hody! "A ‘Wght quiver seemdd to’ run '
i 880 e Was erect and calm-
“Wealu, standing in a Hsten. I

a the Paather,” bhe said, “pall-
mg h to the Waterbug's landing, Did !

1 startie you when I bounced up like a
cougar Stella?’ bhe aSked, with & wry
amile. L Zuess I was half asleep.
That whistle jolted me.’

Stella glaonced out the shaded win-
dow. |

“Some one's coming up from the fipat
with a tantern,” ghe said. “Is there—
iy there likely to be anything wrong, |
Jack?

“Anything wrong?’ He shot a quick
glance gf her, then casually, “Not that
1 know @b”

The bWpbing lantern came up the
path thremgh the lawn. Footsteps
erunched op the gravel.

“FPH go see what he waats,” Fyfe re-
mearked. “Calked boots woa’t be good
for the porch floor.”

She followed him.

“Stay in. it's cold.”
the doorway.

“Ko. ['m coming.” she persisted.

They met the lantern bearer at the
foot of* the steps.

“Well, Thorsen?’ Fyfe ghot at him.
There was an unusual note of sharp-
ness in liis vofce, an irritated expecta-
tion.

Stella saw that it was the skipper of
the Panther, a bx-uubwlyl)m He
raised the lantern a litile The dim
light on i face showed it brufsed and
swollea, Hyfe granted, 3

“Crorbesm 48 hung 0p,” he eaid plain-
tively. “They've blocked the tlver. I
zot licked ‘for arguin’ the point”

“How'y it blocked?" Fyfe dsked.

“T'we 'swifters uh logs strung across
the champel. They're drivin’ piles in
front. Am’ three doukeys buntin’ logs
in behind’

“Swift work. Theré waswi a sign of
» move when I left'this morsing,” Fyfe
-ommentéd dryly. “Well, thke the Pan-
vher around Yo the inmer Idnding. I’ll
be rhege,”

“What's struck that feller Monohan "
the Dane sputtered 3 “Has he
#ot any licenss to close the Tyee? He
say: he has—an’ backs his argomeat
ftrong, believe me. Maybe:you can han-
dle him. 1 counldn’t. Next time I'll
have a cant heok handy, By ” you

gimme my pieknh[Mnﬁ. Jadk,
#*0’ ' bring that ‘cedar

“Take the Panther tvdu." Wyte 2
nlied, “Wa'll gee,”

Thersen turned back down {i® stepe.

|

He stopped im

lnammmtﬁuan-;

banat arose as she eot nnder wey..

' bug heave to a quarter mile abeam ot

dietate repricdls ‘she trembled for L
Q&Bng. Fyfe was mot s an to aly
'% either affrgnt or injary. He

‘ight with double runcor it Mes-
olan were his adversary,

“If anything happems up there IM
hate myself,” she whispered whem the
e&selebs turmng ef her mind had ‘be-
eme almost unendurable. “I was a

, weak fool ever to let Walter Mom-
olun know I cared. And I'll hate him.
| too, if he makes me a bone of contem-
tion. 1 elected to piay the game the
only decent way there #s to play-it. So
did be. Why can’t he abide by that?”

Noou of the next duy saw the Water-

Comgar point to let off a lone figure in
ber dinghy and thea bore on, driving
straight and fast for Roaring Springs.
Stella  flew to the landing. Mother
Howe came pufting at her heels.

“Land’s sake, 1 been worried te .
death,” the older woman breathed.'
“When men gt to quarrelin’ about tim-
ber you never can tell where they’ld
stop, Mrs. Jack. I've knowed some wild
times ia the woods in The past”

The man in the dink wa®Lefty Howe.
He pulled in beside the flcat. When
he ste up on the pltanks he limped

“Land lilyo. what happened yuh,’
Lefty 7 Wi wife cried.
“Got a rap om the leg with a peevy,”

“Why did Waterbug go down the |
lake?” Stella/asked breathlessly. The |
man's face ‘was wserious. “What bhap-
pened up ﬁuer

“There was & fuss,” he answered
quietly. “Three or four of the boys got
beat up so they need patchin’. Jack’s
fekin’ 'em down, to the hospital. " Blast
that yeller headed Monoban!” his voice
lifted suddenly in uncoatrollable anger.
“Billy Dale was killed tbis moraip’,
mother,”

Stella feit heoself grow sick. Death
is a small matter when it strikes afar,
|mong it comes to
ome’s door ! Dale had piloted the
Waterbug for a year, a chubby, round
faced boy of tweaty, a foster son of
Mother Howe's before she had children
of her own. Stella had asked Jack to
put tim on the Waterbug because he
was such a loyal, cheery sert of seul,
and Billy had been a Part of every ex-
pedition they had taken around the
lake. She could not think of him ag a
rigid, lifeless lump of ciay. Why, only
the day before he had been laughing
and chattering aboard the cruiser, go-
ing up and down tue cabia floor on his
hands qud knem, Jack junior perched
uiumphantiy esivide his back, -

bhe said. “Nothin’ much.” I

l

8he Sat Numb, Praying Witheut Hope
For Help te Come.

out hope for help to come, hopeless
that any medical skill weuld avail
when it did come. So mauny hours Bad
been wasted while a man rowed to
| Benton’s camp, while the Chickamia
steamed to Roaring Springs. while the
Waterbug came driving back—five
hours! And the skin—yes, even shreds
of flesh—had come away in patches
with Jack jumior’s clothing when she
took it off. She bent over him, fearful
that every feeble breath would be his
fast.

She looked up at the dacto= Fyfa
was beside her, his calked boots biting
into the oak Boor.

“See what you can do, doc,”’ he said
buskily; then to Stella, “How id it

happen.” X

“He toddied away from Martha,” she
whispered. “Sgm Foo bad set a pan
of boiling water on the kitchen floor.
' He teH into it. Oh, my poor little
darfing!”

They watched the doctor bare the
terribly acalded body, examine, listen
to {he bov’s breathing. count his pailse.
In the end be redressad e vy Gody
with stuff from the case with which a
country physician goes armed against
all emergencies. He was very delib-

She Found Him Sitting Sober and Si-
. lent, Looking at His Son.

erate am@t thougheful., Stella looked her |
appeal when he finishad.

“He's a sturdy Nitte chap,” ke said,
“afd we ll do our best, A child fre. |

“Wigt buiipesed™ she cried w;.dly

Guetii (ViTeR ggtﬁe PO It'

Ve wind,
{ tor.  He had come with her to Seattle |
end watted, patiently &t & hatel patil |

t of His- eondltion :

f ‘He huﬁn‘even
] y until morning:
Now, I think it-would be best o lay
bim-on a bed. Ydu must relax; Mrs.
Fyfe. 1 can see that the strain is tell-
ing on you: Yot mustn’t allow ‘your-
self to get in that abnormal cendition.
Phe baby is not couscions of pain. He
fs not suffering half so much in his
body as you are in your mind, and you
mustn’t do that  Be hopeful. We'll
teed ‘your -h We should have a
ltnebutm mnotimetoget

| ofke.”

They aid Jack 1pnio
1ows on Stelia’s’
loaking at bim, ¢
side the

a2 ”?d- walk lﬁopt a. little, Mrs.
Fyfe.” he advised, “and bave your din-
mer. ['ll want te- watch the bey
awhile.”

But Stella did aot want to walk. She
il Bot want to dat. Shol'amrcely
aware thit her lmbs were Cramped
anlt a(htng from be{‘ i

ueu' and ’ber"l-k ins iy moe

ery shift of her mind torned on her
baby, the little mite she bad nuried at
her breast, the one joy untinctured
with bitterness’that was left her. The
bare chancethat those little feet might
never patier scitda the flodr aghid; that

mid down pit-
@ doctor.stood
n dx:ew a chair be-

| Httte voice nevee Wilke her in the morn-

ing, crying "llom-mom » grove tier dis-
mcted

She went out into the living room,
walked to.a widow, stood there drum-
ming on the pano 'dtinervous fingers.
Dusk was falling outside; n dusk was
creeping over her. She shuddered.

Pyfe éamme up behjnid ‘her; put his
hands o"ber sleulders ‘and turned her
m m-x  Inced
T @o&’ﬁel? Stella.” he
whmpemd “I ‘wish“L <onld make you
feel loag szn. Pogr Httle kiddies—
both of ‘yom,

She ut his hluh. not becauss
she agninst his tomch, ageinst
his sympathy, merely because she had
come to that nervoms state where she
searce redfized ‘what she @fd.

“Oh,” she choked, “I can’t bear it!
My baby, my little baby hoy, thie one

bright spot that's left, and he has to-

guffer like that}' It ‘he dies it's the end
of everythlng for mme.”

Fyfe stared at her. The warm, pity-
ing look on hig.face ebbed away, hard-
emed into his old mask-like absence of
expression.

“No,” he smd quietly; “it would only
be the beginning. Lotd, but thiz has
been a day!”

He whirled about with a quick ges-
ture of his haunds, a barsh, raspy langh
that was very pear a sob, and left ber.
Twenty minutes;latet, when Stells was
irresistibly drawn back ta the bedroom,
she found him sitting sober gad silent,
looking at his-som.

A little past midnight Jack junior
died.

Stella sat watching the gray lines of
rain beat down on the asphalt, the
muddy rivulets that streamed aipng the
gutter. A forlorn sighing of wind jn
the bare bopghs of a gaunt elm that
stood before her window reminded her
achingly of the wind drone-ameng the
tall’ frs.

A ghastly two weeks had intervened
gince Jaek junior's little iife blinked
out. There had been wild moments
when she wished she could keep him
company on that journey into the um-
known, but grief seldom kills. Some-
times it hardens. Always it works a
change, a greater or less revamping of
the spirit. It was so with Stella Fyfe,
although she was not keenly aware of
any forthright metamorphosis. She
was for the present too actively im-
~olved in material chances.

“What's the use, jack?' she finished.
“You and T are so made that we can't
be weutral. We've got to be thorough-
ly in accord or we have to part. There's
no chance for us to get back fo the old
way of living. I don’t want to; I can't.
I could pever be complaisant and agree-
abie again. We might as well come to
a full stop and each go his own way.”

She had braced herself for a clash of
wills. There was none. Fyfe listened
to her, looked at her long and earnestly
and in the end made a quick, impatient
gesture with bhis hands,

“Your life's your ewn to make what i
you please of now that the kid’s no

longer a factor,” he said quietly. *What
do you want to do? Have you made
any plans?”

“I have to live, naturally,” she re-
plied.  “Since I've ‘got my voice back
I feel sure I can turn that to account,
L should like to go to Seattle first and
look around. It can- be supposed I
have gone visiting until one or the other
of us takes a decisive legal step.””

“That’'s simple enough,” he returned
after a mivute's reflection. *“Well, if
it hos to be, for God's sake let's get it
over with!”

Aud vow it was over with. Fyfe re-
marked once that with them luckily it

was not a question of money. But for '

sStella it was indeed an economic prob-
fem. \When she left Roaring lake her
private account contdfped over $2,000.

i Tler last act in Vandoyver was to pe-

Jdeposit that to ber-husband’s credit.

Ouly so did sbe [eel fhat she could go

free of x#fl obligation, cleun bauded,
withouot stultifying. herself in her own
eves. Nye had \ruasured as a keepsske
the on'y wouey sue had ever carmed in
her H'n_ ier brother's check for $270,
ihe vages of rhat sordid period in the
ook house. Sbe had it now —$270 capi-

tul. she badn't sold herself for that.
| She lud given houest value, doable and

treble, in the sweat of Ker brow. /She
vias heve now, in a4 tive dollar a week
boascheeping

Thut was {'yfe’s last word to

s fiai! Convd @ ﬁ.ee\tkﬂn Taen he
X R ST 0 ,’-h,\ut ﬁnlnec.g _

» Inore.

=Se=m——

e e g oy N
he had said] “I guess
£ +end of -our experiment. In
s—annder the state lmw—yon
can bhe legaliy free by a techmicality.
Se fur u8 I'mi concerned, you're free as
the wind right now. Good tuck to you”

He turned away with a smile on his
lips. & smile that his eyes belied, and
she watched him walk to the cornmer
through the same sort of driving rain
that now pelted in gray lines against
bher window,

She shook Berseif unpdnentlv out of
that retrospect. It was done.” Life; as
her brother had propbéuicd, was no kid
glove affair. ‘The futpre was her chief
concern now, pot the past.  Medntime
¢he had not béen ifle; meither had she
come to Seattle on a blind figpulse. She
knew of a singing teacher thére whose
reputation was more than logal, a. vocal
authority whose word carried ‘weight
far beyond Puget sound. First she
mennt to see him, get an impartial es-
timate of the value of her voice, of the
training she wt need. Through him
she hoped to in touch with some
qutlet for the only tatent she possessed.
And she hud received mote eneourage-
ment than she dared hope. He listened
to her sing, then tested the range and
flexibility of her voice.

“Amazing,” Re -said fraskly. “You
have a rarve mptyral endowment, If

“Weoll, Stella.”
this is ¢
SiX mo

you have the determination and ‘the |.

sense of drnmatie vames thst musical

dizcipline will give 'you, you' should go '

far. You should fnd your place in
opera.”

“That’'s my amgbition,” Stella answer-
ed. “But that reqguires time and train-
ing. And that means money. I have
to earn it.”

The upshet of that coaversation was
an appointmient to meét @i manager
of = ph' : ;

and rose ¥0 #0. , always money, |
if one want to. #t anywhere, shé re-
flegted ¢ ...NQ wonder men strug-
gled despente&} for timt token of
pawer.

She reached the Charteris theater,
and a doorman gave her access to the
dim interior. THéPe was a light in the
operator’s cage high at the rear, an-
other shaded at the piano, where
a young man with hair brushed sieekly
bark chewed gum jncessantly while he
practiced picture accompaniments. The
place fooked desgldfe, with its empty
seats, its ball ‘stage front with the
empty picture screen, Stella sat down
to wait for the manager. He came in
a few miuutes. His manner was very
curt, businessiike. He wapted her to
sing a popular song, a bit from a Verdi
opera, Gouned's “Ave Marie,” so that
be could get a line ou what she could
do. He appeared to be 3 pessimist in
regard to siugers.

“Take the stage right there,” he le-
structed, ‘‘just g8 if the spot were on
von. Now, then.”

It wasn't ‘3 leartening process to
staud there facing the gum chewing
pianist, and the manager's cigar glows:

ing redly five rows hack. and the silent |

emptinesses beyond—much like singing
into the mouth of a gloomy cave, It
wus move or less a eritical moment far
Stella. but she was Keenly aware that
she had to make good fn a small way
before she could grasp the greater op-

“You've sure got 'em going. Go eut

and gwo ‘em same more.”

pmtumtv 30 she did Ber best, and hesx
best was no mediocre performance:
She bad vever sung in a place desighed
to show off or to show up a singer's
quality. She was even a bit astom-
ighed berself.

She elected to sing the “Ave Maria”
first. Her vojce went pealing to the
doomed -ceiling as sweet as a silver
bell, resonant as a trumpet. When the
last note died away there was a mo-
mentary silence; then the accompanist
looked up at her, frankly admiring.

“You're some warbler,” he sai@ em-
phatically. “believe me.”

Behind him the managers cigar lost
its glow. He remained silent. The
pianist struck up “Let’'s Murder Care,”
a rollicking trifle from a Broadway hit.
Last of all he thumped, more or less
successfully, through the accompani-
ment to an aria that had in it voeal
gymnastics as well as melody.

“Come up to the office, Mrs. Fyfe,”
Howard said, with a singular change |
from his first mauner.

“1 can give you an indefinite engage- |
ment at thirty a week,” he made a
blunt offer. “You can sing. You're

l my hands altogether now. I'm
l bat being sorry doesn't make any dif-

than meré Tiving gs she meant to nve.
And it was a start, a move in the right
divection. She accepted: They dis-
cussed certain details. She did mot
care fo court publicity under her legal
name, 50 they agreed that she should
be billed as Mme. Benton, the madame
being Howard's suggestion, and she
took ber leave.

Upon the Monday following Stella
stood tor the first time in a fierce white
glare that dazzled her and so shut off
partially her vision of the rows. and
rows .of faces. She went on with a

%le stack £88 in her knees, a dry

iroat. and she was not
sure- !tht‘pt she - would sing ‘or. fly.
When she ‘Hed: finished ber Brst song
and bowed derSelt iivo the wings she
feit her hent Tedp @i Lammer at the
band ‘clapping tHEt’ grew angd grew till
it was Jiké the 'béat of ocean surf.

Howard came rumning to meat her.

“You've sure got ‘em goiag” he
uugted. “Fipe work.. Ge out and
give 'em somo-m*’ s

In time she grew accustomed to these
things, to the nﬂluse slie never failed

to get. to ﬁe ﬁite beam that beat

down from the picture cage, to the

in the frst rows,

- itil began

wlthihg‘kr She

otigh’ the primiary stages

“and she was following

bow a method of practice which pro-

duced results. She could see-and feel
that: herself., v

So she gained in those weeks some-

thing 0f bér old poise. Ilnevitably ghe

was very 'lonély at times, bBut Hle

‘fought agafnst that with the ‘most ef-

#Ctivity. ~She 'Was’ ‘always Dusy. There
was a rented -piang now siging in the
opyoslte eormsn £20; €88 stove on
by she Q(meﬂ. --Howard
i’ wopd: - Sher “pulied: bUsiness,”
and he cwised’ wwhrq o week and
olfered e citinct, Wit "ghé’ re-
r&éed Because “afhér avehues, bigger
" better fhan sfogiug n a motion
re house, were tentatively open-

December wa&  waning when ghe
came to Sesttle. I the following
weeks her only-contact with the past,
veyond the niill of ter own thoughts,
Was an itein in the Sedttle Times
touching opon certafn litigation im
which Fyfe was involved. Briefly,
Monohan. under the firm name of the
Abbey-Mogohan Timber company, was
suing Fyfe for heavy damages for the
loss uf certatri boofirs -of “logs blown
up aud S$6t’ddrift at’the mouth of the
Tyee river. There was appended an
accoupt of the clash over the closed
channel snd the killing of Billy Dale,
No one had been bruught to book for
that get. #4ny ope L sixty men might
‘have MeR Fhe shor

It made Stefla wince, for it took her
back to that dreadfin day. She could
pot bear to think that Billy Dale's
blood sy on her and Moanohan. neither
| could she stitte an uneasy apprehen-
sion that somerhing more grievous yet
might happen on Roaring lake. But at
least she had done what she could. If
ghe weve the tlume, she had removed
herself from the. powder maguzine.
Fyfe had pitlled’ his cedar crew off the
Tyee before she left. (f aggresmm
eswe it must come from cue direction.

CHABTER XV.
A Cost Tinida
TELLA “hdd ‘mot minced matters
S with herself witen she left Roar-
ing lake. DaZed and ea by
suffering, nevertheless she kmew that
she would not giways suffer; that im
-time she woidld get back to that nor-
mal state in whith the human ego dili-
gently pursues happifiéss. In time the
legal tie between herself and Jack B‘yto
would cease to exist. If Monchan cared
for her as she thought he cared, a year
or two more or less mattered little.
They bad all their lives before them.
In the long run the errors and mistakes
of that upheaval would grow dim, be
as pothing. Jack Fyfe would shrug
bis shoulders and forget. and in due
time he would find a fitter mate, one
as loyal as he deserved. And why
might not she, who had never loved
him, whose marriage to him bad been
only a climbing out of the fire into the
frying pan?

So that with all her determination to
make the nfost of ber gift of SOBg, S0
that she would never again be buffeted
by material urgencies in a msterial
worid, Stella had nevertheless been
listening with the ear of her mind, so
te speak, for a word from Monohan to
say that he understood and that all
was well.

Paradoxically, she bad not expected
to hear that word. Once in Seattle,
away from it all, there slowly grew
upon ber the cemviction that in Mono-
ban’s fine avowal and renunciation he
had only followed; the cue she had
given. all else he had played his
own ban . She couldn’t forget Billy
Dale. If the motive behind that bloody
culmination were thwarted love it was
a thing to shrink from. It seemed to
ber now, forcing herself to reason with
edld blooded logic, that Monchan de-
sired her less than he hated Fyfe's pes-
segsion of her; that she was merely an
added facter in the breaking out of a
struggle for mastery between two d&i-
verse and deminant men. Every sign
and token went to show that the pot
of hate had long been sxnimormg. She
had only contributed te its boiling over.

“Oh, well,” she sighed, “it's out of

m BSOrTYy,

! ference. I'm the least factor, it seems,
in the whole muddle. A woman isn't
much more than an incident in a man’s

worth more. but right now I can’t pay} life, after‘all.”

to raise you. Thirty a week, and you'll
have to sing twice in the afternoon and °
twice in the evening.”
Stella considered briefy.
lm-y Ll

Thirty dol-

If you pull business—and 1

| rather think yon wil—I may be able
room, foot loose, free as |

i by: events’in close sequence.

week mesnt a_great deal | more
AL &

She dresseq to go to the Charteris,
for her day’s work was about to begin.
As g0 often bappens im life's uneasy
fidw, periods of calms ave succeeded
Howard
| and his wife insisted that Stella joim
them gt snpper afte: fhe show. The

&duor of Wain's.

fective WeéaBod she ‘Enew—incessant !

were decent folk Who accorded frank
admiration Yo her voiee and her per-
sonality. ' They had been kind to hec
in roany little ways, and she was glsd
to accept.

At 11 'a taxi deposited them at the
The Seattle of yester-
day needs no introducion fo Wain’'s,
and its counterpart can be found im
any cosmopolitan seaport city. It is a
place/ 'of subtle distinetion, tucked
away on oune of the lower hill streets,
where atter theater parties and might-
hawks with an eye for pretty women,
an ear for ensuyous musie and a taste
for good food go when they have mon-

g
Ensmgd behind ‘a pot‘reﬂ paim,

with & waiter-§@kiug Howard’s onder,
Stella let her gaze travel over the dim-
ers. - She brought up with a repressed
Start at'a table but four removes from
her own, her eyes resting upon t(he un-
Wistakable profile of Walter Monohan,
He Wwas dining vis-a-vis With 2 young
woman chiefly remarkable for a pre-
fosion of yeliow hair 2 Dlasing
dismond in the lobe of emch enr—a
plump, Blend, vivacious persom.of a
type that Stella, even with ber Kmited
experience, found herself imstaaily
clasaifying.

A Dbottle of wine rested in an jced
dish between them. Monohan was
toying with the stem of a hglf emptisd
glass, smiling at his companion. The
girl leadied (oward him, speuking rap-
fdly, pouting. Mouchan nodded, drais-
ed his glass, signaled a waiter. When
she got into an elaborate opera cloak
and Monoban mto his Inverness M
went . gpt, the plump, jeweled hand
resting familiarly on Monehken's arm.
Stella breathed a sigh of relief as they
passed, looking straight ahead. She
watched through the upper half of the
cafe wi*w and saw a machine draw

I Curh, saw the bescielipd

em and Monokan's dlk

Thek she rélaxed, but ahe
had npnetite\(or ber food. A hot
wave of shgmed disgust kept comimg
over hier. Bhe felt sick, physically pe
voited. Very likely Monohan had put
hee in. #lass in his secret thougiac.
Stie was glad when the evening emfled
and the Howards left her at her owa

“doorstep.

On the carpet where it had beem
thrust by the postman under the deer,
a white square caught her eye, and
she picked it up before she switched
on the light. And she got a queer lit-
tle shock when the light fell on the
envelope, for it was addressed in Jack
Fyfe’s angular handwriting.

She tore it apen. It was little enongh
in the way of a letter, a couple of lines
scTawled across a sheet of note paper.

Dear GirfEl was ju Seattlp’a few days

ago and ‘sing. -Meres:.

'g60d hick you. =, ‘I:@ .
Stella qnt down by the window. Omt-

side the eéver present Pugef sound rgia

drove against wall and roof-and’ side-

| walk. gatiereq in wet. glistentng poola

in the street. Through that same win-

dow she had watched Jack Fyfe walk
out of her life three months ago with-
out a backward look, sterdily. silemfly,

uncomplaining. He hadn't whmd, be
wasn’t whining now, only [
cheertul word out of the blank sp

of his own life into the blank spaeps
of hers. Stella felt something wemma:
and wet steal down her éhesdks.

She crumpled tite létier with a vl
den, spasmodic clinching of 'her hamd.
A lump roge chokiugly in ber throat.
She stabbed at the light switch and
threw herself on the bed, sobbing her
heart’'s cry in the dusky quiet. And
she could not have told why, except
that she had been overcome by a mis-
erably forlorn feeling. All the mental
props she relied upon were knocked
qut from under ber. Somehow those
few scrawled words had Sung swiftly
before, like a picture on a screen, a

ivigion of her bahy toddling uncertain-

1y across the porch of the white bunga-
low.. And she could not bear to think
of that.

* * * L d * * *

When the elm before her window
broke into leaf and the sodden winter
skies were transformed into a warm
spring vista of blue Stella was singing
a special engagement in a local vaude-
ville house that hoasted a *‘big time"
bill. She bad stepped up. The silvery
richness of her voice had carried her
name aiready beyond lecal boundaries,
as the singing master under whom she
studied jprophesied it would. Ia prool',‘
thereof she received during April a
feminine committee of two from Van-
couver bearing an offer of $300 for her
appearance in a series of three com-
certs under the suspices of the Wom-
an’s Musical club, to be given in the
ballroom of Vancouver's new million
dollar hostelry, the Granada. The da
was mid-July. She took the offer
der advisement, promising a decision
in ten days.

The money tempted her. That was
ber greatest need now, not for her
daily bread, but for am accumulated
fund that would enable her to reach
New York and ultimately Europe, if
that seemed the most direct route te
her goal. She had no doubts abemt
reaching it mow. Confidence came te-
abide with her. She throve on work.
And with increasing salary her fund
grew:  Coming from any other source,
she would have accepted this further
augmentation of it without hesitation,
sinee-_for a comparative beginmer it
was a liberal offer.

But Vamcouver was Fyfe's home
town. It had been hers. Many people
knew her. The local papers would fea-
ture her. She did mot know how Fyfe
would take it. She did not evea know
if there had been any open talk of
their separation. Money. she felt, wam
a small thing beside opening old sores.
[For herself, she was tolerably indiffer-
en{ to Vamcouver’s social estimate of
her or her acts. Nevertheless so lomg
as she bore Fyfe's nams she did met

* feel free-to make hegmelf a public fg-




