
boe came in slowly.
The two girls waited, in
suspense, &I was in the
crowd on Michigan
Avenue watching the
boys go by," he said.

H OSE of you wbo bave dwelt-oe evenTlingered-ma Chicago, Illinois (this is net
a humerous stony), are familiar with tIcT regea known as the Loop. Fer those
others of you ta whom Chicago le a trans-

L i fer' point btween New York aud San

explanation: Francisco, there is presented this brief
TheLoop 18 a clamerons, sniole-infested district

embraced by the iron arms cf the levated tnacks. ln a
City boàsting fcwer millions, it weuld be known farniliarly
as downtown. From Congress te Lake Street, -f ram
Wabash almost te the river, these thundereus tracks
mnake a cemplete cincle, or loop. Within it lie thc retail
ibope, the commercial botels, tIe theatres, the res-
tanrants. Tt le the Fifth Avenue (dilutcd) aud tbe
Broadway (deletcd) of Chicage. And lie wbo frequents
it by niglit in searcli of amusement and cîcer is known,
vnlgarly, as a lc.p-beund.

Jo Hertz was a lop-honnd. On the occasion cf those
rparse first nigîts grantcd the metrepolis of thc Middle

West le was aiways present, third row, aisle, left.
When a new loup cale was epened, Jo's table always
cernmanded an nnobstructcd view cf anything worth
viewing. On entering he was wont te nay, "Helle, Gui,"
witl careless cordiality te the bcad-waiter, thc wlîle bis
eye rovcd expcrtly from table te table as lie remcved bis
glves. Hte rdencd $iugs under g1aýs, se that bis
tàble, at midigît, or tîcreabeuts, rescmblcd a bot-bcd
that faveurs the bell sytem. Thîe waitcrs fonçht for
hlm. He was the knd cf ama wbe mixes bis own
salad dressing. Ne likcd tecali for a bowl, soerccked
ice, lemen, garlic, paprika, sait, pepper, vinegar, and oil
and make a rite of it. People at ncar-by tables would
lay dewn their linives sud fcnks te watcl fasciuated.

Tbrecret cf it seemed te lie lan sing alil tb oil in sight
and calliug fer more.

That was Je-a plnmp and louely bachelon of fifty.
A plcthoric, roviug-cyed aud kindly man, clutching
'vainly at the garments of a yonth that lad long slippcd
past hlm. Jo Hertz, lu onse of thoe piucb-waist beited
suits sud a trench coat, aud a littie green bat, walking np
Michigan Avenue f a brigt winter's aftennoon, tnyîng
totake thc curli with a jauty youthf ulness against whicb
cwery one of bis fat-eucascd muscles rebelled, wss a sight
for mirth or pity, depcnding on oe's vision.

The gay-dog business was a late phase in thc 111e cf
e Hertz. He lad been a quite dillerent sort cf canine.

he staid sud harassed brether of tbree unwed and selfisb
sisters is ai under dcg. The tale cf bew Jo Hertz came
to ha a lozp-honnd shold net ha compresscd withiu
the lirits cf a short' stery. t slhould ha toid ai are the
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Pbetoplays, with frequent throw-backs and rnany cut-ins.
To condense twenty-threaucars of a man's life inte some
five or' six thousand words requfres a verbal econotmy
amnounting to parsimony.

At twenty-seven Jo had been the dutif ul hard-workini
son--î the wholesale harness busines--of a widowed
and gumrnidging mether, who called hîm Joey. If
yo6u lad looked close you would have seen that now and
then a double wrinkle would appear between Jo's eyes-
a wrînklç that had no business there at twenty-seven.
Then j os mother died, leaving hilm handicapped by a
death-bed promise, the three ssters and a threestory-
and-b)alement bouse on Calumet Avenue. Jo's wrinkle
became a fixture.

Death-bed promises sbeuld be broken as lightly
as they are seriously tinade. The dead have no right to
lay their clammy fingers upon the living.

"Joey," she had said, in lier higli, thin voice, "takeo-care of the girls."
"I1 will, Ma," Jo ha,' choked.

" oy"and the voice was weaker, "promise~ me yenwon t mnarry tiI! the girls are 1ail provided for." Then,
as Jo had hesitated, appalled: 'Joey, it's my dying wish.
Promise!"

" I promise, Ma," lie bad naid.
Wbereupon his mother had died, comfortably, leaving

him with a completely ruined 11e.
They were flot bad-looking gils and they bad a

certain style, toc. That is, Steil and Eva had. Camre,
the middle one, taught sebool over on the West Side.
la those days it took ber lmost two hours eacli way.
She said the kind of costume she reqnired shouid bave
been corrngated steel. But aIl three knew wbat was
being worn, and they wore it---or fairly faithful copies
of it. Eva, the housekeeping sister, bad a needle knaclc.
She could sldm the State treet windows and corne away
with a mental pbotograph of every separate tuck,
hem, yoke, and nibbon. Heads of departments sbowed
ber the things they kept ln drawers, and she went home
and reproduced themn witb the aid cf a two-dollar-a-day
Msetstress. StelI, the yonngest, was the beanty. They

b e er Babe. She wasn't maly a beanty, but some
oeehad once told ber that she looked like Janice Mere-
dith (it was when that work of fiction was at the height
cf its popularity>. For years afterward, wbenever she
went te parties, she affected a single, fat curi ever ber
right shonîder, with a rose stuck tbrough it.

Twenty-three years ago one's sisters did net strain
at the honsehold leasb, nor crave a career. Camre tanglit
scbool andI bated it. Eva kept bouse expertly and
complainingly. Babe's prfession was being the famnily
beauty, and it teck al l e spare time. Eva always let
lier sleep until ten.

Everywoman's Wormd for Janu<Lry, 1919 S

T HIS was jo's household, and he was the nominal
head of it. But it was an empty title. The three

women dominated his life. They weren't consciously
seifish. If you had called themn cruel they would
have put you down as mad. When you are the loue
brother of three sisters, it means that you muet
constantly be calling for, escorting, or dropping one
of them somewhere. Most men of Jo's age were
standing before their mirror of a Saturday nigit,
whistling blithely and abstractedly while te
discarded a blue polka-dot for a maroon tie, whipped
off the maroon for a shot-silk, and at the last moment
decided against the shot-silk in faveur of a plain
black-and-white, because she had once said she pre..
ferred quiet ties. Jo, when lie should have been
preening lis feathers for conquest, was saying,

"Well, by g ad, 1 am hurryingl Give a man trne,
can't you? I Just get borne. Y ou girls have been lay-
ing around the lieuse ail day. NJo wonder you're
ready."

He took a certain pride in seeing bis sisters well
dressed, et a tirne when lie shouid bave been revelling
in fancy waistcoal s and hi illiant-liued socks, accord-
ing te the style of that day and the inalienable right
of any unwed male under thirty, la any day. On
those rare occasions when bis business necessitated an
out-of-town trip, he would spend haîf a day flounder-
ing about the shops selecting bandkrercbiefs, or stock-

ins, or feathers, or fans, or gloves for the girls.
They lways turned eut te be the wrong kind, judging
by their reception.

From Carnîe, "What in the world do I want of a
fan!1"

Ithought you didn't bave one," jfo would say.I haven't. 1 neyer go te dances.'
Jo would pass a futile band oven the top ef bis head,

as was lis way when disturbed. "I1 just tbought
ou'd like one, I thought every7 girl liked a fan..
Just," feebly, "just to-to bave."

Oh, for pity's sake!"
And front Eva or Babe, "I've g t sillc stockings,

Jo."p Or, "Yen bronglit me bandkrcbiefs the lait
time."t

There was sornetbing selfish in bis givlng, as there
jalways îs in any gift freely.and jeyfully made. They

neyer snspected the exquisîte pl1easure it g ave birn to
select these tbîngs; these fine, soft, silken thinge.
There were many things about this slow-geing,
amiable brother cf theirs that they neyer susectec.
If yen liad told tbema lie was a dreamer cf drearns, for
example, they would bave been amused. Semnetimes.
dead-tired by aine o'clock, after a bard day downtown,
lie would doze over the evening pper. At intervala

he would wake, red-eyed, te a imatch of
conversation such as, " Yes, but if yen
get a blue you can wear it anywbere.
Ça' dressy, and at the same trne it'a
quiet, toc" Eva, the expert, wrestling
with mare over the preblem cof the new
spring di ýss. Tbey neyer guessed that.
the commonplace man in the frayed aId
smoking-jacket lad banisbed tbemn ail
fromn the roorn long ago; bad banîshed
bimself, for that matter. In his place
was a taîl, debonnair, and rathc r danger-
onslybandsome mantowhom sixo'cleck
spelled evening clotbes. The kind of
man who can lean np againet a mantel,
or propose a toast, or give an erder
te a man-servant, or whisper a gallant
speech in a lady's ear with equal case.
The shabby old bouse on Calumet
Avenue was transformed into a bre-
caded and cbandeliered rendezvous

for the brilliancecf tht city. Beauty was there, and wit.
But noue se beautif ui and witty as Shc. Mrs.-er-Jo
Hertz. There was wine, cf course; but ne vulgar display.
There was mnsic; the soft sbeen nf satin; langbter. Aïd
hie tbe gracions, tactf ni hast, king cf bise wn demain-

"Joe,forheaven'ssake,if you're goingtosneregotobed 1"
':Wby--did 1 fal.aslecp?" 11
"Yen haven't been doing anyhing cIsc this eveuing.

A person wonld tbink yen were fifty instead of tbirty."1
SAnd Jo Hertz was again juat the dull, gray, commen-

place brother cf three well-meaning sisters.
Babe used te, say petulantly, "Jo, why don't yen ever

bing berne any ef yeur men fnïends? A * f1 might as
well net have any brother, ail thc good yen do."

Jo, censcieuce-stricken, dld bis best te make amendi.
But a man wbo bas been petticoat-ridden fer ycars lam
the kuack, somehow, of cernradeship witb men. Hie
acquires, toc, a knowlcdge of wemeu, and a distaste for
them, ecqnalled eonly, perbaps, by that cf an elevator.
starter in a departmnent store.

WHICH brings us to, ane Suuday ln May. Jo cae
whome from- a late Sunday afternoon walk te in<I

cornpany for supper. Ca-rieliad often had in one of ber
schoc-teacher friends, or Babe one cf ber frivolous inti-
mates, or even Eva a staid guest cf the old-girl type.
There. was always a Sunday night supper cf potatc>
salad, and cold meat. and coffee, and perbaps a freeli
cake. Jo ratIer enjoyed it, being a bospitabie seul.
But be reearded tIe guests witb tbe undazzlcd eyes cf a.
man te whm they were just se rnuy petticoats, timid
cf the night streets and requiring escert home.' If yen
bad suggested te him that some cf bis sisters' popularity
was due te bis cwa presence, or if yen had binted that thé
more kitteaish of these visitons were palpably making
eyes he would bave stared in arnazement and unbelief.

This Snnday nigbt it turned out te ha one of Carneë'.
fi iends.

" 'Emily, " nid Carnie, " this ià my brother, J e."
jo bad iearned what te expect ia Carrie'd f ienkds

Drab-lfflking women in the late thirties, wbose faciai
lines ail slanted downward.

"Happy te uleet you," niîd Jo, and looked dlown at a
different sert altogether.; A most surprisingly diffrent
sert, for one of Carnie's friends. This Ernily persan.
was very small, and finiuy, and bine-eed, and sort f-
well, crnkly looking. You know. The corners cf ber
moutb when mIe smiled, and ber eyes when sbe lcoked
up at yen, and ber hair, which was bncwn, but bad the
miracuicus cffect, semebew, of being golden.

Je shook bauds with ber. Her hand was incredib>y
smail, and soft, se that yen were afraid cf crushing it,
until yen discovcm'ed sbe had (Continued on Page z6)


